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PREFACE. 


^  The  preface,  finom  which  we  have  ahready  quoted,  ex- 
presses a  hope  *  that  m  any  future  recital  of  the  names  of 
Writers  who  have  contributed  to  the  stock  of  genume 
English  poetry,  Thomas  Hood  will  find  honorable  men^ 
tioo/  Before  it  can  be  otherwise,  not  only  must  the  cha- 
racter of  genuine  English  poetry  be  altogether  changed,  but 
with  it  the  recollections,  fancies,  affections,  and  very  nature 
erf*  men. 

^  We  may  be  allowed  to  add  one  parting  word ;  not  of  the 
Author,  but  the  deceased  friend.  That  he  was  a  man  of  a 
most  firee  and  noble  spirit,  who  harbored  none  of  the 
*  grudging  jealousies  too  often  attendant  on  the  pursuit  of 
literature ;  who  found  no  detraction  from  his  own  merits 
in  the  success  and  praise  of  another ;  who,  beset  by  great 
infirmity  of  body,  and  many  sharp  anxieties  of  mind,  could 
travel  £ir  out  of  his  way  to  swell,  with  his  generous  pen, 
ike  triumph  of  a  young  writer,  with  whom  he  had,  at  that 
tfane,  little  or  no  acquaintance,  saving  through  his  works ; — 
no  one  living  should  know  better,  than  the  writer  of  this 
filtering  tribute  to  his  memory." 
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HOOD*S  POEMS. 


From  the  Urchin  pming 
For  his  Father's  knee — 

From  the  lattice  shining, 
Drive  him  out  to  sea ! 

Let  broad  leagues  dissever 
Him  from  yonder  foam ; — 

Oh,  God !  to  think  Man  ever 
Comes  too  near  his  Home ! 
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BOOD*S  WEMB. 


TO  MY  DAUGHTER, 


ON   HE&   BIRTHDAY. 


Dear  Fanny  !  nine  long  years  ago, 
While  yet  the  morning  sun  was  low, 
And  rosy  with  the  eastern  glow 

The  landscape  smil'd ; 
Whilst  low'd  the  newly-waken'd  herds — 
Sweet  as  the  early  song  of  birds, 
I  heard  those  first,  delightful  words, 

"Thou  hast  a  child!" 


Along  with  that  uprising  dew 

Tears  glistened  in  my  eyes,  though  few, 

To  hail  a  dawning  quite  as  new 

To  me,  as  Time : 
It  was  not  sorrow — ^not  annoy — 
But  like  a  happy  maid,  though  coy. 
With  grief-like  welcome,  even  Joy 

Forestalls  its  prime. 

So  may'st  thou  live,  dear !  many  years, 
In  all  the  bliss  that  life  endears. 
Not  without  smiles,  nor  yet  from  tears 
Too  stricdy  kept : 


HOOD'S  rOJSMS. 


LINES 


ON    SEEING  MT  WIFE  AND  TWO  CHILDREN   SLEEPING   IN 
THE   SAME  CHAMBER. 


And  has  the  earth  lost  its  so  spacious  round, 

The  sky  its  blue  circumference  above, 

That  in  this  little  chamber  there  is  found 

Both  earth  and  heaven — my  universe  of  love ! 

All  that  my  Grod  can  give  me  or  remove, 

Here  sleeping,  save  myself,  in  mimic  death. 

Sweet  that  in  this  small  compass  I  behove 

To  live  their  living  and  to  breathe  their  breath  ! 

Almost  I  wish  that  with  one  common  sigh 

We  might  resign  all  mundane  care  and  strife, 

And  seek  together  that  transcendent  sky, 

Where  Father,  Mother,  Children,  Husband,  Wife, , 

Together  pant  in  everlasting  life ! 


CoBLXiiTs,  Nor.,  1835. 
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Forth  goes  the  lover  with  a  farewell  moan, 
As  firom  the  presence  of  a  thing  unhuman ; — 
Oh,  what  unholy  spell  hath  tum'd  to  stone 
The  young  warm  heart  of  woman ! 


'Tis  midnight — and  the  moonbeam,  cold  and  wan, 
On  bower  and  river  quietly  is  sleeping, 
And  o'er  the  corse  of  a  self-murderM  man 
The  Maiden  fair  is  weeping. 

In  vain  she  looks  into  his  glassy  eyes, 
No  pressure  answers  to  her  hands  so  pressing ; 
In  her  fond  arms  impassively  he  lies. 
Clay-cold  to  her  caressing. 

Despairing,  stunn'd,  by  her  eternal  Iocs, 
She  flies  to  succor  that  may  best  beseem  her ; 
But,  lo  !  a  frowning  figure  veils  the  Cross, 
And  hides  the  blest  Redeemer  ! 

With  stem  right  hand  it  stretches  forth  a  scroll, 
Wherein  she  reads,  in  melancholy  letters. 
The  cruel,  fatal  pact  that  placed  her  soul 
And  her  young  heart  in  fetters. 

*^  Wretch !  sinner !  renegade !  to  truth  and  God, 
Thy  holy  faith  for  hiunan  love  to  barter  ! " 
No  more  she  hears,  but  on  the  bloody  sod 
SinkBy  Bigotry's  last  martyr ! 

the  hapless  Lovers  lie ; 
Priest !  by  yonder  tragic  token, 
God  in  such  a  bond,  whereby 
af6  broken  I 
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HOOIVSPQEIfS. 


And  masts  of  spicy  vessels 
From  western  Surinam, 
All  tell  me  you're  in  England, 
But  I'm  in  Rotterdam. 

Those  sailors,  how  outlandish 
The  face  and  form  of  each  ! 
They  deal  in  foreign  gestures. 
And  use  a  foreign  speech  ; 
A  tongue  not  leam'd  near  Isis, 
Or  studied  by  the  Cam, 
Declares  that  you're  in  England, 
And  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 

And  now  across  a  market 
My  doubtful  way  I  trace, 
Where  stands  a  solemn  statue, 
The  Grenius  of  the  place  ; 
And  to  the  great  Erasmus 
I  offer  my  salaam  ; 
Who  tells  me  you're  in  England, 
But  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 

The  coffee-room  is  open — 
I  mingle  in  its  crowd, — 
The  dominos  are  noisy — 
The  hookahs  raise  a  cloud ; 
The  flavor  now  of  Fearon's, 
That  mingles  with  my  dram, 
Reminds  me  you're  in  England, 
4Jid  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 
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^OOD»S  FOEBfS. 


TO  THE  OCBAM. 
(Coblentz,  May,  1835.) 


Shaxl  I  rebuke  thee,  Ocean,  my  old  love, 
That  onc5e,  in  rage  with  the  wild  winds  at  strife, 
Thou  darest  menace  my  unit  of  a  life, 
Sending  my  clay  below,  my  soul  above, 
Whilst  roar'd  thy  waves,  like  lions  when  they  rove 
By  night,  and  bouijd  upon  their  prey  by  stealth  ? 
Yet  did'st  thou  ne'er  restore  my  fainting  health  ? — 
Did'st  thou  ne'er  murmur  gently  like  the  dove  ? 
Nay,  did'st  thou  not  against  my  own  dear  shore 
Full  break,  last  link  between  my  land  and  me  ? — 
My  absent  friends  talk  in  thy  very  roar. 
In  thy  waves'  beat  their  kindly  pulse  I  see. 
And,  if  I  must  not  see  my  England  more. 
Next  to  her  soil,  my  grave  be  found  in  thee  ! 
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SONNET  TO  A  SONNBT. 


Rase  compositioii  of  a  poet-knight. 
Most  chivalrous  amongst  chivalric  men, 
DSstinguish'd  for  a  polish'd  lance  and  pen 
In  tuneful  contest  and  in  tourney-fight ; 
Lustrous  in  scholarship,  in  honor  bright, 
Accomplish^  in  all  graces  current  then. 
Humane  as  any  in  historic  ken, 
Brave,  handsome,  noble,  affable,  polite ; 
Most  courteous  to  that  race  become  of  late 
So  fiercely  scornful  of  all  kind  advance, 
Rude,  bitter,  coarse,  implacable  in  hate 
To  Albbn,  plotting  ever  her  mischance, — 
Alas,  fidr  verse !  how  false  and  out  of  date 
Thy  phrase  <<  sweet  enemy  "  applied  to  France  I 
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HOOD'S  POEMS. 


TO 


Mt  he€urt  is  sick  with  longing,  tho'  I  feed 

On  hope  ;  Time  goes  with  such  a  heavy  pace 

That  neither  brings  nor  takes  from  thy  embrace. 

As  if  he  slept — forgetting  his  old  speed  : 

For,  as  in  sunshine  only  we  can  read 

The  march  of  minutes  on  the  dial's  face. 

So  in  the  shadows  of  this  lonely  place 

There  is  no  love,  and  Time  is  dead  indeed. 

But  when,  dear  lady,  I  am  near  thy  heart. 

Thy  smile  is  time,  and  then  so  swift  it  flies, 

It  seems  we  only  meet  to  tear  apart 

With  aching  hands  and  lingering  of  eyes. 

Alas,  alas  !  that  we  must  learn  hours'  flight 

By  the  same  light  of  love  that  makes  them  bright ! 
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TO  A  SLEEPING  CHILD. 


Oh,  'tis  a  touching  thing,  to  make  one  weep, — 
A  tender  infant  with  its  ourtain'd  eye. 
Breathing  as  it  would  neither  live  nor  die 
With  that  unchanging  countenance  of  sleep  ! 
As  if  its  silent  dream,  serene  and  deep. 
Had  lin'd  its  slumber  with  a  still  blue  sky, 
So  that  the  passive  cheeks  unconscious  lie 
With  no  more  life  than  roses — just  to  keep 
The  blushes  warm,  and  the  mild,  odorous  breath. 
O  blossom  boy  !  so  calm  is  thy  repose, 
So  sweet  a  compromise  of  life  and  death, 
'Tis  pity  those  fair  buds  should  e'er  unclose 
For  memory  to  stain  their  inward  leaf. 
Tinging  thy  dreams  with  unacquainted  grief. 
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IX. 


^>»^»»^»*^»^ww^ 


Tbb  World  is  with  me,  and  its  many  cares, 

Its  woes — ^its  wants — the  anxious  hopes  and  fears 

That  wait  on  all  terrestrial  affairs— 

The  shades  of  former  and  of  future  years — 

Foreboding  fancies,  and  prophetic  tean, 

Quelling  a  spirit  that  was  once  elate,  v 

Heavens !  what  a  wilderness  the  world  appeansy 

Where  Youth,  and  Mirth,  and  Health  are  out  of  date ! 

But  no— «  laugh  of  innocence  and  joy 

Resounds,  like  music  of  the  fairy  race, 

Aiid^  gladly  turning  from  the  world's  annoy, 

I  gaze  upon  a  little  radiant  &ce. 

And  bless,  internally,  the  merry  boy 

Who  **  makes  a  Mm^skme  in  a  shady  place." 
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It  was  a  shady  and  sequestered  scene, 
Like  those  famed  gardens  of  Boooaooio^ 
Planted  with  his  own  laurels  eveif^reen, 
And  roses  that  for  endless  summer  blow ; 
And  there  were  founting  springs  to  overflow 
Their  marble  basins, — and  oool  green  aroadea 
Of  tall  o^erarohing  sycamores,  to  throw 
Athwart  the  dappled  path  their  dancing 
With  timid  coneys  cropi»ng  the  green  blades. 


And  there  were  crystal  pools,  peopled  with  fish, 
Aigent  and  gold ;  and  some  of  Tyrian  skin. 
Some  orimson-barr'd ;  and  ever  at  a  wish 
They  rose  obsequious  till  the  wave  grew  thin 
As  glass  upon  their  backs,  and  then  dived  in, 
Quenching  their  ardent  scales  in  watery  gkxm ; 
Whilst  others  with  fresh  hues  row'd  forth  to  win 
My  changeable  regard, — ^for  so  we  doom 
Things  bom  of  thought  to  vanish  or  to  bloom. 


And  there  were  many  birds  of  many  dyes, 
From  tree  to  tree  still  faring  to  and  fro. 
And  stately  peacocks  with  their  splendid  eyes, 
And  gQSjgeoas  pheasants  with  their  golden  glow, 
Like  Iris  just  beddbUed  in  hMT  bow, 
Besides  some  vooaliats,  wiOioiit  a  name, 
TlMt  oH  AT  fitfiy  errands  come  and  go^ 
With  aoosolfrMiM  |-^«n^  ^U 
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Peri  and  Pixy,  and  quaint.  Puck  the  Antic, 
Brought  Robin  Goodfellow,  that  merry  swain ; 
And  stealthy  Mab,  queen  of  old  realms  romantic, 
Came  too,  from  distance,  in  her  tiny  wain. 
Fresh  dripping  from  a  cloud— some  bloomy  rain. 
Then  circling  the  bright  Moon,  .had  wash'd  her  car. 
And  still  bedew'd  it  with  a  various  stain  : 
Lastly  came  Ariel,  shooting  from  a  star. 
Who  bears  all  fairy  embassies  a&r. 


But  Oberon,  that  night  elsewhere  exiled, 

Was  absent,  whether  some  distemper'd  spleen 

Kept  him  and  his  fair  mate  unreconciled, 

Or  warfare  with  the  Gnome  (whose  race  had  been 

Sometime  obnoxious),  kept  him  from  his  queen. 

And  made  her  now  peruse  the  starry  skies 

Prophetical  with  such  an  absent  mien ; 

Howbeit,  the  tears  stole  often  to  her  eyes. 

And  oft  the  Moon  was  incensed  with  her  sighs — 


Which  made  the  elves  sport  drearily,  and  soon 
Their  hushing  dances  languished  to  a  stand, 
Uke  midnight,  leaves  when,  as  the  Zephyrs  swoon, 
All  on  Ji^  ^brnping  stems  they  sink  unfann'd^ — 
Sof  into  flileiiQC)  drQq>M  the  fairy  band, 
fb  iee  their  ^g(ipreflB|  dear  so  pale  and  still, 
[  ter^lfgdSlyr  round  on  either  hand, 
IjIfiqfW'dxQjfBf  and  as  chilly 
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**  And  erer  on  the  fidnt  and  flagging  air 

A  doleful  q>irit  with  a  dreary  note 

Cried  in  my  fearful  ear,    *  Prepare  t  prepare  t' 

Whioh  soon  I  knew  came  from  a  raven's  diroati 

Peroh'd  on  a  cyprus  bough  not  fiir  remoCey— 

A  oursed  bird,  too  crafty  to  be  riiot, 

That  always  oometh  with  liis  soot-black  ooal 

To  make  hearts  dreary : — hr  he  is  a  blot 

Upon  the  book  of  life,  as  well  ye  wot  f— 


*^  Wherefore  some  while  I  bribed  him  to  be  mute, 

With  bitter  acorns  stuffing  his  foul  maw. 

Which  barely  I  appeased,  when  some  fresh  bruit 

Startled  me  all  aheap !— and  soon  I  saw 

The  horridest  shape  that  ever  raised  my  awe^— 

A  monstrous  giant,  very  huge  and  tall. 

Such  as  in  elder  times,  devoid  of  law. 

With  wicked  might  grieved  the  primeval  ball, 

And  this  was  sure  the  deadliest  of  them  all  f 


«'  Gaunt  was  he  as  a  wolf  of  Languedoo, 
With  bloody  jaws,  and  firaet  upon  his  crown ; 
So  Ihan  Us  himn  poll  one  hoary  look 
OviMr  Up  wrtlddid  fiixit  fell  fiur  adown, 
WHt  ii||^  l^triMfie  Us  flcsi^  brows  did  fivwii 
UlilliatMNageeves; 
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Whom  now  the  Queen,  wiclii  tk  tommMiMigmti 
And  previous  dgfa,  b^inneth  to  eotMit,       ' 
Bidding  him  spare,  for  love,  her  lieges  4eia^: 
<<  Alas !"  quoth  she,  **  is  there  no  noddiiig  wh&A 
Ripe  for  thy  crooked  weapon,  and  mom  i 
Or  wither'd  leaves  to  ravish  fisom  the  1 
Or  crumbling  battlements  for  thy  defeat  I 
Think  but  what  vaunting  monuments  there  be 
Builded  in  spite  and  mockery  of  thee. 


xxn. 

"  O  fret  away  the  fabric  walls  of  Fame, 
And  grind  down  marble  CsBsars  with  the  dust 
Make  tombs  inscriptionless — ^raze  each  high 
And  waste  old  armors  of  renown  with  rust : 
Do  all  of  this,  and  thy  revenge  is  just : 
Make  such  decays  the  trophies  of  thy  prime, 
And  check  Ambition's  overweening  lust. 
That  dares  exterminating  war  with  Time,— 
But  we  are  guiltless  of  that  lofly  crime. 


" Frail  feeble  sprites !— the  children  of  a  dreamt 

Leased  on  the  sufferance  of  fickle  men. 

Like  motes  dependent  on  the  sunny  beam. 

Living  but  in  th6  sun's  indulgent  ken. 

And  when  that  light  withdraws,  withdrawing  then  ^- 

So  do  we  flirtler  in  the  glance  of  youth 

Jdid  fervid  &BOy,— and  so  perish  when 

J9b»  ey»  1^' iUth  gmws  (B^ — insadtfutii, 

Ihy  Miy,  6  Time  I  though  not  thy  tooth ! 


javzz 


f?!c  ^U4ir>j  (»4i;4  jr-itj  oT 
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Meanwhile  the  Queen  with  nunj  pileoQi  dnfib  ^ 
Falling  like  tiny  qparks  full  &0t  and  ftee^ 
Bedews  a  ^mthway  fiom  her  throne ;— and  sIoimi 
Before  the  fool  of  her  arch  enemy. 
And  with  her  little  arms  enfolds  his  knee. 
That  shows  more  gristly  from  that  fiur  embrace ; 
But  she  will  ne'er  depart.     **  Alas  V*  quoth  she^ 
**Mj  painful  fingers  I  will  here  enlace 
Till  I  have  gain'd  your  pity  for  our  race. 


zxTm. 

*<  What  have  we  ever  done  to  earn  this  grudge. 
And  hate — (if  not  too  humble  for  thy  hating  ?)— 
Look  o'er  our  labors  and  our  lives,  and  judge 
If  there  be  any  ills  of  our  creating ; 
For  we  are  very  kindly  creatures,  dating 
With  nature's  charities  still  sweet  and  bland  : — 
O  think  this  murder  worthy  of  debating !  ** — 
Herewith  she  makes  a  signal  with  her  hand, 
To  beckon  some  one  from  the  Fairy  band. 


Anon  I  saw  one  of  those  elfin  things, 
Clad  all  in  white  like  any  chorister, 
CkNoe  fluttering  forth  on  his  melodious  wings^ 
Thai  made  soft  music  at  each  little  stir, 
Bol  iomething  louder  than  a  bee's  demur 
I  he  1^^  upon  a  bunch  of  broom, 
tile  wifli  Saturn  to  confer,— 
fiHim  wwttit,  touoh'd  with  the  g^oom 
14ilaiMedorhisdbomt 
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Then  Salutffi  tikiii  ^--^  CNr^et  ii  tile  ineny  Ivf^ 
That  carols  ih  iten^  ear  80  dear  and  stRx^ 
And  youth  mmt  love  to  liaton  in  the  daik 
That  tuneful  elegy  of  Tereus'  wrong ; 
But  I  have  heard  that  ancient  strain  too  long. 
For  sweet  is  sweet  but  when  a  little  strange^ ' 
And  I  gtow  weary  fer  some  newer  song ; 
For  wherefore  had  I  wings,  unless  to  range 
Through  all  Mngs  mittable  from  change  to  change  f 

ZXXIT. 

"  But  wottldst  dxm  hear  the  melodies  of  Thte» 
Listen  when  sleep  and  drowsy  darkness  roH 
Over  hush'd  cities,  and  tl^e  midnight  chiihe 
Sounds  from  dieir  hundred  clocks,  and  deep  hfltB  toll 
Like  a  last  knell  over  the  dead  world's  soul. 
Saying,  Time  shall  be  final  of  all  things. 
Whose  late,  last  Voice  must  elegise  the  whote,*^ 
O  then  I  clap  aloft  my  brave  broad  wings, 
And  make  the  HMe  afar  tremble  wh9e  it  rings ! '' 


Tbet'lieA  ft  Mr  !Bl>e.Fi^  made  meek  addross. 
Saying,  *<  We  ieHlie  hUadnmids  ef  the  t9priflg^ 
h  sign  whereof  Majr*  the  quaint  broidetess, 
Ba0i  wroui^her  saDsplers  On  our  gauzy  wing. 
jM  l^on  hiM^y^  mA  blossbimng; 
^IJM^^ibiit^        they  6wti~ 
l^lteNMJtti    to'rtuct  1o  fling 
Aiijfm^trtidhtogo 
4&kMii^liMi  jttiite  «erii  ii0«r. 


yitM! 
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**  Or  when  am  I  so  wroth  as  whenl  view  r 
The  wanton  pride  of  Summer  ;<^-how  she  dsoki 
The  birth-day  world  with  bloseoma  ever  new. 
As;  if  Time  had  not  lived,  and  heap'd  great  wredu 
Of  years  on  years  I — O  then  I  bravely  vex 
And  catch  the  gay  Months  in  their  gaudyplight. 
And  slay  them  with  the  wfeaths  about  their  necka^ 
Like  fix>lish  heifers  in  the  holy  rite. 
And  raise  great  trophies  to  my  ancient  might.'' 


Then  saith  another, ''  We  are  kindly  things 
And  like  her  oflipring  nestle  with  the  dove, —  ' 
Witness  these  hearts  embroider'd  on  our  wings, 
To  show  our  constant  patronage  of  love  >— 
We  sit  at  even,  in  sweet  bow'rs  above 
Lovers,  and  idiake  rich  odors  on  the  air, 
To  mingle  with  their  sighs ;  and  still  remove 
The  startling  owl,  and  bid  the  bat  forbear 
Their  privacy,  and  haunt  some  other  where. 


«"  AndiMJai^jiear  the  mother  when  sfa^  sits 

'  i  ■ 

Boride  th»iDfimt  in  its  dicker  bed; 

'I  ■ 

Aipd  we  aroti»'tfae  fiury  aoen^  thflit  ffitB 

Amm  its  tei^  krmm :  sweet  dreams  we  shsd* 

^    *';■' 

::    'V 

|^^^^i|irtgi^SHLstkf  jromg  divw,  tiie  whfle 

/'     /•' 

./:t 

■■|||n^i^^                               .^  ..-i 

^^^HpiH^HHMM^iiilvrfl  llisf  :bsgii38^>' • 

hix/. 
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"  Wherefore,  vhm  th^  tm  wm^^i^  nwtV  tdtHm^ 

There  wfll  I  €l0(d,  tad  with  9 J  limM  kMli 
Startle  them  mdtedjr  from  thek  diUghli 
Before  the  «e9rt  eneouiiler  heth  heea  pliBu'dt 
Ravldiiiig  hours  in  tittle  miiitttea  speim'dj 
But  when  they  say  fiurewdU  and  grieve  ap«rty 
Then  like  a  leaden  etalqe  I  will  ataad, 
Meanwhile  their  many  tears  enonist  my  dart, 
And  with  a  ragged  edge  cut  heart  6PDm  heart" 


Then  nei^  a  meny  Woodsman,  dad  in  gieen, 
Stept  vanward  from  his  mates,  that  idly  slood 
Each  at  his  proper  ease,  as  they  had  heea 
Nursed  in  the  liberty  of  old  Sherwood, 
And  wore  the  livery  of  Rcbin  Hood, 
Who  wont  in  forest  shades  to  dine  and  sup,*-* 
So  came  this  chief  right  frankly,  and  made  good 
EBs  haunch  against  his  axe,  and  thus  spoke  up^ 
Doffing  his  cap^  which  was  an  aocm's  cup  >— 


«  Wa  be  mmU  forsstcfB  and  gay,  who  tend 
On  tree%  aad  ail  their  fhmitum  of  green, 
IVainhig  the  young  boi^hs  airily  |o  bend,. 
Aad  show  bins  snatches  of  the  sky  between ; 
^lorit  mmt  etosainliieacisfl,  to  ( 

'  dwsBap  as  wamf  hide  diem  bss^ 
tWaohMnl^B    she, thai seei^ 
iloherneit, 


''*Bm\f  !  Hi 


wammam  *'^  ^^^^^  wt 


Then  Saturn,  with  a  frown  :~<'  06  forth,  attid  M 

Oak  for  your  cc^his,  and  thenceforth  lay  by 

Your  axes  for  the  rusf^  and  bid  farewell 

To  all  sweet  birds,  and  the  blue  peeps  df  dky 

Through  tangled  branches,  for  ye  shall  not  spy 

The  next  green  generation  of  the  tree ; 

But  hence  with  the  dead  leaves,  whene'er  they  fly,— 

Which  in  the  bleak  air  I  would  rather  see. 

Than  flights  of  the  most  tuneful  birds  that  be. 

ui. 

''  For  I  dislike  all  prime,  and  verdant  pets. 

Ivy  except,  that  on  the  aged  wall 

Preys  with  its  worm-like  roots,  and  daily  firets 

The  cnmibled  tower  it  seems  to  league  wi&al, 

King-like,  worn  down  by  its  own  coronal : — 

Neither  in  forest  haunts  love  I  to  won. 

Before  the  golden  plumage  'gins  to  fall, 

And  leaves  the  brown  1)leak  limbs  with  few  leaves  oo, 

Or  bare — ^like  Nature  in  her  skeleton. 


un. 

*<  For  then  sit  I  amongst  the  crooked  boughs, 
Wooing  dull  Memory  with  kindred  sighs ; 
And  there  in  rustling  nujptials  we  espouse, 
Sroit  by  the  sadness  in  each  other's  eyes ; — 
But  Hope  mtist  have  green  bowers  and  blue  Mm^ 
And  must  be  courted  with  the  gauds  of  spring ; 
Whilst  T1$intt  Mas  god-like  on  her  lap,  and  erm^ 
WImI  iiitai  <»rf^<iys<k>,  but  k»ve  and  singf^ 
tfdteaiMi  thing/' 


And  plaintiTt  dhgw  tilt  hl0  raWM  ii^ 
What  time  tbe  leaves  ue  •oetter'd  bj  iM  gpi% 
Ifiadfiil  ef  thai  old  foieat  buying  ^^ 
As  thou  doet  love  lo  w«toh  eaek  tiof  tUi«i 
For  whom  our  oraft  moat  euiioudy  eaotrife^ 
If  thou  haat  eau^  a  bee  upon  the  wio^ 
To  take  his  honey-bagr-^^MPe  ua  our  Ufmk 
And  we  will  pay  the  i«iHom  in  Mi  hiv«a." 


**  Now  by  my  gtaa^"  quoth  Time,  <'ye  do  i 
In  teaching  tbe  brown  bees  that  oaiefiil  loiey 
And  frugal  anta^  whose  millions  would  haTS  endt 
But  they  lay  up  for  need  a  timely  store. 
And  trayail  with  the  seasons  eyermoie ; 
Whereas  Oieat  Mammoth  long  hath  paai'd  awagr. 
And  none  but  I  oan  tell  what  hide  he  worsj 
Whilst  puyblind  men,  the  orealnres  of  a  day. 
In  riddling  wonder  his  great  bonea  survey/' 

LIZ. 

Then  eaioi  an  M,  right  beauteous  lo  behDld, 
Whose  ooat  was  like  a  brooklet  that  the  sun 
Hath  all  emlmwier'd  with  its  crooked  gold. 
It  waa  so  quaintly  wroui^t,  and  ovenun 
With  qian^  tieoeriear-most  meet  far  one 
That  was  a  wanUn  of  the  peariy  utraems^ 
Ajid  jeAt  elipl  mt  of  the  ribadows  Am» 
JQi  Jsnvels.i|Mldid  In  tlM  pale  i 


uon. 


Howbeit  Mi  pleading  and  Ms  genttelow  '  *     ' ' 

Moy'd  not  the  spiteful  Shade :— fluoftliey  ^Tpnr 

Shoots  wide  of  mine,  for  I  despise  the  biobiEa 

And  slavish  rivulets  that  run  to  waste 

In  noontide  sweats,  or,  like  poor  vassals,  luuate 

To  swell  the  vast  dominion  of  die  sea, 

In  whose  great  presence  I  am  held  dUsgrac^d, 

And  neighbor'd  with  a  king  that  rivals  me 

In  ancient  might  and  hoary  majesty. 


<<  Whereas  I  rul'd  in  Chaos,  and  still  keep 
The  awful  secrets  of  that  ancient  dearth, 
Before  the  briny  fountains  of  the  deep 
Brimm'd  up  the  hollow  cavities  of  earth  ; — 
I  saw  each  trickling  Sea-God  at  his  bilrth, 
Each  pearly  Naiad  with  her  oozy  locks, 
And  infant  Titans  of  enormous  girth, 
Whose  huge  young  feet  yet  stumbled  on  the  ioch% 
Stunninc  the  early  world  with  frei^uent  shooks. 


**  Where  now  is  Titan,  with  his  cumbrous  brood, 
That  scar'd  the  world  ? — ^By  this  sharp  scythe  they  M, 
And  half  the  sky  was  curdled  with  their  blood : 
So  have  all  primal  giants  sigh'd  farewell. 
No  Wardens  now  by  sedgy  fountains  dwell, 
Nor  peari^  Naiads.    All  their  days  are  done 
Tbit  wMfimWlli^T^  untimely,  to  excel ; 
I  vtt'^'fteir  progenies,  and  none 


;  V* 


t^ 


<<  nrwM  iii|^  amet  Aniwdl  ;-^-lnr  die  Qi^ 
Our  akill  iMay  lUDidfli  the  nlver  Lee, 
Wbeieoo  the  ooootide  sua  had  not  jreC  buk'd ; 
Wherefiuro  aome  patient  man  we  thou^  to  iee> 
Planted  in  moaa-giown  niahea  to  the  kneey 
Beaide  the  eloudy  margin  cold  and  dim  ;— 
Howbeit  no  patient  fiaherman  waa  he 
That  caat  hia  audden  diadow  from  the  biUDy 
Making  ua  leave  oar  loila  (o  gaxe  on  him. 

<<  Hia  &oe  waa  a^y  pale,  and  leaden  care 
Had  aunk  the  levelled  arohea  of  hia  bvow, 
Onoe  bridgea  for  hia  joyoua  thoughta  to  fiue 
Over  thoae  melancholy  apringa  and  alow, 
That  from  his  piteous  eyes  began  to  flow, 
And  fell  anon  into  the  chilly  stream ; 
Which,  as  his  mimick'd  image  ahow'd  betow, 
Wrinkled  his  fiuse  with  many  a  needleaa  aeeniy 
MaUpg  grief  aadder  in  ita  own  eateem. 


*^  And  lo!  upon  the  air  we  aaw  him  stretch 
Hia  paaaionate  arma ;  and,  in  a  wayward  atraia, 
He  'gan  to  elegiaee  that  UOow  wretch    . 
That  with  mute  geaturea  answer'd  him  again^ 
Sayiqg,  'Pocnr  slaye,  how  long  wilt  thou  remain 
Ufr^a  aad  weak  captive  in  a  priaon  atroi^^ 
Bapi^g  w&h|0Wlp  roat  aw«y  thy  cbaisb 
lip^  la  woildly  ws^ 


Hi 
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HerawHh  the  Fahy  ceased.    Q^oA  AlM 
**  L^  me  remember  how  I  s&v'd  a  man, 
Whose  &tal  noose  was  fiistenM  on  a  boogh. 
Intended  to  abridge  his  sad  life's  sfwn  ; 
For  haply  I  was  by  when  he  began 
His  stem  soliloquy  in  life's  dispraise. 
And  overheard  his  melancholy  plan, 
How  he  had  made  a  vow  to  end  his  days, 
And  therefore  foUow'd  him  in  aU  his  ways, 


"  Through  brake  and  tangled  copse,  fer  much  he  loath'd 

All  populous  haunts,  and  roam'd  in  ferests  rude, 

To  hide  himself  from  man.     But  I  had  clothM 

My  delicate  limbs  with  plumes,  and  still  pursued, 

Where  only  fexes  and  wild  cats  intrude. 

Till  we  were  come  beside  an  ancient  tree 

Late  blasted  by  a  storm.     Here  he  renew'd 

His  loud  complaints,— choosing  that  spot  to  be 

The  scene  of  his  last  horrid  tragedy. 


**  It  was  a  wild  and  melancholy  glen, 
Made  gloomy  by  tall  firs  and  cypress  daric, 
Whose  roots,  like  any  bones  of  buried  men, 
Push'd  through  the  rotten  sod  fer  fear's  imnark ; 
A  hundred  horrid  stems,  jagged  and  stark, 
Wrestled  wi^  crooked  arms  in  hideous  frayy 
Beskles  deek  ssdies  with  their  dappled  baik, 

Willi liiili1(lliiiii(l  nits  mi^gi^yim'«iKl  gi«7;  <' 


«<  Hk  pretty  pQiding  nKHiA,  iff^^ 
Lay  halflway  apm  like  a  lose-lqipMjIdD  j 
And  his  young  oheek  was  scrfker  tbui  a  peaol^ 
Wherecm  his  tean»  for  roundneesy  could  not  direU, 
But  quickly  roU'd  themselyes  to  pearls,  and  fidl> 
Some  on  the  grass,  and  some  against  his  handi 
Or  haply  wander'd  to  the  dhnpled  vqU» 
Which  lore  beside  his  mouth  liad  sweetly  planft'd« 
Yet  not  for  tears,  but  mirth  aqd  smilii^  bland. 

uouni. 

**  Pity  it  was  to  see  those  frequent  tears 
Palling  regardless  from  his  friendless  eyes ; 
There  was  such  beauty  in  those  twin  Uue  qAei^ 
Asany  mother's  heart  might  leap  to  prize  f 
Blue  were  they,  like  the  zenith  of  the  skies 
SoftenM  betwixt  two  cbuds,  both  dear  and  mild ;-« 
Just  loueh'd  with  thought,  and  yet  not  onrer  wiasy 
They  show'd  the  gentle  ^lirit  of  a  child, 
Not  yet  by  care  or  any  craft  defil'd. 

ucxzni* 

^  Pity  it  was  to  see  the  ardent  sun 

Scorching  his  hel]dessl]mh»*-it  shone  aowann;  . 

For  kindly  shade  or  shdter  he  had  noneb 

Nor  modi«r's  gende  faroast,  come  &ir  or  slaiin. 

Meanwhile  1  bade  ay  pityiog  males  tnansfomr 

Uke  grasdiopperB,  jtfid  theai,  with  akxiUy  «fii% 

AiB  icui  tl^iiilHil  noisily  we  swani. 


tMUVA^AS 
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«  Enough  of  jpieMWN^  lariL  HeBgfit,  Md  I 

PeriahM  and  goA^  and  hnnring  toadeoiyi**^    .. 

Enough  to  sadden  even  Ihee,  irhoae  dutj 

Or  spite  it  is  to  havoc  and  to  day : 

Too  many  a  lovely  raoe  ras'd  quite  away. 

Hath  left  large  gaps  in  life  and  human  loving  >—> 

Here  then  begin  thy  cruel  war  to  stay^ . 

And  spare  fresh  sighs,  and  teaiSi  and  groans,  vapfovsng 

Thy  desolating  hand  lor  our  removing,'' 


Now  here  I  heard  a  duriU  and  sudden  cry, 
And,  looking  up,  I  saw  the  antio  Puck 
Grappling  with  Time,  who  dutoh'd  him  like  a^  fly. 
Victim  of  his  own  sport,-^-4he  jester's  luck ! 
He,  whilst  his  fellows  griev'd,  poor  wight,  had  stucd^ 
•His  freakish  gauds  upon  the  Andenl's  Ihfow, 
And  now  his  ear,  and  now  hb  beard,  would  pluck ; 
Whereas  the  angry  churl  had  snatch'^  him  new. 
Crying,  **<  Thou  impish  mischief  who  art  thou  }" 


«  Alas !"  quoth  Puck, «'  a  little  random  el( 
Bom  in  the  efwrt  of  nature,  like  a  weed. 
For  simple  sweet  enjo3rm6nt  of  myseli^ 
But  for  no  other  purpose,  worth,  or  need  ; 
And  yet  withal  of  a  most  happy  breed  |-^— 
And  there  la  Robin  Goodfellow  beside^ 
Wf  pactnerdaar  in  ooaay  a  pfankiah  deed 
JwldlMrjoUy 
oBffaoly^kiea^ 


i'^r'ru'i 


'4t»  ^  ti^^t\: 


«Por  oun  9M  niiigi^^iprliitob  WKlft^r^MI^ 
TiMt  ditm  aH  irtligiiaiit  wtllemeMto  of  1^^ 
And  even  in  o«r  iMt  eor  hearta  ugp  Mirr'i4 
Like  iiueolB  80ttled  on  m  duMang  kaf  >--• 
This  is  our  small  phyoaophy  in  hnkt, 
Whioh  thus  to  taach  hadi  aet  ns  aU  ag^^te-: 
But  doat  HKNi'Tellflii  it  f    O  hoary^  oUaf  I 
Uncial^  tiiy  orooked  fingefa  fimn  nvf  m^^ 
And  I  wiU  show  Ihaa  many  a  pleMaal  aon^ie.'' 


Theia  Satnm  thus  ^— ahaking  hia  oiooted  Madr 
Overhead,  whioh  made  afeft  a  UglUniAg  iaah 
In  all  ttie  fiuriea' eyea,  dismally  fray^  I 
His  ensuing  voioe  oame  like  the  idiundBr  ovaA*- 
Meanwhile  the  boh  fatten  some  pine  or  ash  ■  ■ 
«  Thou  feeble,  wanton,  foolish,  fioMe  thing  I 
Whom  naught  ean  fri^ten,  aadden,  or  ahasii^  ■■ 
To  hope  my  solemn  oountananee  lo  wring 
To  idiot  smiles  i-^4N2t  I  will  pnme  Ihy  wiag  I 


snr. 


«Lo!  this  roost  awflil  handle  of  my  aoylte   - 
Stood  once  a  May-pole,  with  a  fleweiy  cmani^ 
Whioh  rusdoa  danoM  aiound,  and  maUada  bUdia, 
To  wanton  pipings  >— hut  I  ploek'd  It  down, 
And  MM  tile  May  Queen  in  mefamohynid  | 
Tuning  hat  tada  to  itwemary  and  rue  $ 
And  dl  didr  inany  niniaielBy  idU  dfowtti 
hti  hIA  aaA  i»<y  leqpar  ia  tte  dew;*^ ' 
ktm  linni^wtoyjwidasafwiy 


■r 
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<<  Oh,  thesei  be  Faqi^'o  revelbm  ]»jr  fllK^>L}«^  > . 
Steiflthy  compaajjOfis  of  the  downy  tjpqljbr-  .   .^  ^ 
Diana's  motes,  that  flit  in  her  pale  lightf  , . 
Shunners  of  sunbeams  in  diurnal  sloUi ; — 
These  be  the  feasters  on  night's  silver  olcitli»7— 
The  gnat  with  shrilly  trump  is  their  conY^^, 
Forth  from  their  flowery  chamberS|  nothing  loth, . 
With  lulling  tunes  to  charm  the  air  sereoer. 
Or  dance  upon  the  grass  to  make  it  greener. . 


-,  *I 


"  These  be  the  pretty  genii  of  the  flow'rs, ,   . 

Daintily  fed  with  honey  apd  pure  dew — 

Afidsummer's  phantoms  in  her  dreamily  hoursi 

King  Oberon,  and  all  his  merry  crew, 

The  darling  puppets  of  romance's  view ; 

Fairies,  and  sprites,  and  goblin  elves  we  call  them, . 

Famous  for  patronage  of  lovers  true ; — 

No  harm  they  act,  neither  shall  harm  befall  them, 

So  do  not  thus  with  crabbed  frowns  appal  them.?  ^ 


O  what  a  cry  was  Saturn's  then  ! — ^it  made 
The  fairies  quake.     "  What  care  I  for  their  piaokab^ 
However  they  may  lovers  choose  to  aid,  , « 

Or  dance  their  roundelays  on  flow'ry  banks  ?«— 
Long  mtt^  they  dance  before  they  earn  my  thanks,—  . 
So  step  aside,  to  some  fiu*  safer  spot,  , 

Whilst  with  my  hungry  scythe  I  mow  their  ranks^ 
A^  iMifB  ito  IB^t^^ 

tl^  BM^'i^vViun  to  be  foi^ 


*•;  ;v  ^"^^1^ 
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<<  Nay,  by  the  gMm  liutre  of  tfaioe  ejrd,  ^ 
And  by  tl^^broir's  roost  fidr  and  ample  span. 
Thought's  glorioua  palaoe,  framM  for  fimoies  high. 
And  by  thy  dieek  thus  paasioQately  wan, 
I  know  the  signs  of  an  immortal  man^ — 
Nature's  chief  darling,  and  illustrious  mate, 
Destin'd  to  foil  old  Death's  oblivious  plan, 
And  shine  untamish'd  by  the  fogs  of  Fate, 
Time's  famous  rival  till  the  final  date ! 


<*  O  shield  us  then  from  this  usurping  Time, 
And  we  will  visit  thee  in  moonlight  dreams  ; 
And  teach  thee  tunes,  to  wed  unto  thy  rhyme. 
And  dance  about  thee  in  all  midnight  gleams, 
Giving  thee  glimpses  of  our  magic  schemes, 
Such  as  no  mortal's  eye  hath  ever  seen  ; 
And,  for  thy  love  to  us  in  our  extremes, 
Will  ever  keep  thy  chaplet  fresh  and  green, 
Such  as  no  poet's  wreath  hath  ever  been  ! 


*<  And  we'll  distil  thee  aromatic  dews. 
To  charm  thy  sense,  when  there  shall  be  no  flow'rs; 
And  flavor'd  syrops  in  thy  drinks  infuse, 
And  teach  the  nightingale  to  haunt  thy  bow'rs. 
And  with  our  games  divert  thy  weariest  hours, 
With  all  that  elfin  wits  can  e'er  devise. 
And,  this  churl  dead,  there'll  be  no  hasting  hours 
To  rob  thee  of  thy  joys,  as  now  joy  fliea :" — 
^Jgrn^tim  waaalapi^d  by  Satum's  furious  oxiea. 


7t 


^O  A«a^  !IHT 


CZL' 


«  For  thetfe  are  kindly  nunislefi  of  wtiuii^ 
To  aootlie  all  covert  hurts  and  d«n^ diatw; 
Pretty  they  he,  and  very  small  of  staftiina»— 
For  mercy  still  consorts  with  litdeness  ;<— 
Wherefore  the  sum  of  good  is  still  the  leasi 
And  mischief  grossest  in  this  world  of  wrong ;— - 
So  do  these  charitahle  dwar&  redreias 
The  tenfold  ravages  of  giants  strong, 
To  whom  great  malice  and  great  mi^t  belong. 


"  Likewise  to  them  are  Poets  much  beholdm 
For  secret  favors  in  the  midnight  glooms ; 
jBrave  Spenser  quaff'd  out  of  their  goblets  golden. 
And  saw  their  tables  spread  of  prompt  mushrooms^ 
And  heard  their  horns  of  honeysuckle  blooms 
Sounding  upon  the  air  most  soothing  soft. 
Like  humming  bees  busy  about  the  brooms, — 
And  glanc'd  this  fair  queen's  witchery  full  oft, 
And  in  her  magic  wsun  soar'd  ftur  aloft. 


*<  Nay  I  myself,  though  mortal,  once  was  nurs'd 
By  fairy  gossips,  friendly  at  my  binh. 
And  in  my  childish  ear  glib  Mab  rehears'd 
Her  breezy  travels  round  our  planet's  girth^ 
Telling  me  wonders  of  the  moon  and  earth  ; 
My  gramarye  at  her  grave  lap  I  oonn'd, 
Wbetre  Puck  hath  hem  oonven'd  to  make  on 
I  have  had^^^fiom  Queen  Tkania  tokens  fcnd, 
km^Wfi'wfA  Obeiw^  permitted  wand. 


'^"■■^i-^ 
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Look  ham  «  poiscm'd  nran  torai  Ihrid  blaekt 
Drugg'd  with  a  cup  of  deadly  helleiioipe, 
That  sets  his  horrid  features  all  at  rack,— 
So  seem'd  these  words  into  the  ear  to  pour 
Of  ghastly  Saturn,  answering  with  a  roar 
Of  mortal  pain  and  spite  and  utmost  rage, 
Wherewith  his  grvAy  arm  he  rais'd  once  more, 
And  hade  the  cluster'd  sinews  all  engage, 
As  if  at  one  fell  stroke  to  wreok  an  age. 


Whereas  the  hlade  flash'd  on  the  dinted  ground, 
Down  through  his  steadfast  foe,  yet  made  no  scar 
On  that  immortal  Shade,  or  death-like  wound ; 
But  Time  was  long  benumh'd,  and  stood  ajar 
And  then  with  haffled  rage  took  flight  afar. 
To  weep  his  hurt  in  some  Cimmerian  gloom, 
Or  meaner  fames  (like  mine)  to  mock  and  mar, 
Or  sharp  his  scythe  for  royal  strokes  of  doom. 
Whetting  its  edge  on  some  old  Coesar's  tomb.     * 


cnx. 

Howbeit  he  vanish'd  in  the  ferest  diade, 
Distantly  heard  as  if  some  grumbling  paid, 
And,  like  Narcissus,  to  a  sound  decay'd  ;— 
Meanwhile  the  fays  cluster'd  the  graoioas  Bardt 
The  darling  centre  ci  their  dear  regard: 
Besides  of  sundry  dances  on  the  green, 
ll«ver  iMi  flMtel  BMa  so  brighdy  Marr'd, 

f  I  ween. 
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<<Or  when  he  goes  the  lutnhle  wjuinp^'s  fiflter. 
Let  the  brown  hermit  bring  his  hoarded  matSy 
For,  tell  him,  this  is  Nature's  kind  Inquisiior, — 
Though  man  keeps  cautious  doors  that  oonsoience  dints, 
For  conscious  wrong  all  curious  quest  rebuts, — 
Nor  yet  shall  bees  imcase  their  jealous  stings. 
However  he  may  watch  their  straw-built  huts  ; — 
So  let  him  learn  the  crafts  of  all  small  things, 
Which  he  will  hint  most  aptly  when  he  sings." 


Here  she  leaves  off,  and  with  a  graceful  hand 
Waves  thrice  three  splendid  circles  round  his  head ; 
Which,  though  deserted  by  the  radiant  wand, 
Wears  still  the  glory  which  her  waving  shed, 
Such  as  erst  crown 'd  the  old  Apostle's  head, 
To  show  the  thoughts  there  harbor'd  were  divine, 
And  on  immortal  contemplations  fed  : — 
GoQdly  it  was  to  see  that  glory  shine 
Aroimd  a  brow  so  lofVy  and  benign ! 


Goodly  it  was  to  see  the  elfin  brood 

Contend  for  kisses  of  his  gentle  hand, 

That  had  their  mortal  enemy  withstood. 

And  stay'd  their  lives,  fast  ebbing  with  the  sand. 

Long  while  this  strife  engag'd  the  pretty  band ; 

But  now  bold  Chanticleer,  from  farm  to  farm, 

dawn  creeping  o'er  eastern  land, 
•Mei  knew  that  riiritt  alarm, 
i»  ktiell  of  every  elfish  ckmim. 


'  .   '^K  '>id\y^,  m'^'  ^  / ?f JT  :^v:r 
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S.  T.  COLERIDGE,  ESQ. 


It  is  not  with  a  hope  my  feehle  praise 

Can  add  one  moment's  honor  to  thy  own. 

That  with  thy  mighty  name  I  grace  these  lays ; 

I  seek  to  glorify  myself  alone : 

For  that  some  precious  favor  thou  hast  shown 

To  my  endeavor  in  a  by-gone  time. 

And  by  this  token,  I  would  have  it  known 

Thou  art  my  friend,  and  friendly  to  my  rhyme  I 

It  is  my  dear  ambition  now  to  climb 

Still  higher  in  thy  thought, — if  my  bold  pen 

May  thrust  on  contemplations  more  sublime.— 

But  I  am  thirsty  for  thy  praise,  for  when 

We  gain  applauses  from  the  great  in  name. 

We  seem  to  be  partakers  of  their  fame. 


i»~ 
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Lo !  how  the  lark  soars  upward  and  is  gone ; 
Turning  a  spirit  as  he  nears  the  sky, 
His  voice  is  heard,  though  body  there  is  none, 
And  rain-like  music  scatters  from  on  high ; 
But  Love  would  follow  with  a  fidoon  spite, 
To  pluck  the  minstrel  from  his  dewy  height. 


For  Love  hath  fram'd  a  ditty  of  regrets, 
Tun'd  to  the  hollow  sobbings  on  the  shore, 
A  vexing  sense,  that  with  like  music  frets, 
And  chimes  this  dismal  burthen  o'er  and  o'er. 
Saying,  Leander's  joys  are  past  and  ^nt, 
Like  stars  extinguish'd  in  the  firmament. 


For  ere  the  golden  crevices  of  mom 

Let  in  those  regal  luxuries  of  light, 

Which  all  the  variable  east  adorn, 

And  hang  rich  fringes  on  the  skirts  of  night, 

Leander,  weaning  from  sweet  Hero's  side. 

Must  leave  a  widow  where  he  found  a  bride. 


Hark !  how  the  billows  beat  upon  the  sand ! 

Like  pawing  steeds  impatient  of  delay ; 

Meanwhile  tlieir  rider,  ling'ring  on  the  land. 

Dallies  with  love^  and  holds  fiunswell  at  bay 

A  loo  short  span.^i'-How  tediouB  akm  is  grief! 

Btt  parting  rentea  time  botli  sad  md  bria£ 
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She  thinks  how  many  have  heen  imk  and  dramm'd. 
And  iB^iea  their  snow-white  boiies  below  the  deepi 
T^hen  calls  huge  congregated  monsten  round. 
And  plants  a  rock  whererer  he  would  lei^ ; 
Anon  she  dwells  <m  a  fantastic  dreanii 
Which  she  interprets  of  that  fiital  stream. 


xnx. 

Saying,  <<  That  honey'd  fly  1  saw  was  thee. 
Which  lighted  on  a  water-lily^s  cup, 
When,  lo !  the  flow'r,  enamorM  of  my  bee, 
Closed  on  him  suddenly  and  lock'd  him  up. 
And  he  was  smother'd  in  her  drenching  dew ; 
Therefore  this  day  thy  drowning  I  shall  rue." 


But  next,  remembering  her  virgin  fiune, 

She  clips  him  in  her  arms  and  bids  him  go^ 

But  seeing  him  break  loose,  repents  her  shame 

And  plucks  him  back  upon  her  bosom's  snow ; 

And  tears  unfix  her  iced  resolre  again, 

As  steadfast  frosts  are  thaw'd  by  show'rs  of  rain* 


O  for  a  type  of  pcurting  I — ^Love  to  love 
Is  like  the  fond  attraction  of  two  spherss, 
Which  needs  a  godlike  eflbit  to  remove. 
And  then  sink  cfewn  their  sumiy  atmosphena^ 
In  fain  and  darkness  on  each  ruin'd  head, 
Mar  |«l  theif  oMlcdies  wm  sound  atMurt 
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Yet  turning  oft,  he  sees  her  |rQiiUe4  lodip 
>  Pursue  him  etill  the  farthest  that  they  may ; 
Her  marble  arms  that  overrtretoh  the  rocksy 
And  her  pale  passion'd  hands  that  seem  to  |uray 
In  dumb  petition  to  the  gods  aboye : 
Lfove  prays  devoutly  when  it  prays  fi>r  love ! 


Then  with  deep  sighs  he  blows  away  the  wave. 
That  hangs  superfluous  tears  upon  his  cheek. 
And  bans  his  labor  like  a  hopeless  slave. 
That,  chain'd  in  hostile  galley,  faint  and  weak. 
Plies  on  despairing  through  the  restless  fi)am, 
Thoughtful  of  his  lost  love,  and  far-off  home. 


The  drowsy  mist  before  him  chill  and  dark} 
Like  a  dull  lethargy  o'erleans  the  sea. 
Where  he  rows  on  against  the  utter  blank, 
Steering  as  if  to  dim  eternity,-— 
Like  Love's  frail  ghost  departing  with  the  dawn  ; 
A  failing  shadow  in  the  twilight  drawn. 


And  aooa  is  gone,— «r  nothing  but  a  fidnt 
And  failing  image  in  the  eye  of  thought, 
That  modka  his  model  with  an  afler-paint, 
And  stains  an  atom  like  the  paint  he  sought; 
TheD  with  her  earnest  vows  she  hopes  to  fee, 
Ih*  eU  end  iipiigr  iiiajesty  of  aea. 


By  this,  the  dimbing  san,  with  rest  reptiT'd, 
LookM  through  the  gold  embrasiuPM  of  ^  dcj, 
And  aak'd  the  drowsy  world  how  she  had  fu^d  ;- 
The  drowsy  world  shone  bri^ten'd  in  re]dy ; 
And  smiling  off  her  fijgs,  bis  slanting  beam 
Spied  young  Leander  in  the  middle  stream. 


His  face  was  pallid,  but  the  hectic  mom, 
Had  hung  a  lying  crimson  on  his  cheeks, 
And  slanderous  sparkles  in  his  eyes  forlorn ; 
So  death  lies  ambush'd  in  consumptive  streaks ; 
But  inward  grief  was  writhing  o'er  its  task. 
As  heart-sick  jesters  weep  behind  the  mask. 


He  thought  of  Hero  and  the  lost  delight. 
Her  last  embracings,  and  the  space  between  ; 
He  thought  of  Hero  and  the  future  night, 
Her  speechless  rapture  and  enamor'd  mien, 
When,  lo !  before  him,  scarce  two  galleys'  qwoe, 
His  thought 's  confrcmted  with  another  fiu» ! 


Her  aspect 's  like  a  moon  divinely  fair. 
But  makes  the  midnight  darker  that  it  lies  on ; 
Tis  so  beclouded  with  her  coal-black  hair 
That  densely  ddrts  h«r  luminous  horiaon, 
lUdng^^lMr  doubly  fidr,  thus  darkly  set, 
upon  jeL 


Thus  he  beholds  her  rocking  oa  the  walor; 
Under  the  glossy  umbrage  of  her  hair. 
Like  pearly  Amphitrite's  fairest  daughter. 
Naiad,  or  Nereid,— or  Syren  fair, 
Mislodging  music  in  her  pitiless  breast, 
A  nightingale  within  a  Eicon's  nest. 


They  say  there  be  such  maidens  in  the  d^ep. 
Charming  poor  mariners,  that  all  too  near 
By  mortal  lullabies  fall  dead  asleep. 
As  drowsy  men  are  poison 'd  through  the  ear ; 
Therefore  Leander's  fears  begin  to  urge. 
This  snowy  swan  is  come  to  sing  his  dirge. 


At  which  he  falls  into  a  deadly  chill. 

And  strains  his  eyes  upon  her  lips  apart ;   . 

Fearing  each  breath  to  feel  that  prelude  shrill. 

Pierce,  through  his  marrow,  like  a  breath-blown  dart 

Shot  sudden  from  an  Indian's  hollow  cane. 

With  mortal  venom  fraught,  and  fiery  pain. 


Here  then,  poor  wretch,  how  he  begins  to  prowd 
A  thousand  thoughts  within  a  pulse's  space  f 
There  seem'd  so  brief  a  pause  of  life  allow'd. 
His  mind  stretch'd  universal,  to  embrace 
The  whole  wide  world,  in  an  extreme  &reweU,— 
^  m^^  — but  an  age  to  tell. 


liO !  how  ahe  startles  at  the  warning  shook, 
And  straightway  girds  bim  to  her  radiant  breasti 
More  like  his  safe  smooth  harbor  than  his  rock ; 
Poor  wretch,  he  is  so  fiunt  and  toil-opprest, 
He  cannot  loose  him  from  his  grappling  toe, 
Whether  for  love  or  hate,  she  lets  not  go. 


His  eyes  are  blinded  with  the  sleety  brine, 

His  ears  are  deafen'd  with  the  wildering  noise ; 

He  asks  the  purpose  of  her  fell  design, 

But  fi>amy  waves  choke  up  his  struggling  voice ; 

Under  the  ponderous  sea  his  body  dips, 

And  Hero's  name  dies  bubbling  on  his  lips. 


Look  how  a  man  is  lower'd  to  his  grave ; 
A  yearning  hollow  in  the  green  earth's  lap ; 
So  he  is  sunk  into  the  yawning  wave, 
The  plunging  sea  fills  up  the  watery  gap ; 
Anon  he  is  all  gone,  and  nothing  seen. 
But  likeness  of  green  turf  and  hillocks  green.. 


And  where  he  swam,  the  constant  sun  lies  sleeping, 

Over  the  verdant  plain  that  makes  his  bed ; 

And  all  the  noisy  waves  go  freshly  leaping. 

Like  gamesome  boys  over  the  churchyard  dead ; 

The  light  in  vain  keeps  looking  for  his  faoe» 

Ifii^jGiMUBiiiig  sea-fowl  settle  in  his  place. 
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Down  and  itiU  doimward  tfagomgh  tfaa.jliiii  j^ggaca 

She  bore  kim,  murmuring  with  yjfomhukm 

fei  too  raah  ignoranoey  as  he  had  been 

Bom  to  the  texture  of  that  watery  waste ; 

That  which  she  breath'd  and  sighed,  the  emerald  wavei 

How  oould  her  pleasant  home  become  his  grarel 


Down  and  still  downward  through  the  dusky  green 
She  bore  her  treasure,  with  a  &oe  too  nigh 
To  mark  how  life  was  alter'd  in  its  mien. 
Or  how  the  light  grew  torpid  in  hb  eye, 
Or  how  his  pearly  breath  unprison'd  there, 
Flew  up  to  join  the  universal  air. 


She  could  not  miss  the  throblnngs  of  his  heart, 
Whilst  her  own  pulse  so  wanton'd  in  its  joy^ 
She  could  not  guess  he  struggled  to  depart, 
And  when  he  stroYC  no  more,  the  hapless  boy ! 
She  read  his  mortal  stillness  for  content, 
Feeling  no  fear  where  only  love  was  meant. 


Soon  she  alights  upon  her  ooean«fbor, 

And  straight  unyokes  her  arms  fiom  her  filr  pimt 

ThoD  oakis  lovely  fiuM  begins  to  pofe,      . 

As  if  to  glut  her  soul  ;•— 4ier.  himgry  eyes 

ipowpi  99  jealous  of  her  arms'  dal%^; 
hBUi  M  elker  sensd  but  i 


And  there  Uei  ipmd  in  many  mt  <Mf  tnily. 
Like  glossy  weede  liiing  from  a  olialky  Imm^ 
That  showB  no  whiter  than  hie  biow  »  pale ; 
So  80QQ  the  wintry  deadi  had  Ueadi'd  hie  &oe 
Into  cold  marble,*— with  blue  chilly  ahadea^ 
Showing  wherein  the  fireezy  blood  penradea. 


And  o'er  his  atead&at  cheek  a  fiirrow'd  pain 
Hath  set,  and  stifi^'d  like  a  storm  in  iccy 
Showing  by  drooping  lines  the  deadly  strain 
Of  mortal  anguish ; — ^yet  you  might  gaze  twioe 
Ere  Death  it  seem'd,  and  not  his  cousin,  Sleeps 
That  through  those  creviced  lids  did  underpeep. 


But  all  that  tender  bloom  about  his  eyes. 

Is  Death's  own  yi'lets,  which  his  utmost  rit^ 

It  is  to  scatter  when  the  red  roee  dies ; 

For  blue,  is  chilly,  and  akin  to  white : 

Also  he  leaves  some  tinges  on  his  lips, 

Which  he  hath  kiss'd  with  such  odd  finoe^  nipa. 


**  Surely,"  qi^h  she,  <<  he  sleeps,  the  aennleii  du^g, 
Oppreas'd  and  fidnt  wi^  toiling  in  the  stmmr  , 
Therefore  she  will  not  mar  his  rest,  bat  amg 
So  low,  her  Haoa  shall  mingle  with  his  dream; 
MaaatMfei  Iwr  my  fingmi  tadks  to  tirine 
WaiPlitlittolwiinimrilng  .^  ^  j 


m.  Boom  Mom^ 


"  Now,  lay  thine  ear  against  this  goUen  aaiid« 
And  thou  shalt  iiear  the  mumo  of  the  sea. 
Those  hollow  tunes  it  plays  against  the  land^— 
Is  't  not  a  rich  and  wondrous  melody  ? 
I  have  lain  hours,  and  fancied  in  its  tone 
I  heard  the  languages  of  ages  gone  ! 


*'  I  too  can  sing  when  it  shall  please  thy  choioey 
And  breathe  soft  tunes  through  a  melodious  shelly 
Though  heretofore  I  have  but  set  my  voice 
To  some  long  sighs,  grief  harmonized,  to  tell 
How  desolate  I  fared  ; — ^but  this  sweet  change    ' 
Will  add  new  notes  of  gladness  to  my  range ! 


'<  Or  bid  me  speak,  and  I  will  tell  thee  tales, 
Which  I  have  framed  out  of  the  noise  of  waves ; 
Ere  now,  I  have  commun'd  with  senseless  galesy 
And  held  vain  colloquies  with  barren  oaves ; 
But  I  could  talk  to  thee  whole  days  and  day% 
Only  to  word  my  love  a  thousand  ways. 


<«But  if  %  lips  will  bless  me  with  their  speedi, 
sweet  oracles !  and  I'll  be  mute ; 
bom  ignorant  for  thee  to  teach, 
lore's  lore  to  thy  dear  k»ks  impute ; 
thine  eyes,  fiur  teachers,  by  whose  li^ 
l&|t|P9  «^7  my  heart  aijgter' 


XJBJETI,. 

Now,  picture  one,  soft  creepiDg  Iq  a  bed. 
Who  slowly  paxtr  the  firiDge-hung  oanopioii 
And  then  starts  hack  to  find  the  sleeper  dead ; 
So  she  looks  in  on  his  unoover'd  eyes, 
And  seeing  all  within  so  drear  and  dark, 
Her  own  bright  soul  dies  in  her  like  a  spark. 


Backward  she  falls,  like  a  pale  prophetess, 
Under  the  swoon  of  holy  divination  : 
And  what  had  all  surpassed  her  simple  guess, 
She  now  resolves  in  this  dark  revelation ; 
Death's  very  mystery,— oblivious  death ; — 
Long  sleep, — deep  night,  and  an  entranced  bxealh. 


Yet  life,  though  wounded  sore^  not  wholly  slain. 
Merely  obscur'd,  and  not  extinguish'd,  lies ; 
Her  breath  that  stood  at  ebb,  soon  flows  again. 
Heaving  her  hollow  breast  with  heavy  sighs, 
And  light  comes  in  and  kindles  up  the  gloom. 
To  light  her  spirit  from  its  transient  tomb* 


Then  like  the  sua,  awakened  at  new  dawn. 
With  pale  bewildered  face  she  peers  about, 
And  spies  blurr'd  images  obscurely  drawn, 
Uncertain  shadows  in  a  haze  of  doubt ; 
But  her  true  giirf  grows  ahafely  hj  d^pma, 
A  |p«ri|iiM  oieatim>{jria^€in'lier  J 
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«<  O  foul  Aroh-Shadowy  thoa  old  doud  of  Nigfat 
(Thus  in  her  frenzy  she  began  to  wail). 
Thou  blank  obliTicui — ^blotter  out  of  light. 
Life's  ruthless  murderer,  and  dear  love's  bale ! 
Why  hast  thou  left  thy  havoc  incomplete, 
Leaving  me  here,  and  slaying  the  more  sweet  ? 


''  Lo !  what  a  lovely  ruin  thou  hast  made, 
Alas !  alas !  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see. 
And  blindly  slew'st  him  in  misguided  shade. 
Would  I  had  lent  my  doting  sense  to  thee ! 
But  now  I  turn  to  thee,  a  willing  mark. 
Thine  arrows  miss  me  in  the  aimless  daric ! 


''  O  doubly  cruel ! — twice  misdoing  spite. 

But  I  will  guide  thee  with  my  helping  eyes. 

Or  walk  the  wide  world  through,  devoid  of  sight, 

Yet  thou  shalt  know  me  by  my  many  sighs. 

Nay,  then  thou  should'st  have  spared  my  rose,  &lse  Death, 

And  known  Love's  flow'r  by  smelling  his  sweet  breath ; 


**  Or,  when  thy  furious  rage  was  round  him  dealings 
Love  should  have  grown  from  touching  of  his  skin, 
But  like  cold  marble  thou  art  all  unfeeling. 
And  hast  no  ruddy  springs  of  warmth  witUn, 
Aai  being  but  a  Aaife  of  fteenbog  bone, 
.IBhf  Ipiwliing  only  tamed  my  love  to  gtgna ! 
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<<  Away,  awa/i  lliis  ¥ain  oomplaioji^  bmiA, 
It  does  but  stir  the  tioubles  Uiat  I  weep, 
Let  it  be  huriiM  and  quieted,  sweet  Death, 
The  wind  must  settle  efe  the  wave  can  sleep, — 
Since  loye  is  silent,  I  would  fidn  be  mute, 
O  Death,  be  gracious  to  my  dying  suit !'' 


Thus  far  she  pleads,  but  pleading  naught  avails  her, 
For  Death,  her  sullen  burthen,  deigns  no  heed, 
Then  with  dumb  craving  arms,  since  darkness  fails  her. 
She  prays  to  heav'a's  fair  light,  as  if  her  need 
InspirM  her  there  were  Gods  to  pity  pain, 
Or  end  it, — but  she  lifts  her  arms  in  vain ! 


Poor  gilded  Grief!  the  subtle  light  by  this 
With  mazy  gold  creeps  through  her  watery  mine, 
And,  diving  downward  through  the  green  abyss, 
Lights  up  her  palace  with  an  amber  shine ; 
There,  falling  on  her  arms, — the  crystal  skin 
Reveals  the  ruby  tide  that  &res  within. 


xcv. 


Look  how  the  ftdsome  beam  would  hang  a  ^ory 
On  her  daric  hair,  but  the  dark  hairs  repel  il ; 
Look  how  the  perjured  ^ow  suborns  a  story 
On  ber  pale  Ups,  but  lips  refuse  to  tell  it ; 
Otef  will  QBl^^swerve  from  grie(  however  told 


piy 

^^^ 

WNr; 

tMiHf 

NMfeiiNhi 

Mil  ,,n. 

'  '^r/'t 

^^^w?i^^ 

PtH'.au 

'   Wt.  •*' 

^•p%^yv^ 

AiJ  >»/: 

•'    -';'\ 

IW' 


Vff 


Swiftly  as  ddphins  gtide,  or  vwih&r  yet, 
With  dead  Leander  in  her  fond  arma'  fcld. 
She  cleaTes  the  meshes  of  that  radiant  net. 
The  sun  hath  twin'd  ahove  of  liquid  geld. 
Nor  slacks,  till  on  the  margin  of  the  land. 
She  Ia3r8  his  body  on  the  glowing  sand. 

CI. 

There,  like  a  pearly  waif,  just  past  the  reach 
Of  foamy  billows  he  lies  cast.     Just  then. 
Some  listless  fishers,  straying  down  the  beach, 
Spy  out  this  wonder.     Thence  the  curious  men. 
Low  crouching,  creep  into  a  thicket  brake, 
And  watch  her  doings  till  their  rude  hearts  ache. 


First  she  begins  to  chafe  him  till  she  fiiints, 
Then  falls  upon  his  mouth  with  kisses  many, 
And  sometimes  pauses  in  her  own  oomplainta 
To  list  his  breathing,  but  there  is  not  any, — 
Then  looks  into  his  eyes  where  no  light  dwells, 
Light  makes  no  pictures  in  such  muddy  wells. 


cm. 


The  hoi  sun  parches  his  disoover'd  eyes. 
The  hot  sun  beats  on  his  discolored  limbs, 
The  sand  is  oozy  whereupon  he  lies, 
SoBing  Us  fidmess ;— then  away  she  swims, 
Miiring  to  gajBier  him  a  dainti^  bed, 

Ittr^  «iA  WMda,  bmirn,  giMii»  ui  i 
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Or  think  of  Ariadna's  utter  trwuoe,. 

Craz'd  by  the  fliglrt  of  that  disloyal  traUxMr, 

Who  left  her  giiziiig  on  the  greea  ezpaose 

That  swallow'd  up  his  track, — ^yet  this  would  mate  ber, 

Ev'n  in  the  cloudy  summit  of  her  woe, 

When  o'er  the  far  sea-brim  she  saw  him  go. 


For  even  so  she  bows,  and  bends  her  gaze 

O'er  the  eternal  waste,  as  if  to  sum 

Its  waves  by  weary  thousands  all  her  days, 

Dismally  doom'd !  meanwhile  the  billows  come, 

And  coldly  dabble  with  her  quiet  fi^et. 

Like  any  bleaching  sUmes  they  wont  to  greet* 


And  thence  into  her  lap  have  boldly  sprung, 

Washing  her  weedy  tresses  to  and  firo, 

That  round  her  crouching  knees  have  darkly  huii|^ 

But  she  sits  careless  of  waves'  ebb  and  flow, 

Like  a  lone  beacon  on  a  desert  coast. 

Showing  where  all  her  hope  was  wreck'd  and  losL 


czz. 

Yet  whether  in  the  sea  or  vaulted  sky. 
She  knoweth  not  her  love's  abrupt  resort, 
So  like  a  shape  of  dreams  he  left  her  eye^ 
Winking  with  doubt.    MeanwhHe,  the  chiuA's  x^fOKi 
Has  thiong'd  the  beaoh  with  many  a  ourioas  609^ 
TPhat  iwMins  UDCMrlMr  ftons  jta  hidinf  nlanfi  . 
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Some  watch,  some  call,  some  see  Ber  head  emerge^ 
Wherever  a  brown  weed  fitUs  through  the  foam ; 
Some  point  to  white  eniptioiis  of  the  mirgb : — 
But  she  is  vanished  to  her  shady  home, 
Under  the  deep,  inscrutable, — and  there 
Weeps  in  a  midnight  made  of  her  own  hpdr. 


Now  here,  the  sighing  winds,  before  unheard. 
Forth  from  their  cloudy  caves  begin  to  blow. 
Till  all  the  surface  of  the  deep  is  stirr'd. 
Like  to  the  panting  grief  it  hides  below ; 
And  heav'n  is  cover'd  with  a  stormy  rack. 
Soiling  the  waters  with  its  inky  black. 


The  screaming  fowl  resigns  her  finny  prey. 
And  labors  shoreward  with  a  bending  wing, 
Rowing  against  the  wind  her  toilsome  way ; 
Meanwhile,  the  curling  billows  chafe,  and  fling 
Their  dewy  frost  still  further  on  the  stones. 
That  answer  to  the  wind  with  hollow  groans. 

cxn. 

And  here  and  there  a  filler's  &r.off  bark 
Plies  with  the  sun's  last  glimpse  upon  its  sail, 
Like  a  bright  flame  amid  the  waters  dark, 
Weleib'd  with  the  hope  and  fear  of  maidens  pak  j 
iiad  flBzknw  nHMhers  tiiat  upturn  their  biow% 

tiifsfBilywMid^witkfreqiielit<wir%    , 
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Whereas  her  tragic  cheek  is  truly  pale. 

And  colder  than  the  rude  and  ruffian  air 

That  howls  into  her  ear  a  horrid  tale 

Of  storm,  and  wreck,  and  uttermost  despair, 

Saying,  "  Leander  floats  amid  the  surge. 

And  those  are  dismal  waves  that  sing  his  dirge." 


And  hark ! — a  grieving  voice,  trembling  and  fidnt, 
Blends  with  the  hqllow  sobbings  of  the  sea ; 
Like  the  sad  music  of  a  siren's  plaint, 
But  shriller  than  Leander's  voice  should  be. 
Unless  the  wintry  death  had  changed  its  tone, — 
Wherefore  she  thinks  she  hears  his  spirit  moan. 

CZXTX. 

For  now,  upon  each  brief  and  breathless  pause, 
Made  by  the  raging  winds,  it  plainly  calls, 
On  Hero  !  Hero ! — ^whereupon  she  draws 
Close  to  the  dizzy  brink,  that  ne'er  appals 
Her  brave  and  constant  spirit  to  reccHl, 
However  the  wild  billows  toss  and  toil. 


cxxm. 

''  Oh !  dost  thou  live  under  the  deep,  deep  sea  I 
I  thought  such  love  as  thine  could  never  die ; 
If  thou  hast  gain'd  an  immortality, 
Ficin  the  kind  pitying  sea-god,  so  will  I ; 
e  Ami  Ibis  fake  ofjagA,  tide  that  used  to  sever 
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Mr  DBA.R  RXTHOXJ)!, 

You  will  remember  "  Lycos." — It  was  written  in  the  pleaauit  spring- 
time of  our  friendship,  and  I  am  glad  to  maintain  that  association,  bj  con- 
necting your  name  with  the  Poem.  It  will  gratify  me  to  find  that  yoa 
regard  it  with  the  old  partiality  for  the  writings  of  each  other,  which 
prerailed  in  those  days.  For  my  own  sake,  I  must  regret  that  yo«^  pen 
goes  now  into  far  other  records  than  those  which  used  to  delight  me 

Your  true  Friend  and  Brother, 

T.  HOOD. 


\i^a.i 


>^ 


I'' J 


A4J 


''^5<*e?^-- 


M9«b1 


Se^ffBT^ 


^^m^^m'"^-   i^i^^fw-^, 


fecooiM  to  Ibe  Soroe- 
tryai  AmiU  tarn 
hmto 


^<#iitMibBr 


123  HOOD^S  POEIfa 

And  I  gave  me  to  slumber,  as  if  from  one  dream 

To  anothei^-each  horrid — and  drank  of  the  stream 

Like  a  first  taste  of  blood,  lest  as  water  I  quaff 'd 

Swift  poison,  and  never  should  breathe  from  the  draught, — 

Such  drink  as  her  own  monarch  husband  drain'd  up 

When  he  pledg'd  her,  and  Fate  olos'd  his  eyes  in  the  cup. 

And  I  pluck'd  of  the  fruit  with  held  breath,  and  a  fear 

That  the  branch  would  start  back  and  scream  out  in  my  ear] 

For  once,  at  my  suppering,  I  pluck'd  in  the  dusk 

An  apple,  juice-gushing  and  fragrant  of  musk  ; 

But  by  daylight  my  fingers  were  crimson'd  with  gore. 

And  the  half-eaten  fragment  was  flesh  at  die  core ; 

And  once— only  once — for  the  love  of  its  blush, 

I  broke  a  bloom  bough,  but  there  came  such  a  gush 

On  ray  hand,  that  it  fainted  away  in  weak  fright, 

While  the  leaf-hidden  woodpecker  shriek'd  at  the  sight ; 

And  oh !  such  an  agony  thrill'd  in  that  note, 

That  my  soul,  startling  up,  beat  its  wings  in  my  throat, 

As  it  long'd  to  be  free  of  a  body  whose  hand 

Was  doom'd  to  work  torments  a  Fury  had  plann'd ! 

There  I  stood  without  stir,  yet  how  willing  to  flee, 
As  if  rooted  and  horror-tum'd  into  a  tree, — 
Oh  !  for  innocent  death, — and  to  suddenly  win  it, 
I  drank  of  the  stream,  but  no  poison  was  in  it ; 
I  plung'd  in  its  waters,  but  ere  I  could  sink. 
Some  invisible  fate  pull'd  me  back  to  the  brink  ; 
I  sprang  from  the  rock,  from  its  pinnacle  height, 
But  fell  on  the  grass  with  a  grasshopper's  flight; 
I  ran  at  my  fears — ^they  were  fears  and  no  more. 
For  the  bear  would  not  mangle  my  limbs,  nor  the  boar, 
But  moan'd,— all  their  brutaliz'd  flesh  could  not  smother 
^h»  hcnrrible  tnith,^«we  were  kin  to  each  other ! 
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And  pray'd  with  my  voioe  to  the  ekmd^^rtiiTing^  CM, 
For  thQ  sad  oongregadon  of  supplieaatB  there> 
That  uptum'd  to  hia  hearen  brute  fbces  of  prayer  ^ 
And  I  ceased,  and  they  trtter'd  a  moaning  so  d^eep 
That  I  wept  for  my  heartsease— but  they  oould  not  weepi 
And  gazed  with  red  eye-balls,  all  wistfully  dry, 
At  the  comfort  of  tears  in  a  stag's  human  eye* 
Then  I  motion'd  them  round,  and,  to  soothe  their  distress) 
I  caress'd,  and  they  bent  them  to  meet  my  caress. 
Their  necks  to  my  arm,  and  their  heads  to  my  pahn, 
And  with  poor  gratefbl  eyes  suffered  meekly  and  calm 
Those  tokens  of  kindness,  withheld  by  hard  fete 
From  returns  that  might  chill  the  warm  pity  to  hate ; 
So  they  passively  bowM^ — save  the  serpent,  that  leapt 
To  my  breast  like  a  sister,  and  pressingly  crept 
In  embrace  of  my  neck,  and  with  close  kisses  blister'd 
My  lips  in  rash  love, — ^then  drew  backward,  and  glister'd 
Her  eyes  in  my  face,  and  loud  hissing  affright, 
Dropt  down,  and  swifl  started  away  from  my  sight ! 

This  sorrow  was  theirs,  but  thrice  wretched  my  lot, 
Tum'd  brute  in  my  soul,  though  my  body  was  not, 
When  I  fled  finom  the  sorrow  of  womanly  fkces, 
That  shrouded  their  }yoe  in  the  shade  of  lone  places. 
And  dash'd!  off  bright  tears,  till  their  fingers  were  wet, 
And  then  wiped  their  lids  with  long  tresses  of  jet : 
But  I  fled — though  they  stretch'd  out  their  hands,  alT  enliiigM 
With  hair,  and  blood.«tain^d  of  the  Breasts  they  had  mangiedi-* 
Though  they  call'd-^and  perchance  but  to  adt,  hadli 
Their  loves,  tnr  to  tdl  the  vile  wrongs  ihst  had  bete  r 
Bat  I  stay^  not  to^  hear,  Test  ^  story  shoulfhefii 
|hp»  heU-Cmn  dP  woi^  some-  enchantment  oooe  teld^ 
i  mdJimihi  Hi  mrii  tir» trm»r  a»r>di^6ite» 
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And  wrestling  of  arms — to  tlie  ffight  at  tbe  ^lotOf 
When  the  dust  of  the  earth  startled  upward  in  ringSi 
And  flew  on  the  whirlwind  that  followed  their  wings. 

Thus  they  fled — not  feigotten — ^hut  often  to  grow 
Like  fears  in  my  eyes,  when  I  walk'd  to  and  fro 
In  the  shadows,  and  felt  from  some  heings  unseen 
The  warm  touch  of  kisses,  but  clean  or  unclean 
I  knew  not,  nor  whether  the  love  1  had  won 
Was  of  heaven  or  hell — till  one  day  in  the  sun, 
In  its  very  noon-blaze,  I  could  fancy  a  thing 
Of  beauty,  but  faint  as  the  cloud-mirrors  fling 
On  the  gaze  of  the  shepherd  that  watches  the  sky, 
Half-seen  and  half-dream'd  in  the  soul  of  his  eye. 
And  when  in  my  musings  I  gaz'd  on  the  stream, 
In  motionless  trances  of  thought,  there  would  seem 
A  face  like  that  face,  looking  upward  through  mine ; 
With  its  eyes  full  of  love,  and  the  dim-drowned  shine 
Of  limbs  and  fair  garments,  like  clouds  in  that  blue 
Serene : — ^there  I  stood  for  long  hours  but  to  view 
Those  fond  earnest  eyes  that  were  ever  uplifted 
Towards  me,  and  wink'd  as  the  water- weed  drifted 
Between ;  but  the  fish  knew  that  presence,  and  plied 
Their  long  curvy  tails,  and  swift  darted  aside. 

There  I  gaxed  &r  lost  Hme,  and  forgot  all  the  things 
That  once  had  been  woiiders — ^the  fishes  with  wings, 
And  the  glimmer  of  magnified  eyes  that  look'd  up 
From  the  glooiAs  of  the  bottom  like  pearls  m  a  oup, 
And  the  huge  endless  serpent  of  silvery  gleam, 
windii^  along  like  a  tide  in  the  stream, 
maid  of  the  waters,  some  Naiad,  methought 

peall  of  ber  eye— and  I  taiog^ 
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My  rish  to  that  fiincy  ;  and  often  I  dash'd 
Xj  limbs  in  the  water,  and  suddenly  splash 'd 
I^  cool  drops  around  me,  yet  clung  to  the  brink, 
CDill'd  by  watery  fears,  how  that  Beauty  might  sink 
With  my  life  in  her  arms  to  her  garden,  and  bind  me 
n  its  long  tangled  grasses,  or  cruelly  wind  me 
J    In  some  eddy  to  hum  out  my  life  in  her  ear, 

Like  a  spider-caught  bee, — and  in  aid  of  that  fear 
CajDe  the  tardy  remembrance — Oh  falsest  of  men  ! 
%  was  not  that  beauty  remember'd  till  then  ? 
%ioTe,  my  safe  love,  whose  glad  life  would  have  run 
into  mine — ^like  a  drop — ^that  our  fate  might  be  one, 
Ikt  DOW,  even  now, — may-be,^-clasp'd  in  a  dream, 
That  fcnn  which  I  gave  to  some  jilt  of  the  streom, 
bd  gaz'd  with  fond  eyes  that  her  tears  tried  to  smother 
Qq  a  mock  of  those  eyes  that  I  gave  to  another ! 

Then  I  rose  from  the  stream,  but  the  eyes  of  my  mind, 
^  full  of  the  tempter,  kept  gazing  behind 
Qd  her  crystalline  face,  while  I  painfully  leapt 
To  the  bank,  and  shook  off  the  curst  waters,  and  wept 
With  my  brow  in  the  reeds ;  and  the  reeds  to  my  ear 
Bow'd,  bent  by  no  wind,  and  in  whispers  of  fear. 
Growing  small  with  large  secrets,  foretold  me  of  one 
That  loved  me, — ^but  oh  to  fly  from  her,  and  shun 
Her  love  like  a  pest — though  her  love  was  as  true 
To  mine  as  her  stream  to  the  heavenly  blue  ; 
For  why  should  I  love  her  with  love  that  would  bring 
All  misfortune,  like  Hate,  on  so  joyous  a  thing  ? 
Because  of  her  rival, — even  Her  whose  witch-face 
I  had  slighted,  and  therefore  was  doom'd  in  that  place 
To  roam,  and  had  roam'd,  where  all  horrors  grew  rank. 
Nine  days  ere  I  wept  with  my  brow  on  that  bank  ; 
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Her  name  be  not  namedytut  lier  i|iiite  would  aol  &il 
To  our  love  like  a  blight;  mod  they  told  xne  th«  tale 
Of  Scylla,  and  Pious,  in^Mrifl(m'd  to  speak 
His  shrill-screaming  woe  through  a  woodpecker's  beak* 

Then  they  ceased — ^I  had  heaid  as  the  voice  of  my  star 
That  told  me  the  truth  of  my  fortunes — thus  far 
I  had  read  of  my  sorrow,  and  lay  in  the  hush 
Of  deep  meditation, — when  lo !  a  light  crush 
Of  the  reeds,  and  I  tum'd  and  look'd  round  in  the  night 
Of  new  sunshine,  and  saw,  as  I  ^pp'd  of  the  light 
Narrow- winking,  the  realized  nymph  of  the  stream, 
Rising  up  from  .the  wave  with  the  bend  and  the  gleam 
Of  a  fountain,  and  o'er  her  white  arms  she  kept  throwing 
Bright  torrents  of  hair,  that  went  flowing  and  flowing 
In  falls  to  her  feet,  aud  the  blue  waters  roU'd 
Down  her  limbs  like  a  garment,  in  many  a  fold, 
Sun-spangled,  gold-broider'd,  and  fled  far  behind, 
Like  an  infinite  train.     So  she  came  and  reclin'd 
In  the  reeds,  and  I  hunger'd  to  see  her  unseal 
The  buds  of  hor  eyes  that  would  ope  and  reveal 
The  blue  that  was  in  them ;  and  they  op'd,  and  she  rais'd 
Two  orbs  of  pure  crystal,  and  timidly  gazed 
With  her  eyes  on  my  eyes ;  but  their  color  and  shiae 
Was  of  that  which  they  look'd  on,  and  mostly  of  mine — 
For  she  loved  me,— except  when  she  blush'd,  and  they  aank| 
Shame-humbled,  to  number  the  stones  on  the  bank, 
Or  her  play-idle  fingers,  while  lisping  she  told  me 
How  she  put  on  her  veil,  and  in  love  to  behdd  me. 
Would  wing  through  the  sun  till  she  fainted  away 
Like  a  mist,  and  then  flew  to  her  waters  and  lay 
Ift^lmre-palieiiee  long  hours,  and  sore  dazzled  her  eyes 
^  Iv  iiiiD^ 'gaiM;  the  midsuminer  skies^ 
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t  now  they  were  heal'd, — O  my  heart,  it  still  dances 
1 1  thiok  of  the  charm  of  her  changeable  glances, 
1  my  image  bow  small  when  it  sank  in  the  deep 
f  her  eyes  where  lier  soul  was, — ^Alas  !  now  they  weep, 
Ihid  ooae  knoweth  where.     In  what  stream  do  her  eyes 
Sitd  io visible  tears  ?     Who  beholds  where  her  sighs 
/Flow  in  eddies,  or  sees  the  ascent  of  the  leaf 
i^has  pluck'd  with  her  tresses  ?     Who  listens  her  grief 
Like  a  far  fall  of  waters,  or  hears  where  her  feet 
Gwv  emphatic  among  the  loose  pebbles,  and  beat 
71)em  logeiher  ?     Ah  !  surely  her  fbwers  float  adowa 
To  the  sea  unaccepted,  and  little  ones  drown 
For  Deed  of  her  mercy,— even  he  whose  twin-brother 
Will  miss  him  for  ever  ;  and  the  sorrowful  mother 
Imploreth  in  vain  for  his  body  to  kiss 
Afid  cling  to,  all  dripping  and  cold  as  it  is, 
Because  that  sofl  pity  is  lost  in  hard  pain ! 
We  loved, — ^how  we  loved ! — for  I  thought  not  again 
Of  the  woes  that  were  whisper'd  like  fears  ih  that  place 
If  I  gave  me  to  beauty.     Her  face  was  the  face 
Far  away,  and  her  eyes  were  the  eyes  that  were  drown'd 
For  my  absence, — her  arms  were  the  arms  that  sought  round. 
And  clasp'd  me  to  naught ;  for  I  gazed  and  became 
Only  true  to  my  falsehood,  and  had  but  one  name 
For  two  loves,  and  calFd  ever  on  iEgle,  sweet  maid 
Of  the  sky-loving  waters, — and  was  not  afraid 
Of  the  sight  of  her  skin  ; — for  it  never  could  be, 
Her  beauty  and  love  were  misfortunes  to  me ! 

Thus  our  bliss  had  endured  for  a  time-shorten'd  spaoei 
Like  a  day  made  of  three,  and  the  smile  of  her  face 
Had  been  with  me  for  joy, — ^when  she  told  me  indeed 
Her  love  was  seli^task'd  with  a  work  thai  would  need 
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Some  short  hours,  for  in  truth  'twas  the  Yeriest  pity 
Our  love  should  not  last,  and  then  sang  me  a  ditty, 
Of  one  with  warm  lips  that  should  love  her,  and  love  her 
When  suns  were  burnt  dim  and  long  ages  past  over. 
So  she  fled  with  her  voice,  and  I  patiently  nested 
My  limbs  in  the  reeds,  in  still  quiet,  and  rested 
Till  my  thoughts  grew  extinct,  and  I  sank  in  a  sleep 
Of  dreams, — ^but  their  meaning  was  hidden  too  deep 
To  be  read  what  their  woe  was ; — ^but  still  it  was  woe 
That  was  writ  on  all  faces  that  swam  to  and  fro 
In  that  river  of  night ; — and  the  gaze  of  their  eyes 
Was  sad, — and  the  bend  of  their  brows, — and  their  cries 
Were  seen,  but  I  heard  not.     The  warm  touch  of  tears 
Travelled  down  my  cold  cheeks,  and  I  shook  till  my  feais 
Awaked  me,  and  lo !  I  was  couch'd  in  a  bower, 
The  growth  of  long  summers  rear'd  up  in  an  hour ! 
Then  I  said,  in  the  fear  of  my  dream,  I  will  fly 
From  this  magic,  but  could  not,  because  that  my  eye 
*  Grew  love-idle  among  the  rich  blooms ;  and  the  earth 
Held  me  down  with  its  coolness  of  touch,  and  the  mirth 
Of  some  bird  was  above  me, — who,  even  in  fear. 
Would  startle  the  thrush  ?  and  methought  there  drew  near 
A  form  as  of  iBgle, — ^but  it  was  not  the  face 
Hope  made,  and  I  know  the  witch.Queen  of  that  place, 
Even  Circe  the  Cruel,  that  came  like  a  Death 
Which  I  fear'd,  and  yet  fled  not,  fer  want  of  my  breath. 
There  was  thought  in  her  face,  and  her  eyes  were  not  raised 
From  the  grass  at  her  feot,  but  I  saw,  as  I  gazed, 
Her  spite— and  her  countenance  changed  with  her  mind 
As  she  plaim'd  how  to  thrall  me  with  beauty,  and  Innd 
My  soul  to  her  charms, — and  her  long  tresses  play'd 
twmk  slwkto  into  shine  and  torn  shine  into  flhade» 
F  iiiittld4nttaittn»--finl  fiur,  O  iKyr 
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How  fain  had  I  foUow'4,  tad  pkinfed  wHk  duU  msxmm 

Into  death,  but  «y  being  uidigBaQlly  Ufg^d 

Through  the  bnitalis'^l  fle^  that  I  painfiilly  diaggVl 

Behind  me  :—<<OCiroe!  O  mather  of  ^itel 

Speak  the  last  of  that  curae !  and  in^Nriaoa  me  quite 

In  the  husk  of  a  brute, — that  no  pity  may  name 

The  man  that  I  was^ — that  no  kindred  may  claim 

The  monster  I  am  !  Let  me  utterly  be 

Brute-buried,  and  Nature's  dishonor  with  me 

Uninscribed !" — ^But  she  Usteu'd  my  prayer,  that  was  praise 

To  her  malice,  with  smiles^  and  advised  me  to  gaze 

On  the  river  for  love, — and  perchance  she  would  make 

In  pity  a  maid  without  eyes  ipr  my  sake, 

And  she  left  me  like  Scorn.     Then  I  ask'd  of  the  wave. 

What  monster  I  was,  and  it  trembled  and  gave 

The  true  shape  of  my  grief,  and  I  tum'd  with  my  face 

From  all  waters  fer  ever,  and  fled  through  that  place, 

Till  with  horror  more  strong  than  all  magic  I  pass'd 

Its  bounda.  and  the  world  was  before  me  at  last 

There  I  wander'd  in  sorrow,  and  shunn'd  the  abodes 
Of  men,  that  stood  up  in  the  lili^ness  of  Gkxls, 
But  I  saw  from  afar  the  warm  shine  of  the  sun 
On  their  cities,  where  man  was  a  million,  not  one ; 
And  I  saw  the  vfhke  smoke  of  their  altars  asoendiz^, 
That  show'd  where  the  hearts  of  the  many  were  Ueodiogi 
And  the  wind  in  my  iaoe  brought  shrill  voiees  thai  came 
From  the  trumpets  that  gathered  whole  bands  ia  cne  &me 
As  a  chorus  of  aoan, — and  they  stream'd  &om  the  galea 
Like  a  dusky  libatk>n  pour'd  out  to  the  Fates. 
But  at  times  there  w>er8  geotier  proceenoiis  of  peace 
That  I  watoh'd  witk  iny  eenl  in  n^  eyes  tOl  thdir  ( 
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On  my  heart  in  its  desolate  day  such  at  thk ! 

And  1  ycarn'd  at  his  cheeks  in  my  love,  and  down  bent. 

And  lifted  him  up  in  my  aims  with  intuit 

To  kiss  him, — ^but  he  cruel-kindly,  alas ! 

Held  out  to  my  lips  a  pluck'd  handful  of  grass ! 

The^  I  dropt  him  in  horror,  but  felt  as  I  fled 

The  stone  he  indignantly  hurl'd  at  my  head. 

That  dissever'd  my  ear, — ^but  1  felt  not,  whose  fate 

Was  to  meet  more  distress  in  his  love  than  his  hate ! 

Thus  I  wander'd,  companioned  of  grief  and  Ibrlom, 
Till  I  wish'd  for  that  land  where  my  being  was  bom. 
But  what  was  that  land  with  its  love,  where  my  home 
Was  self-shut  against  me ;  for  why  should  I  come 
Like  an  after-distress  to  my  grey-bearded  father. 
With  a  blight  to  the  last  of  his  sight  ? — ^let  him  rather 
Lament  for  me  dead,  and  shed  tears  in  the  iim 
Where  I  was  not,  and  still  in  fond  memory  turn 
To  his  son  even  such  as  he  left  him.     Oh,  how 
Could  I  walk  with  the  youth  once  my  fellows,  bqt  now 
Like  Gods  to  my  humbled  estate  ?— or  how  bear 
The  steeds  once  the  pride  6f  my  eyes  and  the  care 
Of  my  hands  ?  Then  I  tum'd  me  self-banish'd,  and  < 
Into  Thessaly  here,  where  I  met  with  the  same 
As  myself.     I  have  heard  how  they  met  by  a  i 
In  games,  and  were  suddenly  changed  by  a  aoream 
That  made  wretches  of  many,  as  she  roll'd  her  wild  ^es 
Against  heav'n,  and  so  vanish'd. — ^The  gentle  and  wiae 
Lose  their  thofughlB  in  deep  studies,  and  othen  their  ill 
In  the  miith  of  maiydiid  where  they  mingle  them  still. 
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And  there  they  stand — ^with  haughty  necks  before 
Gk)d'8  holy  house,  that  pomts  towards  the  skies- 
Frowning  reluctant  duty  from  the  poor. 

And  tempting  homage  from  unthoughtful  eyes : 
And  Youth  looks  lingering  from  the  temple  door, 

Bieathing  its  wishes  in  unfirukiul  sighs, 
With  pouting  lips, — forgetful  of  the  grace. 
Of  health,  and  smiles,  on  the  heart-conscious  fitoe  ;- 


Because  that  Wealth,  which  has  no  bliss  beside, 
May  wear  the  happiness  of  rich  attiro  ; 

And  those  two  sisters,  in  their  silly  pride, 

May  change  the  soul's  warm  glaaoes  for  the  fit<e 

Of  lifeless  diamonds ;— and  for  health  deny'd,"- 
With  art,  that  blushes  at  itself,  inspire 

Their  languid  cheeks-Huid  flourish  in  a  glory 

That  has  no  life  in  life,  nor  ailer^slory. 


The  aged  priest  goes  shaking  his  grey  hair 
In  meekest  censuring,  and  turns  his  eye 

Earthward  in  grief,  and  heavenward  in  pray'r, 
And«%fas»  and olasps  his  hands,  and  passss  by. 

Good-hearted  naiil  what  sullen  soul  would  wear 
Thy  sorrow  for  .a  garb,  and  oonstantly 

Pm  OQ  ll|F^snp»B»  jAat  might  win  the  pmim 
■mm  m  gnj  in  gonilnpi  ai4  in  days  t 
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^  good  Christians  ought,  they  all  draw  near 
^^^  white  temple,  to  the  timely  call 
"^^^t  bells  that  tremble  in  the  car. — 
^^^  last  frock,  and  scarlet  hocxl,  and  shawl 
*^  <^Usk,  in  the  dim  atmosphere 
^   W  porch,  and  heav'n  has  won  them  all, 
^   '^ose  two,  that  turn  aside  and  pass, 
*^^ossom,  where  all  flesh  is  grass. 


^  see  their  silken  manors  trail'd 
f^le  luxuries — with  restless  gold, — 
5  the  grass  where  widowhood  has  wailM 
V^d  black, — over  the  heapy  mould 
Vave-wantonly  !     They  never  quail'd 
hie  warm  vanity  abused  the  cold  ; 
the  solemn  faces  of  the  gone 
(looking  through  transparent  stone  : 


»  pt  their  dwellings  with  unquiet  light, 
^ing  the  awful  presence  of  the  dead ; 
gracious  natures  would  their  eyes  benight, 
*r^ear  their  being  with  a  lip  too  red, 
'^'^  too  rudely  in  the  summer  bright 
^^»   but  put  staid  sorrow  in  their  tread, 

into  steps,  with  inward  breath, 
"^^ty  to  bereaved  death. 
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«  The  last!"  quoth  she, «" and  though  the  last  it 
LfO !  those  two  wantons,  where  they  stend  so  proud 

With  waving  plumesy  and  jewels  in  their  hair. 
And  painted  cheeks,  like  Dagoiis  to  he  bow'd 

And  curtsey'd  to ! — ^last  Sahbath  after  pray'r, 
I  heard  the  little  Tomkins  ask  aloud 

If  tliey  were  angels — hut  I  made  him  know 

God's  bright  ones  better,  Mrith  a  hitter  blow !" 


So  speaking,  they  pursue  the  pebbly  walk 

That  leads  to  the  white  porch  the  Sunday  throng, 

Hand-coupled  urchins  in  restrained  talk. 
And  anxious  pedagogue  that  chastens  wrong, 

And  posied  churchwarden  with  solemn  stalk, 
And  gold-bedizen'd  beadle  flames  along. 

And  gentle  peasant  clad  in  buff  and  green, 

Like  a  meek  cowslip  in  the  spring  serene ; 


And  blushing  muden — modestly  array'd 

In  spotless  white, — still  conscious  of  the  glass ; 
And  she,  the  lonely  widow,  that  hath  made 

A  sable  oovmiant  with  grie^ — alas ! 
She  veils  her  tears  under  the  deep,'  deep  shade* 
While  the  poor  kindly-heaited,  as  diey  paa^ 
io  oncloaded  ohildhodd,  and  oarsH 
rosy !— and  so  Albtfleas ! 


i  Aeni  nUy 
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Now  in  the  churcl^^  lime-sobei^d  Qiiiuk  xesigB 
To  solemn  pray'r,  and  the  loi^  chanted  hynuv— - 

With  glowing  picturings  of  joys  divine 

Painting  ^  mistligbt  where  the  roof  is  dim; 

But  youth  looks  upward  to  the  window  shine, 
Wanning  with  rose  and  purple  and  the  swim 

Of  gold,  as  if  thought-tinted  by  the*stains 

Of  gorgeous-light  through  many-oolor'd  panes ; 


Soiling  the  virgin  snow  wherein  Gk)d  hath 
Enrobed  his  angels, — and  with  absent  eyes 

Hearing  of  Heav'n,  and  its  directed  path, 

Thoughtful  of  slippers, — and  the  glorious  skies 

Clouding  with  satin, — ^till  the  preacher's  wrath 
Consumes  his  pity,  and  he  glows,  and  cries 

With  a  deep  voice  that  trembles  in  its  might, 

And  earnest  eyes  grown  eloquent  in  light : 


**0  that  the  vacant  eye  would  learn  to  look 

On  very  beauty,  and  the  heart  embrace 
True  loveliness,  and  from  this  holy  book 

Drink  the  warm-breathing  tendeniess  and  graoe 
Of  love  indeed !    O  that  the  young  soul  look 

Its  virgin  passion  firom  the  glorious  hoe 
Cf  fidr  religion,  and  addranfd.its  strife, 

)  win  the  riches  of  eternal  lift!. 
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They  hear,  soul-blushing,  and  repentant  shed 

Unwholesome  thoughts  in  wholesome  tears,  and  pour 

Their  sin  to  earth, — and  with  low  drooping  head 
Receive  the  solemn  blessing,  and  implore 

Its  grace — ^then  soberly  with  chastened  tread. 
They  meekly  press  towards  the  gusty  door, 

With  humbled  eyes  that  go  to  graze  upon 

The  lowly  grass — ^like  him  of  Babylon. 


The  lowly  grass  ! — O  water-constant  mind ! 

Fast-ebbing  holiness ! — soon-fading  grace 
Of  serious  thought,  as  if  the  gushing  wind 

Through  the  low  porch  had  wash'd  it  from  the  face 
For  ever ! — How  they  lift  their  eyes  to  find 

Old  vanities. — Pride  wins  the  very  place 
Of  meekness,  like  a  bird,  and  flutters  now 
With  idle  wings  on  the  curl-conscious  brow  ! 


And  lo !  with  eager  looks  they  seek  the  way 

Of  old  temptation  at  the  lowly  gate ; 
To  feast  on  feathers,  and  on  vain  array, 

And  painted  cheeks,  and  the  rich  glistering  state 
Of  jewel-sprinkled  locks. — But  where  are  they, 

The  graceless  haughty  ones  that  used  to  wait 
With  lofty  neck,  and  nods,  and  stiffened  eye  ?— 
ohallange  the  old  homiige  bending  by. 


ftgfiqrbiir; 
I^Wipdly  pair  J 

I  ly  ID  SOOfllf 

lofprajr^rj 
ilUbaway. 


MUtobe, 
Diaa  kiid  tiod, 


il^raBe 


»^>^>       -     rr 


1111:91  POEMS. 


.**  ■  , 


urn. 


.^^*f:f'-,    •-    -_ij,>--..  t  _j.a 


A  nfwmMfm  %$nnyr. 


Ify  MM  f«|1iMm  aad  Uad  r^ 
Aad4iHh'lM'l9lllldn)p  tmia  vaj  ayv, 

i  iiii»  i^lii  iKiiiitllilliiiil  ' 

iUdttriagl 


Mi 


t^'^ 


My  joys  are  winglesB  all  and  dead ; 
My  dumps  are  made  of  more  than  lead; 

My  flights  soon  find  a  &11 ; 
My  fears  prevail,  my  fancies  droop, 
Joy  never  cometh  with  a  hoop. 

And  seldom  with  a  call ! 

My  football 's  laid  upon  the  shelf; 
I  am  a  shuttlecock  myself 

The  world  knocks  to  and  fro; — 
My  archery  is  all  unleam'd, 
And  grief  against  myself  has  tum'd 

My  arrows  and  my  bow ! 

No  more  in  noontide  sun  I  bask; 
My  authorship 's  an  endless  task, 

My  head  's  ne'er  out  of  school : 
My  heart  is  pain'd  with  scorn  and  slight, 
I  have  too  many  foes  to  fight, 

And  friends  grown  strangely  cool ! 

The  very  chum  that  shared  my  cake 
Holds  out  so  cold  a  hand  to  shake, 

It  makes  me  shrink  and  sigh  : — 
On  this  I  will  not  dwell  and  hang. 
The  changeling  would  not  feel  a  pang 

Though  these  should  meet  his  eye ! 

No  skies  so  blue  or  so  serene 

As  then ; — no  leaves  look  half  so  green 

As  cloth'd  the  play-ground  tree ! 
All  tilings  I  lovM  aHe  alter'd  so^ 
Nor  does  it  ease  my  heart  to  know 

That  change  teMes  in  me ! 


I 
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The  oMie  i0Rd-^lifktiM8  49oaMt 
The  prize  of  merits  won  for  boia^— 

Merit  had  prizes  then  t 
But  now  I  write  for  days  and  days. 
For  fame— a  deal  of  ^empty  praise. 

Without  the  silver  pen ! 

Then  home,  sweet  home !  the  crowded  ooaoh — 
The  joyous  shout — the  loud  appproach — 

The  winding  horns  like  rams' ! 
The  meeting  sweet  that  made  me  thrill. 
The  sweetmeats  almost  sweeter  still. 

No  '  satis '  to  the  *  jams  !* — 

When  that  I  was  a  tiny  hoy, 

My  days  and  nights  were  full  of  joy. 

My  mates  wer^hlithe  and  kind ! 
No  wonder  that  I  sometimes  sigh. 
And  dash  the  tear-^rop  from  my  eye, 

To  cast  a  look  behind ! 


-l(MM«i*^i? 


ttif  i 


tir  (rr  svxiisK. 


t«iSitf»4^  ^4tii^ 


i«t;^' 


IWfc."^- 


Gone  its  Tirgin  roses'  bliuliesy 
Wann  as  when  Aurora  rudies 
Freshly  fiom  the  god's  emhraoe. 
With  all  her  shame  upon  her  iBioe. 
Old  Time  hath  laid  them  in  the  mould ; 
Sure  he  is  blind  as  well  as  old. 
Whose  hand  relentless  never  spares 
Young  cheeks  so  beauty-bright  as  thein  f 
Gone  are  the  flame-ey'd  lovers  now 
From  where  so  blushing-blest  they  tanried 
Under  the  hawthorn's  blossom-bough. 
Gone  ;  for  Day  and  Night  are  niarried. 
All  the  light  of  love  is  fled : — 
Alas !  that  negro  breasts  should  hide 
The  lips  that  were  so  rosy  red. 
At  morning  and  at  even-tide  I 


Delightful  Summer !  dien  adieu 
Till  thou  shalt  visit  us  anew : 
But  who  without  regretful  sigh 
Can  say,  adieu,  and  see  thee  fly  f 
Not  he  that  e'er  hath  felt  thy  pow*?, 
His  joy  expanding  like  a  flow'r 
That  Cometh  afler  rain  and  snow. 
Looks  up  at  heaven,  and  learns  to  glow  ^— 
Not  he  that  fled  from  Babel-strife 
To  the  green  sabbath^and  of  life 
To  dodge  dull  Ctjce  'mid  oluster'd  trees. 
And  cool  his  forehead  in  th^  bfsexe,— 
Whose  spirit,  wewy-wom  perdhanoe, 
Shook  finom  its  wings  a  WBigiit  of  gfefe( 
And  peroh'd  uponan  aqiM  lea]^ 
Vorerary breath ii^iiiiikelf  dittos.  *        ^ 


^1  f  H  1 


His  team  alLiea^  his  kioki  lOl  i 
Just  orepi  fiom  some  hags  aydmeho  ' 
A  thing  halllbreathiiig  and  half^wann. 
As  if  one  spark  began  to  glow 
Within  some  statue's  marble  finrm, 
Or  pilgrim  stifien'd  in  the  storm. 
O !  will  not  Mirth's  light  arrows  fidl 
To  pierce  that  frozen  coat  of  mail  I 
O !  will  not  Joy  but  striye  in  vain 
To  light  up  those  glaz'd  eyes  again  I 


No !  take  him  in,  and  blaze  the  oak. 
And  pour  the  wine,  and  warm  the  ale ; 
His  sides  shall  shake  to  many  a  joke, 
Hib  tongue  shall  thaw  in  many  a  tale. 
His  eyes  grow  bright,  his  heart  be  gay, 
And  even  his  palsy  charm'd  away. 
What  heeds  he  then  the  boisterous  shout 
Of  angry  winds  that  scold  without, 
Like  shrewish  wives  at  tavern  door  ? 
What  heeds  he  then  the  wild  uproar 
Of  billows  bursting  on  the  shore  ? 
In  dashing  waves,  in  howling  breeze. 
There  is  a  music  that  can  charm  him ; 
When  safe,  and  shelter'd,  and  at  ease, 
He  hears  the  storm  that  cannot  harm  hipn. 


But  hark !  those  shouts !  that  sudden  din 
Of  little  hearts  that  laugh  within. 
O !  take  him  where  the  youngsters  play, 
And  he  will  grow  as  young  as  they ! 
Theyoome!  tbeyoome!  eadh  blue-ey'4  SpoK% 
The  TwdfOiJ^ighl  SiBg  and  aU  hi«  < 


S^ikit 


t^n  -^ir. 


And  drink  of  SomiiieriiiAiidiV 

Where  the  Mnee  hath  mix'd  k  ap ; 

The  <<danoe,and«iig^«ikidmB.IiiHiiiliBiiai»'' 

With  the  warm  neotvr  of  the  eaitii: 

Drink!  'twill  glow  in  every  Tdn, 

And  thou  ehalt  dream  the  winter  dnon^ : 

Then  waken  to  the  sun  again. 

And  find  thy  Smnmer  Viakm  tme  t 


■•  :.'/>,.  r-'-n^-. 
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^  njiiitfimjiagBp. 
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4i0ktIiyliMid^ 
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JlieQ^  djftv  -^^-i*  h»4 


.-iri->*f<- 


'.  '^iS!:VV   J  '    L'- 


ODE: 


▲VTVKN. 


I  SAW  old  Autumn  in  the  misty  mom 
Stand  shadowless  like  Silence,  listening 
To  silence,  for  no  lonely  bird  would  sing 
Into  his  hollow  ear  from  woods  forlom. 
Nor  lowly  hedge  nor  solitary  thorn ; 
Shaking  his  languid  locks  all  dewy  bright 
With  tangled  gossamer  that  fell  by  night, 
Pearling  his  coronet  of  golden  com. 


Where  are  the  songs  of  Summer  ? — ^With  the  son, 

Oping  the  dusky  eyelids  of  the  south, 

Till  shade  and  silence  waken  up  as  one, 

And  Morning  sings  with  a  warm  odorous  91011th. 

Where  are  the  merry  birds? — ^Away,  away. 

On  panting  wings  through  the  inclement  skie^ 

Lest  owls  should  prey 

Undazzled  at  noon-day, 
▲ad  tear  with  homy  beak  their  lustrous  ejet. 


JJ^  tinillil  fniiiUMliiX  rtii»li'(t  fiwi  ill 

Whim  Is  ^Wy^liyw'fNiiMiiiMf»-  "'^hs  giiwii 
The  niMqr*  augr  mm  iil  t«kdkMiigl~Tlnee 
Ob  iImi  noM^Miij^^^Mtt^  »^ 


i  dbrk  y«w, 
Olr  »i<rtll|f  iiiriiiil^'jpiiiMy  Wial^r  ftvoa^ 

h  4ii^4Wpft4Kii^v^^giM9^  etooiity'. .  .  v 

.:■  -,  V  - .  .Ti^^.-^'  .■--•■. 

DpliflhM  hoard, 
I'd  their  gamers  with  ripe  grain, 
^haiiihavealor'd 

p  In  their  luscious  cells ; 
lltalitt  winged  aeross  the  main ; 
melancholy  dwells, 
spells 
^  AidbwB  of  the  ^ain. 


Jbf  a  lOfe-RMary, 
frtrtd  looks  diearily, 

ftraway, 
wffl  siBal  fte  ksl 


O  go  and  at  wilk  her,  and  be  o^enhadad 
Under  the  languid  dcywnfidl  of  her  hair; 
She  wears  a  coronal  of  flowers  &ded 
Upon  her  fttrehead,  and  a  &ee  of  oare  ;-— 
There  is  enough  of  withered  everjrwheie 
To  make  her  bower,— «nd  enough  of  gloom ; 
There  is  enough  of  sadneas  to  inyrte. 
If  only  for  the  rose  that  died,  whose  doom 
Is  Beauty's,— she  that  with  the  living  bloom 
Of  oonscious  cheeks  most  beautifies  the  light : 
There  is  enough  of  sorrowing,  and  quite 
Enough  of  bitter  fruits  the  earth  doth  bear^-* 
Enough  of  chilly  dn^pings  from  her  bowl ; 
Enough  of  fear  and  shadowy  deqwir. 
To  frtune  her  cloudy  prison  for  the  soul ! 


fO  THE  8UN. 


ia'ttjr  fMial  njn  t 


^liil  dTtl*  (M^U  Ijn, 

I  to  ivonUpiiiiig  and  iong ! 


1*ytton'ii  dMith ; 


God  of  the  Ddphio  Ikne, 
No  more  thou  Ikteneal  to  hymns  saUiiiie  ; 

But  they  will  leave 

On  winds  at  ere, 
A  solemn  echo  to  the  end  of  time. 
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*         ^W<;iM  l/t/^. 

-VI. I 

?y^u«' 


l^MV^tfi^^         heiraM  be 

I  ooU  and  onid  part  I 
i'iili  uMi  nveiB  vnBf 
l!ieNfr4hilltia  loek  up  thy  heart  ^x 
t  outlaat  the  now, 
( of  tfaj  brow  I 

fiil^toet  are  made 
iHid  winter  windy 

liliaiig  the  aommer  air, 

li|o^  weida  unUndr- 


S4*>iS&c  J-v  w  ^-^ 


IT. 

Let  net  oold  Deoember  at 
Thus  in  Love's  peculiar  throne: 

Brooklets  are  not  prison'd  now. 
But  crystal  frosts  are  all  agone^ 

And  that  which  hangs  upon  the  spray. 

It  is  no  snow,  but  flow'r  of  May ! 


~i 


rfviiil. 


/tHc-'if'.:/..^  t    ,    - 

^  fpnph  ii|»  fun.    . 


'  '"ej'^gL^ 


THE  SEA  OF  DEATH. 


▲  FmAQMnrr. 


'  Me&oiiglit  I 

Life  swiftly  treading  over  endlesB  space ;- 
And,  at  her  foot-print,  but  a  bygone  pace. 
The  ocean-past,  which,  with  increadng  wsTS, 
Swallow'd  her  steps  like  a  pursuing  grave. 

Sad  were  my  thoughts  that  anchor'd  dlendy 
On  the  dead  waters  of  that  passionless  seai 
Unstirr'd  by  any  touch  of  living  breath  :- 
Silence  hung  over  it,  and  drowsy  Death, 
Like  a  gorged  sea-bird,  slept  with  folded  wings 
On  crowded  carcases — sad  passive  things 
That  wore  the  thin  grey  sur&ce,  like  a  veil 
Over  the  calmness  of  their  features  pale.    . 

And  there  were  spring-faced  cherubs  that  did  sleep 

Like  water-lilies  on  that  motionless  deep, 

How  beautiful !  with  bright  unruffled  hair 

On  sleek  unfretted  brows,  and  eyes  that  were 

Buried  in  marble  tombs,  a  pale  eclipse ! 

And  smile-bedimpled  cheeks,  and  pleasant  lips. 

Meekly  apart,  as  if  the  soul  intense 

E^pake  out  in  dreams  of  its  own  innocence : 


||i9filfaMn,  and  kept 
it  0Mr  pMoe,  that  Life  e'en  wept 
pBf  their  bappy  fronts ; 

•OfHnr'd  by  the  bninta 
Clxe  had  set 
and  manr'd  the  jet 
yUA  hoDow  eyes  ferlom, 
Wttemoss  and  scorn — 
Wi  hlti^a^  worm  pain, 

ibtU#0fld  again 

beaty  sighs. 

oi^bt, 

w^rtiitenTlme 
«^1&el9eiit  &6e 
liSnniass  olaae. 

■f-)T^  ■"■-■  .'.:  •    •         I :  *'* 
Ci*»rv^>T  '  '  ■'■^   ■     ■•   ■  " 

^Jivirsw! iH»>^  '.'Mtet^  «'*li 
MtJiswu^ 


BALLAD. 


She's  up  and  gone,  the  gnoAem  OiA  \ 

And  robb'd  my  fidling  yean; 
My  blood  before  was  thin  and  oold 

But  now  'tis  tum'd  to  tears  ;— 
My  shadow  falls  upon  my  grave» 

So  near  the  brink  I  stand. 
She  might  have  stayed  a  little  yM, 

And  led  me  by  the  hand  I 

Aye,  call  her  on  the  barren  moonr. 

And  call  her  on  the  hill, 
'Tis  nothing  but  the  heron's  ory, 

And  plover's  answer  shrill ; 
My  child  is  flown  on  wilder  wings, 

Than  they  have  ever  spread. 
And  I  may  even  walk  a  waste 

That  widen'd  when  she  fled. 


Full  many  a  thankless  child  has  1 

But  never  one  like  mine ; 
Her  meat  was  served  on  plates  of  gold, 

Her  drink  was  rosy  wine ; 
But  now  she'll  share  the  robin's  fcod. 

And  sup  the  common  rill, 
Bdbfe  her  feel  will  turn  again 

To  meet  her  feAer's  will ! 


AIm!  there's  &r  from  ruaset  fifieae 

To  alks  and  saliD  gownsi 
But  I  doubt  if  God  made  like  dagieea, 

In  oourily  hearta  and  clowna. 
My  father  wroo^^  a  m«Ubn'a  mirth, 

And  brought  her  cheeka  to  blame. 
And  all  that's  lordly  of  my  birth, 

Is  my  reproach  and  shame ! 

Tis  vain  to  weep, — 'tia  Tain  to  aight 

'Tis  vain  this  idle  speech. 
For  where  her  happy  pearls  do  lie. 

My  tears  may  never  reach ; 
Yet  when  I  'm  gone,  e'en  bfiy  pride 

May  say  of  what  haa  beeOt. 
His  love  was  nobly  bom  and  died, 

Tho'  all  the  rest  was  mean  t 

My  speech  is  rude, — ^but  speech  is  weak 

Such  love  as  mine  to  tell. 
Yet  had  I  words,  I  dare  not  qwak, 

So,  Lady,  fiure  thee  well ; 
I  will  not  wish  thy  better  state 

Was  one  of  low  degree. 
But  I  must  weep  that  partial  fitte 

Made  auch  a  churl  of  me.   v 


.  •*  'ir^  '   '■'■  • -i.^^  * 


'  'r]r:  v^rT 
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hfow 
It  ftade  of  fM 


THE  EXILE. 


Tbb  swallow  with  Bummer 

Will  wing  o'er  the  aeuy 
The  wind  that  I  sigh  to 

Will  visit  thy  trees. 
The  ship  that  it  hastens 

Thy  ports  will  contun, 
But  me — ^I  must  never 

See  England  again ! 

Th^  's  many  that  weep  there. 

But  one  weeps  alone. 
For  the  tears  that  are  falling 

So  far  from  her  own  ; 
So  far  from  thy  own,  love. 

We  know  not  our  pain ; 
If  death  is  hetween  us, 

Or  only  the  main. 

When  the  white  cloud  reclines 

On  the  vei^  of  the  sea, 
I  fancy  the  white  clifi. 

And  dream  upon  thee ; 
Butttodoud^il^readsilfafrilngp   . 

To«i  Hii^  heav^niaUk«e(K -'* 
Weii«^ri^iill^itiel0t;>le^'n    \  W 

Except  in  the  sldeii^''''  "     ^   ;  ^^ 


*-vtiirttiV^<d 


mi$i»^M9umTjgiii. 


M' 


tyr 


soiro. 


Thb  Stan  are  with  the  Toyeger 

Wherever  he  maj  sail ; 
The  moon  is  constant  to  her  time ; 

The  sun  will  never  fail ; 
But  follow,  follow  round  the  worldi 

The  green  earth  and  the  aea, 
So  love  is  with  the  lover's  heart. 

Wherever  he  may  be. 


Wherever  he  may  be,  the  stars 

Must  daily  lose  their  light ; 
The  moon  will  veil  her  in  the  shade ; 

The  sun  will  set  at  night. 
The  sun  may  set,  but  constant  love 

Will  shine  when  he 's  away ; 
So  that  dull  night  is  never  night. 

And  day  is  brighter  day. 


'*  «i^'^— '-ijL*'       

I  iNte  diMn  V 

if  tai  haw  temafwron^t 


Till  in  some  Latmian  cave  I  s^^See  creep. 
To  catch  the  joung  Endymion  asleep, — 
Leaving  thy  splendor  at  the  jagged  ponA ! 


Oh !  thou  art  beauf^ikl,  howo'er  it  tie !      I   ' 
Huntress,  or  Dian,  or  whatever  nam'd ; 
And  he,  the  veriest  Pagan,  that  first  fram'd 
A  silver  idol,  and  ne'er  worshipped  thee ! — 
It  is  too  late,  or  thou  should'st  have  my  knee ; 
Too  late  now  for  the  old  Ephedan  vows, 
And  not  divine  the  crescent  on  thy  brows  !^ 
Yet,  call  thee  nothing  but  the  mere  mild  BfoQiV 

Behind  those  chestnut  boughs. 
Casting  their  dapfded  shadows  9X  my  feet ; 
I  will  be  grateful  fi>r  that  simple  bo(»H 
In  many  a  thoughtful  verse  and  anthem  swe^ 
And  bless  thy  dainty  face  whene'er  we  meet. 


In  nights  far  gone, — ay,  far  away  and  deed^  ■    . ' 

Before  Care-firetted  with  a  lidless  eye»<p— 

I  was  thy  wooer  on  my  little  bed. 

Letting  the  early  hours  of  rest  go  by. 

To  see  thee  flood  the  heaven  with  milky  li^i!. 

And  feed  thy  snow-white  swans,  before  t  slept; 

For  thou  wert  then  purveyor  of  my  dreains,— 

Thou  wert  the  ^dries'  armorer,  that  k^pt 

Their  bumish'd  helms,  and  crowiis,  and^.caraleli  M 

Their  spears,  and  glltterii^  mai|8;  ;  ^ 
And  ever  thou  did^BA  sjpiU  in. w^indi^^strepkina^  ■  , 


Hit fljnfii  ihiiitiii  tiiii  ilwli  gMwI^raiMiit    'ai-- 

6n«^  <M»  ligr  Mil  ik  amet  Imtm  to  tbe  ground  f — 
Wkf  dH%ftit  Itam,  ht  all  Owo  maric'at  ao  hour. 

I  in  in  Ufsm^  mn, 

^flid  flow'n  etena^ — 
I  not  tome), 
i^ipovli  raid  UoMouMi  be. 


'^^ 


f.i.r-^  fa^^t  -  i  i^ 


\aiy 


SdVL  tMoBf  the  soul  of  riven  as  they  nm, 
Bill  liDd  Ay  lonely  lamp  lo  loven  fend. 
And  blend  their  pligiiCad  eluMiowe  inlo  one  :— 
Still  aniik  at  even  on  the  bedded  duld. 
And  oloee  his  eydids  with  Ay  silver  wand  I-— 


M'g9ktltn-?{  H 


flMttT  nMffty  and!  ft  moat  kind  good-momyw  i 

ttH^^^jLiL    Mini  i"*     ^*       "^  **^!W;I"--    -f     •  •  -     ■  ;.       _  _    . 


^ItiiHlfc'lWiiall  IW^npn^  tP  look  white : 


^l^iiiiiliti»tlitlWl,W        Hio^WiglMl :' '  ' ' 

M|lM»UewdoaUa: 


^f 


HQoys  wapn 


THE  F0B8AKSN. 


Tee  dead  are  in  their  dlent  graves, 
And  the  dew  is  cold  abote. 
And  the  liTing  weep  and  sigh, 
Over  dust  that  once  waa  loTe. 


Once  I  only  wept  the  dead. 
But  now  the  liying  cause  my  pain : 
How  couldst  thou  steal  me  from  my  tean^ 
To  leave  me  to  my  tears  again  t 

My  Mother  rests  beneath  the  sod,— 
Her  rest  is  calm  and  very  deep : 
I  wish'd  that  die  could  see  our  lovsor-** 
But  now  I  gladden  in  her  sleep; 

Last  night  unbound  my  raven  loeksi 
The  morning  saw  them  tum'd  to  grey. 
Once  they  were  black  and  weU  beloy'd, 
But  thou  art  chang'd, — and  so  are  they! 

The  useless  lock  I  gave  thee  once, 

9%  gaze  ufN)n  and  tMnk  of  liie, 

Was  ta'in  irtth  BnfikMi,-''%it  ^tAB^thm^im « 

faisorro#lMtI'«Mdlo'<fee-K'^'-  -'"^^  'i^V 
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m^ik 


CSSfiiKJU 
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W&^J^'iiUlL^-  a 


n. 

TO  FJJICT* 


Most  delicate  Ariel !  submiaiive  ttiiogy 
Won  by  the  mind's  faigb  magio  to  its  1 
Invisible  embassy,  or  secret  guests- 
Weighing  the  light  air  on  a  lighter  wing  ;— 
Whether  into  the  midnight  moom,  to  bring 
Illuminate  visions  to  the  eye  of  rest,-^ 
Or  rich  romances  firom  the  florid  West,— 
Or  to  the  sea,  for  mystie  whispezing,— > 
Still  by  thy  charm'd  allegiance  to  the  will. 
The  fruitful  wishes  prosper  in  the  braii^ 
As  by  the  fingering  of  fairy  skill,^-— 
Moonlight,  and  waters,  and  soft  music's  stra|i^ 
Odors,  and  blooms,  and  my  Miranda's  smik,^ 
Making  this  dull  world  an  enchanted  isle. 


m. 


-rrr 


^^T'^^' ^  ki^*  1^:  .:*  < 


m 


IV. 

It  18  not  dealhy  that  sometinie  in  m  agh 

This  eloquent  breath  ahall  take  iti  ipeeoUeM  ffi|^  ; 

That  sometime  these  bright  stan,  that  now  Jepl  j 

In  sunlight  to  the  sun,  shall  set  in  night ; 

That  this  warm  oonsdous  flesh  ahall  perisli  ^le> 

And  all  life's  ruddy  springs  foiget  to  flow  ; 

That  thoughts  shall  oease,  and  the  Immortal  apriglil 

Be  lapp'd  in  alien  clay  and  laid  bdow ; 

It  b  not  death  to  know  this,— but  to  know 

That  pious  thoughts,  which  vint  at  new  gnma 

In  tender  pilgrimage,  will  cease  to  §» 

So  duly  and  so  oft,-^aad  when  grass  Wafsa 

Over  the  past-away,  there  may  be  then 

No  resurrection  in  the  minds  of  mteu 


lil*'' 


VI. 


ON  BBCBIVDIO  i   GIFT. 


Look  how  the  golden  ocean  shines  ahove 

Its  pebhly  stones,  and  magnifies  their  girth ; 

So  does  the  bright  and  blessed  light  of  love 

Its  own  things  glorify,  and  raise  their  worth. 

As  weeds  seem  flowers  beneath  the  flattering  biiney 

And  stones  like  gems,  and  gems  as  gems  indeed* 

Bv'n  so  our  tokens  shine ;  naj,  thej  outshine 

Pebbles  and  pearls,  and  gems  and  coral  weed ; 

For  where  be  ocean  waves  but  half  so  clear, 

So  calmly  constant,  and  so  kindly  wann, 

As  Love's  most  mild  and  glowing  atmosj^re, 

That  hath  no  dregs  to  be  uptum'd  by  storm  t 

Thus,  sweet,  thy  gracious  gifts  are  gifts  of  prioe, 

And  more  than  gold  to  doting  Avarice. 
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Tbb  ourae  of  Adam,  the  old  ourse  of  all, 

Though  I  inherit  in  this  feverish  life 

Of  worldly  toil,  vain  wishes,  and  hard  strife. 

And  fruitless  thought,  in  Carets  eternal  thrall, 

Yet  more  sweet  honey  than  of  hitter  gall 

I  taste,  through  thee,  my  Eva,  my  sweet  wife. 

Then  what  was  Man's  lost  Paradise ! — how  rife 

Of  hliss,  since  love  is  with  him  in  his  fell ! 

Such  as  our  own  pure  passion  still  might  frame, 

Of  this  fair  earth,  and  its  delightful  how'is, 

If  no  fell  sorrow,  like  the  serpent,  came 

To  trail  its  venom  o'er  the  sweetest  flow'rs  ;-— 

But  oh !  a«^  many  and  such  tears  nre  oars, 

As  only  should  he  shed  fer  guOt  and  shame  I 
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t  OTN^  M I  would  qpeak 
r  of  tiM  eye ; — 
MkOttfiPtid  phmteflyy 

^  a  tfaited  dieekrr- 
nib  beeii^»  and  grow  weak, 
»lle 

I  wooid  gtre  and  seek : 
fMldeoay 
tet  have  a  xoiy  prime, 
alway, 
Ae  tondi  of  time ; 

aodaolfay, 
Wintnr'a  eUme. 
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iM  Hoairs  poiais. 

And  in  the  road  and  fixjtwajrs  rally, 

As  if  Ibr  the  Day  of  Doom  f 
Some,  of  hardly  human  form. 

Stunted,  crooked,  and  crippled  by  toil ; 

Dingy  with  smoke,  and  dust,  and  oil, 
'  And  smirofa'd  besides  wHh  vicious  knl, 
Clustering,  mustering,  all  in  a  swarm.  ^ 

Father,  mother,  and  careful  child. 

Looking  as  if  it  had  never  smiled — 
The  Sempstress,  lean,  and  weary,  and  wan, 
With  only  the  ghosts  of  garm^its  oi^-— 

The  Weavery  her  sallow  neighbor; 
The  grim  and  (noty  Artisan ; 
Every  soul— child,  woman,  or  man, 

Who  lives — or  die»— by  labor. 

Stirred  by  an  overwhelming  aseal. 

And  social  impulse,  a  terrible  throng ! 
Leaving  shuttle,  and  needle,  and  wheel. 
Furnace,  and  grindstone,  spindle,  and  reel. 
Thread,  and  yam,  and  iron,  find  steel'— 
Yea,  rest  and  the  yet  untasted  meal^— 

Gushing,  rushing,  crushing  aloQ§^ 
A  very  torrent  of  Man  ! 
Urged  by  the  sighs  of  sorrow  and  wnmg. 
Grown  at  last  to  a  hurricane  strong. 
Stop  its  course  who  can  I 
Stop  who  can  its  onward  course 
And  irresistible  moral  Ibice ; 
O !  vain  and  idle  dream  I 
Fqr  surely  as  men  are  all  akin, 
Whether  of  &ir  or  sabh  akin, 
Aooordiiaig  jlo  Katitve's  fpheme. 
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Mt  dsak  Sim,— The  foUowing  Ode  wm  writtieii  mtteipfltnug  the  tone  c 
some  ftrictures  on  mj  writings*  hj  the  geBHeinaa  to  whom  it  is  addressed 
I  hsTe  not  seen  hie  book ;  but  I  know  by  bearsaj  that  some  of  mj  rerse 
are  characterized  as  '<  profaneneas  and  ribaldry "— citing*  in  proof,  th 
description  of  a  certain  sow,  from  whose  jaw  a  cabbage  ^ront— 

/■ 

Protruded,  as  the  doTe  so  staunch 
For  peace  su{^>orts  an  oliTe  branch. 

If  the  printed  works  of  my  Censor  had  not  prepared  me  lor  any  misappli 
cation  of  type$,  I  should  hare  been  surprised  by  this  mis^pprdiension  o 
one  of  the  commonest  emblems.  In  some  cases  the  dore  nnquestionabl 
stands  for  the  Dirine  Spirit;  but  the  same  bird  is  also  a  liiy  representativ 
of  the  peace  of  this  world,  and,  as  such,  has  figured  time  oat  of  mind  i 
allegorical  pictures.  The  sense  in  which  it  was  used  by  me  is  plain  fit* 
the  context ;  at  least,  it  would  be  plain  to  any  ene  bat  si  fisher  for  tal^ 
predisposed  to  carp  at  somethings,  to  dab  at  others,  and  tn  flounder  in  mJ 
But  I  am  possibly  in  error.  It  is  the  ^Nnale  swine,  perheps,  that  is  pr* 
faned  in  the  eyes  of  the  Oriental  tourist  Men  find  strange  ways  of  mar^ 
ing  their  intolerance ;  and  the  spirit  is  certainly  strong  enough,  in  Mr.  VT 
works,  to  set  up'  a  creature  as  sacred,  in  sheer  opposition  to  the  Mussahn* 
with  whom  she  is  a  beast  of  abomination. .  It  would  <»i\y  be  going  t^ 
whole  sow. 

I  am,  dear  Sk,  yoori  Twy  titdy, 

Tbos.  Hood* 
1837. 
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Those  pseudo  Privy  CouiunUois  of  God, 

Who  write  down  judgments  with  a  pen  hazd-nibb'd ; 

Ushers  of  Beelzehuh's  Black  Rod, 
Ck>minending  sinners,  not  to  ice  thick-rihb'd. 
But  endless  flames,  to  scorch  them  up  like  flax — 
Yet  sure  of  heaV'n  themselt^,  as  ft^bief'd  cribbM 
Th'  impression  of  St.  Peter's  keys  in  wax! 

Of  such  a  character  no  single  trace 

Exists,  I  know,  in  my  fictitious  &ce ; 

There  wants  a  certain  cast  about  the  eye ; 

A  certain  lifting  of  the  nose's  tip.; 

A  certain  curling  of  the  nether  Up, 

In  scorn  of  all  that  is»  beneath  the  $kj ; 

In  brief  it  is  an  aspect  deleterious, 

A  face  decidedly  not  serious,  : 

A  face  profane,  that  wouM  ikot  do  at  all 

To  make  a  face  at  Exeter  Hall, — 

That  Hall  where  bigots  rant,  and  cant,  and  pray. 

And  laud  each  other  face  to  iaoa^ 

Till  ev'ry  farthing-candle  ra^ 

Ck>nceives  itself  a  great  gas-ligBl  of  graoe  I 

Well ! — ^be  the  graceless  lineaments  oonftst  I 
I  do  enjoy  this  bounteous  beauteous  earth; 

And  dote  upon  a  jest 
"  Within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth ;" — 
No  solemn  sanctimonious  face  I  pidl,        ^ 
Nor  think  I  'm  pious  when  I  'm  dnfy  biUoaa^«<>» 
Nor  study  in  my  sanctam  iup«refiioiHr^  •--   ^'f  ' 
To  fhtme  a  Sabbath  Bill  or  feige  a  3BaU»  r      < 
I  pray  lor  grace— repeat  eaifli>rfB>ila#i>i)     iw  « 
Pteuse»  but  nndeimiHi  Om^Bom,  aqrflMif^'}  uo 


v^ka^ 


AS  Mtiftl  lUr  vnlolttiiilioii  tbonasli. 

^Vhil  €fai»  r  w  pfC  I  tidi»  jn  purfy  fray, 

Win  tiopMi  nQi#  sHBliiMI^'ir  Mt^HlnaiiKiiig  terteni 

it  IteMMl  OdWi'«lft^«i«i%  Maityn  t 

AiJ  mm  ■MtflWUnii  liBUi  irHh  iHokedlniitnn, 
Itmnm^iam^mtmn^hiiim    hat  then 
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Tis  not  80  plain  M  the  old  HiU  of.  BfRi^  , , 
A  man  has  got  hia  bejlyfiiU  of  jane^i 
Because  he  talks  with  yiotuala  in  hiif  mouth ! 

Mere  verbiage, — it  is  not  worth  a  oarrot ! 
Why,  Socrates  or  Plato— where's  the  odds  f — 
Once  taught  a  jay  to  supplicate  the  Gods, 
And  made  a  Polly-theist  of  a  Parrot ! 

A  mere  professor,  spite  of  all  his  cant,  is 
Not  a  whit  better  than  a  Mantis, — 
An  insect,  of  what  clime  I  can't  determine, 
That  lifts  its  paws  most  parson-like,  and  thenoe, 
By  simple  savages — thio'  sheer  pretence — 
Is  reckon'd  quite  a  saint  amongst  the  vermin. 

But  Where's  the  reverence,  or  where  the  noiit. 
To  ride  on  one's  religion  thro'  the  lobby. 
Whether  as  stalking-horse  or  hobby. 
To  show  its  pious  paces  to  '<  tiie  House  t"     ^ 

I  honestly  confess  that  I  would  hinder 
The  Scottish  member's  legislative  rigs, 

That  spiritual  Pinder, 
Who  looks  on  ernng  souls  as  straying  pigs, 
That  must  be  lash'd  by  law,  wherever  Ibund, 
And  driv'n  to  church,  as  to  the  parish  pound. 
I  do  confess,  without  reserve  or  wheedle, 
I  view  that  grovelling  idea  as  one 
Worthy  some  parish  clerk's  ambitious  son, 
A  charity-boy  who  longs  to  be  a  beadle. 

On  such  a  vital  topic  sure  'tis  odd 

How  much  a  man  can  diftr  from  Us  ii^i^boi^: 


iJkttb*  wwfiiilie  M>  J»  to  die  Pole ; 

^  ttjbra  seal  dian  ijiowld^^e^ 

r#i^  bat  llbk 
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He  whocanooiaebeiieaSlilluit«iiffid.iMfa^  . 
In  the  dread  preseneo  of  a  Maker  joflty 
Who  metes  to  ev'ry  pineh  of  huoiaa  dual 
One  even  measure  of  immortal  hope*- 
He  who  can  stand  within  that  holy  door. 
With  soul  unbow'd  hy  that  pure  spirit-leveli 
And  frame  unequal  laws  for  rich  and  poor, — 
Might  sit  for  Hell  and  represent  the  Devil  I 

Such  are  the  solemn  sentimentB,  O  Rae«  ^ . 

In  your  last  Journey- Work,  perchance  you  ravage, 
Seeming,  but  in  more  courtly  terms,  to  say 
I'm  but  a  heedless,  creedless,  godless,  savage ; 
A  very  Guy,  deserving  fire  and  fagots, — 

A  Scoffer,  always  on  the  grin, 
And  sadly  given  to  the  mortal  sin 
Of  liking  Mawworms  less  than  merry  maggots ! 

The  humble  records  of  my  life  to  aearohy 

I  have  not  herded  with  mere  pagan  beasts ; 

But  sometimes  I  have  "  sat  at  good  men's  feasts,'' 

And  I  have  been  "  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  ohuroh." 

Dear  bells !  how  sweet  the  sounds  of  village  beUs 

When  on  the  undulating  air  they  swim ! 

Now  loud  as  welcomes !  faint,  now,  as  fevawdls  I 

And  trembling  all  about  the  breesy  dells 

As  flutter'd  by  the  wings  of  CherubtOL 

Meanwhile  the  bees  are  chanting  a  low  hymn ; 

And  lost  to  sigl^t  th'  ecstatic  lark  aliove 

Sings,  like  a  soul  beatified,  of  love,— 

With,  now  and  then,  the  ooo  of  the  wiU  pigaoi  ^^ 

O  Pagans,  Heath^is,  Infldelsi  and  DOttbleml  ]. 

If  such  sweit  4euiid9  6M't  wo^  jdik  Ifl^^i^^ 

WiU  the  harrii  votoii  irf  cliweh  oQdt  itt4l(^^ 


*  Mi  MVVf^^^HNHTTliaWT  TKwriy  imo, 
Bifiiiiit  il  fciMi|ii^'vililMBj^  TO 

^_  inlD  di0mYd# ! 

f  Cn  QOu  iUftS  MliflllliDDy 

[gniamon, 
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Butbeipgioj 

Why,  Oiil,  yoa  leei  pi^  intf(l0r  oil  )i^^^ 

Church  is  *<  a  little  heav'n  betow, 
I  have  been  there  and  still  would  gO|"— 
Yet  I  am  none  of  those  %irfao  think  it  odd 
A  man  can  pray  unbidden  bam  the  oassoek, 
And,  passing  by  the  oustamary  hassock* 
Ejieel  down  remote  upon  the  simple  sod. 
And  sue  in  formt  pauperis  to  God. 

As  for  the  rest, — ^intolerant  to  none, 
Whatever  shape  the  pious  rite  may  b^ar, 
Ev'n  the  poor  Pagan's  homage  to  the  Sun 
I  would  not  harshly  soom,  lest  even  there 
I  spum'd  some  elements  of  Christian  piuy'r— 
An  aim,  tho'  erring,  at  a  "  world  ayont "— p 

Acknowledgment  of  goodr— of  man's  fiitili^, 
A  sense  of  need,  and  weakness,  and  indeed 
That  very  thing  so  many  Christians  wan| — 
Humility. 

Such,  unto  Papists,  Jews  or  turban'd  Turks, 
Such  is  my  spirit — (I  don't  mean  my  wi^th !) 
Such,  may  it  please  you,  is  my  humbly  faith ; 
I  know,  full  well,  you  do  not  like  my  toorfct  / 
I  have  not  sought,  'tis  true,  the  Hdy  Land^ 
As  full  of  texts  asCuddie  Headrigg's  mothei^^ 

,        The  Bible  in  one  hand. 
And  my  own  common-place-book  in  the  pltn^rr  - 
But  you  have  been  to  Palestine-Talfis! 

minds  inypi^e  by  travej^othegi,^!^^ 


--^ 


i  iinodrto  wnm 

jLMojr  i^t  it^liit  tfeifrfj^ 

TliiHihiMiWiilt'lif  lIlK  iiifiiirj  iiniluiii  fbH, 
iMk  Wllo«il^  wd  lMMitt%  1^^  and  nuke, 
At  «i%|M  FlqpM^^ip^^  aadl  poke, 


i0tb  BflnnMi  do  «t  Ro|bm  f 

'   ""^"^  '^^*"  ^  1  oif  yafer%' 
is  chafers, 

fp  appall  CQUQINH--f 


9»'  >:    >^lUgPI«My  "^  ^^<^ 

Tou  aim  your  dMiki^tt^cSMt^^^  '^ 

That,  by  the  AmfH^  m»Mtm>oi%^     ^»    ^ 

FoK  might  have  be^  High  PviM  to  Ifaalfo  lillMbo. 

For  me-— thro'  heathen  j^pioraiice  pefahanoeb 

Not  having  knelt  in  P&leitinet^  fisel 

None  of  that  griffioish  ezpesa  of  aepJ, 

Some  travellers  would  blase  with  .here  in  Fianoe. 

Dolls  I  can  see  in  Virgin^like  array, 

Nor  for  a  scuffle  with  the  idols  hanker 

Like  crazy  Quixotte  at  the  puppet's  play, 

If  their  "  offence  be  rank»"  should  mine  be 

Mild  light,  and  by  degrees,  should  be  the  plan 

To  cure  the  dark  and  erring  mind ; 

But  who  would  rush  at  a  benighted  man. 

And  give  him  two  black  eyes  for  being  blind  I 

Suppose  the  tender  but  luxuriant  hop 
Around  a  canker'd  stem  should  twine, 
What  Kentish  boor  would  tear  away  the  prop 
So  roughly  as  to  wouQd,  nay  kiH  the  bine  I 

The  images,  'tis  true,  are  strangely  dress'dt 
With  gauds  and  toys  extremely  out  of  i 
The  carving  nothing  of  the  very  best. 
The  whole  repugnant  to  the  eye  of  reason. 
Shocking  to  Taste,  and  to  Fine  Arts  a  t 
Yet  ne'er  o'erlook  in  bigotry  of  sect 
One  truly  CaihoUc,  one  oomxiion  form, 

At  which  unchecked  * 
All  Chrisdah  hciatts  may  kindle  ixt  keej^  wwm; 


MetibM^,  A*  obunw  of  ohariff<to  wge 
libra  fHvAly,  A«g««Mi>9lMfr«ai  Bo^ 
Ths  flow  ohoiMiiltflMk'4  ^ite  tiM  veif* 

Of  >itBqfea>M»|riiif-- --;■■■' 
GMv  iKiqfi  Miliar  iMi^iited  wope  i— 
"lMirMt|li^t»fi<<|HM4Mt%«*«tlMt  pioapeot  imn, 
TVm*  TJiwiii'ilMliiMit  iii*llMM'kiai  m  Uue ; 

lUfc'iiiirt  IttiiiiiittttMk  •glftjiaBAy'd  oeUfl. 
igiilfclBWi  rt^^  il  liiii 
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Stnittiiiff  and  ^■^^"^i^  #a^  nffffr  nUfffltril  rt*K 
In  all  his  pomp  of  |MiQiMrft«9  H 
He  felt  <<  the  eyea  of  Biiiope^^QaMilMir 
As  fi>r  the  humble  bleed  retainM  bgr  maiir 

He  aooms  the  whole  donealieelaiH^ 

He  bows,  he  bridleay 

He  wheels,  he  ddlea, 
At  last,  with  stalely  dodgioga  in  a  oomar 
He  pens  a  simple  nisaet  hen,  to  eoom  her 
Full  in  the  blaze  of  his  resplendent  &n ! 

<<  Look  here,"  he  cries  (to  give  him  wonk), 

<<  Thou  feather'd  day— thou  soum  of  buds !" 
Flirting  the  rustling  plumage  in  her  eyes, — 
<<  Look  here,  thou  vile  predestin'd  nnner. 

Doomed  to  be  roasted  finr  a  dinneri 
Behold  these  lovely  variegated  dyes ! 
These  are  the  rainbow  colors  of  the  skies, 
That  heav'n  has  shed  upon  me  em  amore 
A  Bird  of  Paradise  ? — a  pretty  story ! 
I  am  that  Saintly  Fowl,  tholi  paltry  chick ! 

Look  at  my  crown  of  glory ! 
Thou  dingy,  dirty,  drabbled,  draggled  jill  I" 
And  off  goes  I'artlet,  wriggling  finom  a  kick, 
With  bleeding  scalp  laid  open  by  his  bill  1 
That  little  simile  exactly  paints 
How  sinners  are  despis'd  by  saints. 
By  saints ! — the  Hypocrites  that  ope  heair^n^a  dobr 
Obsequious  to  the  sinful  man  of  richeH^ — 
But  put  the  wicked,  naked,  barelegg'd  poor, 

In  pari^  stocks  instead  of  breedbes. 

Onie  Saintf  ^--the  BIgQia  t^l  p^ 
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mk  4^M^  ^^^^^,  ^'^^^    ^^K/^mm^m 

And  ilm  C^«.pQ|^yi^|^5^  your.own. 

Who  ftfidE  Ite  iniiii^  «i(?e  the  aoid, 

Bf  tniiidlhiihiriih  i  mjtj  ffMM^huBt^  bias. 


liiliil  MMl  1BiiMiftittrtrtrnTif  Bmcb  with  hamk  I 

L^nntn^xiilh  whom 
,^iii4lh«i.Uan% 
^|9  his  onatuxB) 
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Thesky-blu^pbol,  sfiMit-^      ^rt*     •/   :  .i 
Each  cloud-capp'd  moQntsm  is  H^  iirtjr  laltMr ; 

An  organ  breathes  in  every  giore ; 

And  the  full  heart's  a  Psidtei^ 
Rich  in  deep  hymns  of  gratltiide  and  love  I 

Sufficiently  by  stem  necessitarians 

Poor  Nature,  with  her  fiuse  b^rimM  by  dust, 

Is  stok'd,  cok'd,  smok'd,  and  almost  ohok'd  ;  but  must 

Religicm  have  its  own  UtUitarians, 

Labelled  with  evangelical  phylacteries, 

To  make  the  road  to  heav'n  a  railway  trust, 

And  churches — that's  the  naked  &ct=— mere  fmotories  ? 

Oh !  simply  open  wide  the  Temple  door, 
And  let  the  solemn,  swelling,  oigan  greet, 

With  Voluntaries  meet, 
The  willing  advent  of  the  rich  and  poor ! 
And  while  to  God  the  loud  Hosannas  soar, 
With  rich  vibrations  from  the  vocal  throng— 
From  quiet  shades  that  to  the  wood^  belong. 

And  brooks  with  music  of  their  own, 
Voices  may  come  to  swell  the  choral  song 
With  notes  of  praise  they  leam'd  in  musings  lone. 

How  stranga  it  is  while  on  all  vital  questkMis, 

That  occupy  the  House  and  public  mind, 

We  always  meet  with  some  humane  suggestions   • 

Of  gentle  measures  of  a  heaUng  kted, 

Instead  of  harsh  severity  and  vigor, 

The  Saint  alone  his  prefereiioe  rstaios 

For  bills  of  penalties  and  pafaw,  i> 

And  marks  his  liarrwr  code  wt&  legiA  tJ|tH^I  *  >' 


WabfliMiJij  fiffitti  ind  oU  TiMi  liifinii, 

Attimfc^itffffffwf  uttiQSP  wiftinfng  to  th6  tomi) 

Oat  iB«iiite«aM%|larittjr'UM^ 

iltteiiiittiiamblea, 
fimlfiilfktmmBiftLJctoiit  ttnd  quaiter, 

p«Mvir  (Utter  elMk, 

IHlMi  iti|>ii  itiilli^^  >iiniliiii1  mMMikUo6kB 

:  wefiiefB  giGup'dy 

iMoopM       -' 


-. . ■■ > ...■,.       p^     mi 

Tlie  man  had  whoGi^a  Md  Mi0Wf4^l^ 
The  time  was  ripe  fajqallAeKrwiliililinii   t 
And  thus  it  stammerfd  ftoma 
«  Zounds ! — my  good  fiilkiw^— -it  fslle 
It  really — my  dear  ftUow— do  jnsl  tsy 
CoBoiliaSkm  V* 


Stringing  his  nerves  like  flinty 
The  sturdy  hutcher  seiz'd  upon  the  hint» — 
At  least  he  seiz*d  upon  the  foremost  welherr— 
And  hugg'd  and  lugg'd  and  tugg'd  him  neok  and  oiop 
Just  nolens  vokm  thro'  the  open  shop-^ 
If  tails  come  off  he  didn't  eare  a  foatfaer,-— 
Then  walking  to  the  door,  and  amUiig  grim» 
He  rubb'd  his  forehead  and  his  sleeve  togethof  ■ 
«<  There !— I've  conciliated  him !" 

Again — good-humoredly  to  end  our  quarrel — 
(Good  humor  should  prevail !) 
rU  fit  you  with  a  tale 
Whereto  is  tied  a  moral. 

Once  on  a  time  a  certain  English  lass 

Was  seiz'd  with  symptoms  of  suoh  deep  dedflM. 

Cough,  hectic,  flushes,  ev'ry  evil  sign, 

That,  as  their  wont  is  at  suoh  desperate  paasi 

The  Doctors  gave  her  over— 4o  an  ass. 

Accordingly,  the  grisly  Shade  to  hilk. 

Bach  mom  the  patient  quaff 'd  a  fixnthy  bowl 

Of  asinine  new  milk, 
Robbing  a  shaggy  suckling  of  a  foai 
Which  got  proportionably  spare  aadakiimgr— * 
Meanwhile  the  neighbors  oried  <«  poor  Jbtiqr^ten  t 


;  wtm  a  aianj 
Ttmmm^klMlkd  wm  tihe  foot  wcttuuie  Jenny. 


Tb 


Ora«k»«r 


wahidkily  fiir  five's  sick  daughter, 
kifreai^d  (MPytei»  lyas  a  male, 
falii»lifr]MMigiveoapail 
qhaUc  and  water, 
at  die  usual  hour  of  eight 
Doptt  trats  a  dookey  to  the  wicket-gate, 
WMi  IBilwr  afa|$^^        fm  its  back,— 
«  Tour  sarwir  ||isj||»^^,  ^^^^?y  spring-like  day,— 
JlBSpis  pof  I  good  lack !  good  lack  I 
Il»>ba4||^|^^  ye  Jack, 

^j^-jinXim  cpn  bray." 


s^  jSubbins  fi>r  his  bUndneas 
iSe  tli^  pious  saws 

^hee-haws, 
of  human  kindness? 

]»r»n»>ea*s<  4d«4£  ;mhmk 


-  fV 


|r 


m, 


^JCTrfWyPffl^lBl. 


5tffl» 


THB  Tiro  swiirs. 


A  FAIRY  TALE. 


Immortal  Imogen,  ciown'd  queen  aboTe 
The  lilies  of  tby  sex,  vouchsafe  to  liear 
A  fairy  dream  in  honor  of  true  lov^^ 

.     True  above  ills,  and  frailty,  and  all  fear — 
Perchance  a  shadow  of  his  own  Career 
Whose  youth  was  darkly  prisonM  and  long  twined 
By  serpent-sorrow,  till  white  Love  drew  near, 
And  sweetly  sang  him  free,  and  round  his  mibd 

A  bright  horizon  threw,  wherein  no  grief  may  wind. 


I  saw  a  tower  builded  on  a  lake, 
Mock'd  by  its  inverse  shadow,  dark  and  < 
That  seem'd  a  still  iotenser  night  to  make. 
Wherein  the  quiet  waters  sunk  to  deep,— - 
And,  whatsoe'er  was  prisoned  in  that  keep, 
A  monstrous  Snake  was  warden  >— round  and  lound 
In  saUe  ringlets  I  beheld  him  cre^ 
BlAokest  amid  Uaok  diadows  totheipNiaiid, 
IRykl  kie  enmnoiM  Jmd  the  topmoal  mm  (WimU 


ii^m 


Hor4|«MmvflM'A^I^  W^  spite, 

Wttloli'd  Ihmr9m<|pi4»  aad  UeoiUuiga  in  the  «k]fi% 
And  dMl  be  raq^  p(l.aliiiiib^r  in  the  ii%hty 
The evfteia-lidiii^Bm p|iick'4  finopp  his  laige  eye^ 
80  ba  iiri|||ifeiNPiw.4ppr^       paloh  We  epoiet  jniie. 


i». 


Aai  elMh  limt  iiei  epii  ieife  them  to  their  &te. 
Of  MilHipi  ijiiUjinHif  KJlMwaiy  twuM>-> 


^ 


No  galHait  k^lglit,«iteiilwmi^lklii^^ 
Wm  aeek  the  finritAd  perfls  of^M  jte^^-  (  ^  ^^  * ' 
To  rouse  with  dtfipiiig  oAr  die  iMMi  4^ 
That  bear  that  aerpent  image  CD  their  4Mie»      ^ ' 
And  LoTe,  braye  Lore !  tfaoof^  he  i 
Nerved  to  Ids  royal  death,  he  miay  not  win 
His  captive  lady  from  the  atilel  ^nrivaoe 
Of  that  fiMil  Serpent,  clasping  her  widiin 
His  saMe  folde-4ike  Eve  enthralled  hy  dieeU  I 


But  thero  is  none— -no  kni^  in  paftopty, 
Nor  Love,  intrenehM  in  his  strong  steely  ooat : 
No  little  speck — no  sail — no  h^per  n^;li, 
No  sign — no  whispering — no  plarii  of  boat  >— 
The  .distant  shores  show  dimly  and  reraole, 
Made  of  a  deeper  mist,— serine  and  gr^y— ^ 
And  slow  and  mute  the  cloudy  shadows  float 
Over  the  gloomy  wave,  and  pass  away, 
Chased  by  the  silver  beams  that  on  th^  margea  pla^; 

▼ni. 

And  bright  and  silvery  the  willows  sleep 
Over  the  shady  verge-— no  mad  winds  1 
Their  hoary  heads ;  but  quietly  they  ' 
Thero  sprinkling  leaves — half  feonlwtta  and  1 
Thero  lilies  be— and  ftdrer  than  aH  tiMM^  ^ 
A  solitary  Swan  her  breast  oimiffw  -  ^  •  ^-  -■ 

Launches  against  the  wave ^lat aeems to iMMS'^  •->  . » 
Into  a  chaste  roflectmn^  siyi  below  v,-.v  ^  ^  ^,.^.4  ,-:i 
Twin  shado^of  htffaulf  whiNMr  alie  Mqf^l^  ^  ^m^^^v    f 


^^- 


Of  l^^iii^rtirMfMlliiil  tartK  dw 


Uw. 


•  ftjr, 

T<i«ilWJ»Artiiiiif » till  I-i^bertwto> 

''''  '    IttilMiiiiivM'dMi'fadCB-*'' 

to'lMBlii'ftiui,  : 


Aikl  well  flbe  raafrt^  «py  il|<ri|.  IM^ 
AU  down  the  dud^  vaUi  JAj^l^^ 
Alas!  fiKrwhatiyMre|»i3a%wi|(i;iQi|a^^^^ 
Oir^ng  the  i9«l>b  oaaket  rouod  iu|d  j^ 
His  folded  ^  lost  in  the  gkiooi  ^rQfmuf^ 
Terribly  dariwneth  the  VQokjr  base;.  , 
But  on  the  top  his  moostiDUs  head  is  cvown'd 
With  prickly  spears,  and  oo  hiadpiibtCuL  fttoo 
Gleam  his  unwearied  eyes»  red  watohexa  of  the  jdaoe. 


Alas  I  of  the  hot  fires  that  nightly  &U, 
No  one  will  sooich  him  in  those-orbs  of  spite. 
So  he  may  never  see  beneath  the  wall 
That  timid  little  creature,  aU  too  bright, 
That  stretches  her  fair  neck,  slender  and  while. 
Invoking  the  pale  moon,  and  vainly  tries 
Her  throbbing  throat,  as  if  to  charm  the  night 
With  song — ^but,  hush — ^it  perishes  in  si|^ 
And  there  will  be  no.dirge  sad-swelling,  though  she  di 


She  droops,  she  sinks — die  I^ans  Upon  the  lake, 
Fainting  again  inio  a  lifeless^  fiowc^; 
But  soon  the  chilly  ^rings  anoint  |od  wake 
Her  spirit  from  its  death,  and  with  new  |Kvmr 
She  sheds  her  stifled  scnrrows  in  ashower     : 
Of  tender  song,  timed  to  her  fidling  ttsamr-r 
That  wins  the  shady  summit  of  ttal  t^m  ■ 
And,  tremJUing  all  the  swei^er  for  itpiHui^ , 


j^^sik 


JttfMMMiiNlillplMit-#  A  Aq«M» : 


WBmmidBffiu^         lad  liito  profound, 
to  tf  Ifc  WjiMtrt  dpi^ir<^M  neror  wake, 

Ar  IfO!i^  and^  Beauty's  sake  I 


mm 


■baiilpABmtii^ 
m0mt0I^Vi^$^  lies, 


iqlrlMI 

to^rmK. 

) 

^■irw  w^^^  ■             '  .-,  1  i  1 

m^4n9f^ymngr-\^. 

'        -. 

MP^-'*iiw  -wi^-  »t  •_;     I .  -__j  /_ 

■^■V 

WRPf IPfwWtw^jiWBSAi) ill  ol' 

I 

I^PBPBwfPwPJtPmf  S^tJfllaCt 

innMMM^f  ai^e»|ii  . 

■''i 

kil«- •:..,■■•  :!L^ 


There&re  DO  poet  Wffl  imgQBdjrtQMbr' 
The  water.lily,  on  wImm  eydids^ew 
Trembles  like  tean;  but  ever  lioM  II  i 
\a  human  pain  may  wander  through  and  dima|^ 
Turning  the  pale  leaf  paler  in  its  hue— ^ 
Wherein  life  dwells,  transfigured,  not  entomii'd^ 
By  magic  spells.    Alas !  who  ^rer  knew 
Sorrow  in  all  its  shapes,  leafy  and  (dumed. 
Or  in  gross  husks  of  brutes  eternally  Inhnaied  I  " 


And  now  the  winged  song  has  soaled  the  h^glil 
Of  that  dark  dwelling,  builded  for  despair, 
And  soon  a  little  casement  flashing  bright 
Widens  self-opeuM  into  the  cool  air — 
That  music  like  a  bird  may  enter  there, 
And  soothe  the  captive  in  his  stony  cage ; 
For  there  is  naught  of  grief,  or  painfbl  care^ 
But  plaintive  scHig  may  happily  engage 
From  sense  of  its  own  ill,  and  tenderiy  ( 


And  forth  into  the  light,  small  and  remolo^ 

A  creature,  like  the  fidr  son  of  a  king, 

Draws  to  the  lattice  in  his  jewelled  ooat 

Against  the  silver  moonlight  glistening^ 

And  leans  upon  his  white  hand,  UstaningM      .^  ^  .. 

To  that  sweet  music  ^at  w^  tenderet  lonei^  .    .  r   . 

Salutes  hhn,  wondering  what  kinAy  fMrnfti  s-^i; .,. 

U  oome  to  soc^ie  him  willi «» tniielU  «wi%4  ^^^  ^ .  »^f^ 


L^^^^^kbi 


Full  sudden  nilibm^mw^^  yiliiniily  y<wt1i>ii    - 
Leaps  on  the  scaly  back  thfttdMDrih^r%^  r 

UnoonsciooB  of  liis  ftot,  yet  JEiol  4bf  tiath»  <f- ; 
But  numb'd  to  dulneaB  by  the  &iry  skiU 
Of  that  sweet  music  (all  more  wild  and  ahriU 
For  intense  fear)  that  cham'd  him  as  he  lay«— 
Meanwhile  the  lover  nerves  his  desperate  will. 
Held  some  short  throbs  by  natural  dismay. 
Then  down,  down  the  serpent-track  begins  hia  datrkaonie 


Now  dimly  seen— now  toiling  out  of  sigfa^ 
Eclipsed  and  cover'd  by  the  envious  wall ; 
Now  fair  and  spangled  in  the  suddoa  tight. 
And  clinging  with  wide  arms  lor  fear  of  fell ; 
Now  dark  and  sheltered  by  a  kindly  pall 
Of  dusky  shadow  from  his  wakeful  fee; 
Slowly  he  winds  adown— 4limly  and  saudl, 
Watch'd  by  the  gentle  Swan  tiiat  ugs  heUm, 
Her  hope  increasing,  still,  the  largst  he  doth  gityw. 

XXTX. 

But  nine  times  nine  the  serpent  felds  embrabe 
The  marble  walls  about — ^whieh  he  must  tread 
Before  his  anxious  feot  may  touch  the  base : 
Long  is  the  dreary  path,  and  mi»t  be  tpeAi 
But  Love,  that  hdds  the  mastery  tidgmd^  >. 
Braces  his  spirit,  and  with  oonstaot  loft  "^>        • 
He  wins  his  way,  and  tiow^wMt$am^%alkifimitt' 
Impatient  plunges  finom  the  haiiot^b^i^'  ^^^fi  %^ 


V  "  ft  i^ii^liai  ■ 

Uk»  anliiittPMflridMit  ti«^      and  foreftdR 
haHoA^  igotidJt^dltam  fMaUE  and  «w»l, 


nrm^. 


Bta  jii«f^*^iMti|  IB^S  tte  gattis  of  Death, 

Vi^  ilb»1lfy>^l^)ii^i^  pair 


.  Ute  **' 


XJUn 


amt  dM  pale  gray  Jake, 

1 

|«^iriMNiniightFli9'd 

4 

*'4?^P  ■'!,"•'"'  • 

J 

WKhiparij.  ami  liajM 
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lH|te.toiB»«da 

1 

[feip^nn^ll     : 

^ 

^hl«!d^,j|lil  aiMfcii  aai  Mria 

.'9 

PMp»P>iiW 

''m 

.Ov 


^-H/'Vj- 


U'l  k<Mi  lM9iiiLMm' 
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And  80  they  sail'il  into  thediat»aoe  4|ip>. 
Into  the  vexj  dietmoe— gmali  and  wliit% 
Like  snowy  Uoemns  of  the  ^lisg  that  ewim 
Over  the  bfookletsx-fidlow'd  by  the  ^te 
Of  that  huge  Serpent,  that  with  wild  affright 
Worried  them  on  their  oourse,  and  aoxe  annoy 
Till  on  the  grassy  marge  I  saw  them  light. 
And  ohange,  anon^  a  gentle  gui  and  boy, 
Look'd  in  embraoe  of  sweet  unutterable  joy ! 


Then  canoe  the  Mom,  and  with  her  pearly  showers 
Wept  on  them,  like  a  mother,  in  whose  eyes 
Tears  are  no  grief;  and  from  his  losy  bowers 
The  Oriental  sun  began  to  rise. 
Chasing  the  darks(»ne  shadows  from  the  ^iea  ; 
Wherewith  that  sable  Serpent  far  away 
Fled,  like  s  part  of  night— delicious  s^hs 
From  waking  bloaaoms  purified  the  day. 
And  little  birds  were  sweetly  singing  fiom  eaeh  spray. 


.irf--'  ».U'.'i..uSl  r-'iH    /.,'   t*\tr^i   '^iUi\  ».♦  •.■■<i'* 
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w  A  mnAxn  noanscr  of  ciJiLraAif  acaobiit.' 


▲ami 


old  V»iii«>  bonmto  I 
tbow  dMiio  gmuMli 
I 


Wkmtmlm^mkim 


mOil 


II 


.%iililiiii»lfc'Hwi— rt 


*^ •    '  ■...    -    ^»<»ii»i-iiiii^ijiflitiif|iift^ 

The  summonM  olaas !— Uie  awftl  tMyir  1— 
I  wonder  who  b  master  now 

And  wholeaome  angukh  sheds } 
How  many  ushers  now  employs, 
How  many  maids  to  see  the  hoys 

Have  nothing  in  their  heads  f 

And  Mrs.  S  *  *  *  ?— Doih  she  ahet 
(Like  Pallas  in  the  parlor)  yet 

Some  favor'd  two  or  three, — 
The  little  Crichtons  of  die  hour. 
Her  muffin-medals  that  devour. 

And  swill  her  prize— — ^bohea  ? 

Ay,  there 's  the  play-groiuid  f  there  ^s  the  lime, 
Beneath  whose  shade  in  Sumner's  prime  . 

So  wildly  I  have  rsad  l-^ 
Who  sits  there  fim»,  and  dcims  the  eraam 
Of  young  Romance,  and  weaves  a  dream 

Of  Love  and  Cottage^wead  I 

Who  struts  the  Randall  of  the  walk  t 
Who  models  tiny  heads  in  chalk  ? 

Who  scoops  the  light  oanoe  ? 
What  early  genius  buds  apaee  ? 
Where 's  Poynter  ?  Harris  ?  Bowers  ?  Chase  f 

Hal  Baylis  }  blithe  Carew  t 

Alack!  they  ^re  gone— « thousand  ways  I, 
And  some  are  s^ing  in  '^  tke  Grr0y)|)'' 

And  some  have  perished  yousigt-^,  ,  ^  _ 
Jack  Harris  wedsij^iif  s^oq^.w^  .„l^ 
Hd  Baylis  drives  the  tpoNS  of  liifc : 

HI 


t  W^^  our  ./biKt  /" 


Lot  wlimfi^ithuiiiltofcdi^M 

At  phy  irtwf  i»#lii»«  |il4 j>^d  ^>^ 
801110  hof,  mne  iiiil(«aifr  Ad!),  itee  twine 
TMr  ertiyilMi^riBtbt  in  Hie  tkite, 

AaA  MD9  are  in  the  ^littde  r 


Ld 

ne  orpliHi  l«f^<^irMow'«  mi  ; 

Mill  II  iiwlllO<i»<toi«»y<tt^     ' 


.i 


,  .  J,,....  u   iH-/'   '       '  '  ■ 

▲  ix&hwkhl    fVf»'AM»^PlJkMftt  ...r: 

Hm  marbk  |«ir  to  ap994 1 
And  one  thai  oarreto  Ml  apdoH^ 
ReiniDg  Us  M^  Ck>b  abofrt^^ 

Would  I  were  in  his  «to«I  / 


Tet  be  would  gladly  halt  and  diop 
That  boyiah  haraeas  od(  to  awop 

With  thia  worid'a  heavy  Tan— 
TotoUytotug.    O  little  faol! 
While  thoa  caoat  be  a  hoiae  at  aohool 

To  wish  to  be  a  man ! 


Perchanoe  thou  deem'at  it  were  a  thing 
To  wear  a  cxown. — to  be  a  king ! 

And  sleep  on  regal  down ! 
.Alas !  thou  know'at  not  kingly  carea; 
Far  happier  is  thy  l^ead  that  weaia 

That  hat  without  a  crown ! 

And  dost  thou  think  that  years  acquire 
New  added  joya?    Dost  think  thy  aire 

More  happy  than  his  aon  f 
That  manhood's  mirth  ?— Oh,  go  thy  waja 
To  Iknvy-lans^  when  — — jribftf 

And  see  how  fatttA  our  ftm  I 

Thy  taws  are  breve  1— tby^^topa  are  jniaa  I— 
Our  topa  are  spun  with  coila  efeaie 

OuriiiMqw  are  no  deli|^  I--- 
TheElgiii>fliasbl«areb«l|amib   ..       ;^^ 

And  'tie at  )mk%motf^/mi^  a ^^r,^,-^ . ;*?  >{' • 
Ta  fly  the  Huaala  Ul&I»>v  v^i  ^ti^i  t^^. 


*  OUf  ifl|Mil|0|«  M  ddl  and  dead 
N    IJiihdbwitkiioiriNNuidl 
▲adoAHiwidiftfiidedeye 
We  look  bddnd,  «Bd  Mud  a  aigli 
TWaidi  dwt  merry  gioaiid ! 


I  be  odmeoted.    Thoa  hael  got 
TliB  wa^  of  heaifeo  in  thy  yoimg  lot: 

Tlieiip  *8  d[y  Jdne  in  thy  oup ! 
Thoalt  find  thy  Manhood  all  too  fiat— 
■W|  Boon  gone !  and  Age  at  last 
A  aoiry  ai?iaHiy  tip/ 
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•4'^09mi1^^lim^if»m^  ton  |h^  tfirlMe  f  i» 


pH^B^'^^^^^WIiP^^x^iM 


»<<»«»lrwiM'i^Wiiii  ii I ji I'l  iiiii  >.:^|IH ■ 


ma  PREFACE. 

from  fab  mnnih,  frrcical  letters  of  senraDts  and  others, 
after  the  maoiier  of  Winifred  Jenkins— clever  extrava^ 
gances,  seldom  deficioit  in  literary  merit,  but  which  oftener 
conceal  the  man  from  the  reader  than  lead  the  latter  to 
snqpect  the  tender  heart,  the  delicate  fancy,  hidden  be- 
neath. 

There  are  whole  Yolumes  of  Hood*s  writings  which  ap- 
pear mere  whimsicality  and  grotesqueness ;  there  are  pages 
which  indicate  the  genius  of  the  man,  and  will  be  worth 
more  to  posterity  than  the  volumes.  Frequently  since  his 
recent  death  Hood  has  been  called  a  great  author^  a  phrase 
used  not  inconsiderately  or  in  vain.  He  will  take  his  place 
among  the  English  classics.  How  he  was  great  is  a  ques- 
tion which  will  not  be  fully  answered  till  his  Life,  his  Cor- 
respondence, his  Complete  Writings — his  Poetical  works 
especially — ^have  been  given  to  the  world.  Many  good  men 
and  great  men  among  his  friends  will  add  their  tribute  of 
recollections ;  and  the  next  generation  will  see  the  man,  twin 
brother  in  heart  and  mind  to  Ella  whom  he  loved.  That  this 
volume,  undertaken  in  a  spirit  of  reverence  for  the  author, 
in  admiration  of  his  genius,  with  the  desire  that  he  should  be 
wisely  known,  will  be  cordially  received,  cannot  be  doubt- 
ed ;  but  it  is  sent  forth  accompanied  by  a  sigh  of  regret 
The  task  of  the  editor  and  critic  seems  an  impertinence,  a 
piece  of  bitter  hypocrisy,  while  the  rights  of  the  author  (in 
his  representatives)  to  the  profits  of  his  own  labor  are  de- 
nied. Hood  died  poor,  and  his  widow  was  anticipating  the 
small  pittance  of  her  next  quarter's  government  pension  to 
pay  the  undertaker  while  the  American  public  was  laugh- 
ing over  his  latest  jest.  No  man  with  a  soul  capable  of 
enjoying  the  honest,  heartfelt  appeals  of  this  truly  humorous 
writer  can  deny  the  injustice  of  a  system  by  which  Hood 


^PMif't' 


>  t/H^>0l^  rMmx>t  iMi  MUttifj  ikuftj^ 
rJWiqiii>iii»iiibittt>  <yw>tffiify  muptdtm 

^iMMfr  W  jottteoi  wqilii%<liw:i^iMO|prilMi 

IjilirtI  ipiOli  IdtWidiiithit^ppto  la  the  ddfdb^ 

^<(MA  where  aiprroi^  bdog  ooaunittevit  ertaiy^JBe 

ji  benefited.    It  is  the  nature  of  wrong  to 

^dni  predicament    The  ibreign  author  coq- 

1|  the  American  author  (where  the  qm* 

i  a  pdnoa  to  exist  at  all)  is  at  a  dknidTan- 

^iim  r  the  bookselfing  interest  is  depriTed  of 

property,  based  upon  right,  which  is  esseft^ 

'and  dignity  to  trade ;  and  the  public  are 

h  what  reqpect  is  the  nation  better  or 

riliods  of  reprints  of  every  kind  and  quaily 

enror  the  land?    In  erery  respect 

r  ibr  this  deluge — less  beneficial,  mois 

tils  ttt^oral  rain.    In  the  physical  world 

,  if  violated,  would  destroy  the  hear- 

lipteor  all  sunshine,  the  crops  wenU 

I  our  intellectuai  and  SMtai 

^is  it  Mewag,  but  it  is  edy  so  wIm 

^  JlcMMOy.    Biehes  aio  vahiahls 

,at»d  privitioii  set  iqpon  i$gmL 

f.wBMm  piQisaif  urn. IPPPI, • 


;1I 


lim of  tiiAt  piitt^ jrigliil.  Tlftdiir  iWp^»nWlityrf  the 
Mthort the fbroe of  hm ohwieMf  dgpml ffpwit.  >▲  juft 
0MBf»titieButhi»aeeiied  right  ta  he  ^lietMidl  e<^*'he- 
twaeft  the  iiatt?e  and  the  fiMneigii  anlhory  4»peiid  opoA  it. 
A.fK>perNftli|Miefityinoitfce|»d^eBds^^  EUhm 

out  thB  eyatem  where  yaa  wiU^  it  wpH  he  feoDd  hne  aa 
daeirhere,  that  only  the  jaal  and  right  are  proitable. 


•^      f^r 


=«*•*♦-» 


.•^ 


fcjafc: 


"■  ^  wKen  Hwiw  txA  put'    *^ 
rslMr  iU»36rdingly  ti^ ; 

'••^V  ./!rV- •**»<' 1*'«'    >  )*<'    *fi»,V  /!-■%  .  -)   ', 


""f^W- 


•«S2*lfeS^t^^^J^ppP^  "      '^V^ 


-S-Ji 


i  enmokHai  MffA^i 


•'    •  r^    r-rr;irr-i.;Tri'r-r'"^;  r- 
iBiii  of  Pimotieal  ChaBrfM  VtAmtt^tjiUlim^^ 
iIm  enuiittm  of  ymur  HMMrlH  far  i|M  VMMit  tfMrtii^M^ 

•od  attenuated  Agan^ — whose  e<%iee  may  mm  4by 

to  the  present  work, — ^yoa  will  not  be  prepavsi  i» 

some  of  the  merriest  eAnioiis  in  the  ihrthoomlBg 

heen  the  relaxationa  ofcm.jtpiit|»iW^Uteia^yitiri 

•-Hhecafntvd,so1bspdik,ofa^flihR)ik^  ji 

very, finfers  so  aristocrattoalI|  ilf«ider»  that noWAhflMlht  fil| 

hint  plamly  of  the  <<  iOr  that  jbtK  is  heir  toT 

heeome^graal  ooaii^  inf  Iiaataleraa'WW  liiff«^ 

by  a  worse  hargua.  thasr  Felsr  SoUewhl^^  I  seeoi  tar  HMr 

retained  my  shadow  and  sold  my  si|bstanoe.    fia  ibsft^  i0^li|^ 

pens  to  prematurely  M  port  win^i-am  of  a  bad  oekrvMl^lliy 

little  body.    But  what  then  f    That 

a  haad  to  embody  in  words  andrsketches'the 

ations  of  a  Iferry  ^ancy :  those  gaual^^sidea:ye| 

is  ever*  at  the  (Srotesiiiies  and  Asabes%nes  and  daoIlT^^ 

that  my  Good  Geniusr(a'  Pantagyuelian  Famfllft^ 

coajuies  up  to  divert  me  from  iijiore  sombre 

the  whim  of  a  late  pleasant  Comedian,  to  suppose  a  ssieil^! 

imps  sitting  up  aloft,  to  aggravate  all  hia  pettj^  mi 

anoes ;  whereas  I  prefer  to  believe  in  the  ministry 

Elvee  that  "  nod  to  me  and' do  me  courtesies.^' 

ing  away  these  metes  in  the  aunbeam».  I  earnest)^  if 

and  bid  them  welcome ;  for  the  tdckqr  ^irils  vmfm^ 

the  animal  spirits^  and  do  not  t  like  a  fitAar  ,i|Qe^i||g 

own  urchinsr-donot  I  forget fiftlf  my eares  vh4>l. 

their  airy  gambols  I    Such  sportaare  aswhelisnw^ 

as  the  other  frolics  for  the  body.>   For  on^  ou^^lf^ 

that  excellent  Friend  or  terrible  Enemy  ihe       _  ^ 

pends  whether  we  ase  to  be  soared  airf^h«»ili)l^J{g^! 

Eanni^  os  tended  Iqr  aa^  aflbotionate  InWel|Ma  ~ 

loiowii  XiQv^^blsssiflig  us  with  ^ftvM» 

sifiBSbifjmdifondbr  Mtiialinr  uatiioBar^this 


im^. 


>J^^- 


l<r"4  Iwitiar-iim  W^fmOmi  j«i»^M>  -^ 

«i^|al«M,  a**  Ae  MM  or  Pbjr* 

ialnai  M  afMir  iritbtt*  eia»;  IMm* 


vAniHa)  Owiwgif    m%i  mfldM^A 
|f(»tel|tt. '  llliv^tlMwd0«r»:fowo«vii| 

i  dr«tioiBiUpkiy«r%tlMi  •ddMi 
,lf lb  diiikMikMr  o«*»  Ae^^t Mb)  it 


gteit'M 
>  Jfow,  my 


(pit  forralief  Mm«^|^t»lfo  itfiM  lM< 
with  mjr  bimdle  of  i^dM,-^s«.«3r'iMHP^Iuil«4^ 
oanelves  il  wodd  httve  Imm  ^<^ 
<HMe  lieard  tlie4ipian<«M»r4Mkuf«|i^^  <iM^Mlii#i 

UM  particular  |«BotiiMi  tar-io  f  follB' fai^ 
wlieQ  U would akagedMHT aiolflii^aattla  l^ia^M»%tiilfrffeiti 
iA  narrow  eircuoMiaiioea,  I  lattghad^  tmii  gniilp|iti</iii  |ii|»t 
the  agreeable  with  aU^  ai^hli  apd  aa  aBbt^pinaaarti^miliii|» 
■ometimea  obtaiua  a.  reipite  fronf  a  ^omai  av«dhar,'^witf  kailf 
bm  that  it  may  prove  auooeaiAA  ii^th  the  Uiiiv^ntl  JtM^ljK 
M  all  eveuts^here  I  ann  hfitmBhig<«Jaok%  IIMfeP4Mi# 
own  dear  skilfiil  naa^e  i^jraloiaB  gifea  im  M^ea^f^^lilgir 
leaae  than  ^>peared  from  the  Ibreign  readii^*^f  1l»rgkiM^^ 
He  declares  indeed^  thttt^  ail«toaii<»Uy,  ihy  he»nl  k^tailiMf 
thim  usual— but  what  of  that  I  Tk$  mon  im&M  td^^ 
So  huzza !  my  boys !  Comus  and  Momus  lbr^«ve#1  HKiAM^ 
ditus!  Nine  times  nine  iMT  Depiocritoat  A|id4im%ottli^ 
last  boule  of  BUxir  at  the  heads  of  the  Bltte'DefihiNN4e'gi|' 
Prussian  blue  or  indigo,  powdOT-Une  or  ultraannaiiMFl      *^«tt^ 

Gentle  readtf*,  how  do  you  like  this  Laoghfaqf  ] 
The  joyous  cheers  you  have  just  heard,  oeme  fWmrai 
that  has  clawed,  by  miracle,  off  a  lee-riiora^  aiid  i,  i 
am  sittinf^  down  to  my  grog,  and  nM)OUnti%  tor^ 
the  past  danger,  with  the  mancBUTrea  that 
the  perilous  Point.    Or  rather,  oonsidiHr  iti#«i  \ 
Life  Assurance,  pointkig  out  to  ]ro<l*  a  mSA 
whereby  you  may  eke  out  your  natural  46rla. 
precious  caro  of  your  predous  heabh^^-^Mit  h»iri  flt'li» 
wives  say,  to  make  it  keep  f    Why  then^^daft  'mml'iui% 
dtr  it-^  pMle  it  ia  eveftastiiq^  aefda^netf 
Ilaa^  hury  it  in^  a  iiotata.|^t,  Bhe  the  IiM^ 
i|irilsb  Uk#  ih»  Baihadiali^ 
im  11  III  tin    .<fip^fNbK'll'iiite,^ttDa'4 


I  or  indulge  in  tbe  Meltonian  belief,  that 
Never  fkncy  every  time  you  oough, 
t  foing  Id  oottghypot.    Hold  up,  as  the  shooter  says, 
iMHiviait  groond*    Despondency  in  a  nice  case  is  the 
it  nay  make  you  kick  the  beam  and  the  bucket 
"  ii  ibofty  as  with  other  cases,  never  meet  trouble 
HI  him  have  the  whole  walk  for  his  pains  ^ 
ll»  a  fiMeh  mUe  and  a  bittpck.    I  have  even 
l^#Niriip  bb  visit  in  sight  of  the  house.    Besides, 
t  care  is  a  ha !  ha ! — wherefore  take  care 
1  ydU  wherever  you  can.    Let  your  **  lungs 
^And  as  like  a  Gamb  cock  as  possible. 
I  enlarges  the  heart,  quickens  the  circula- 
lirttiiMDpel  makes  the  qnrits  dance.'' 
iBfltl^  CSwsterfieldian  canon,  that  laughter  is  an 
Slides  are  tderated  by  the  very  pinks  of 
llrllH^  is  bof  the  fhll-blown  flowier  of  which  a 
•Kb  a  scfft  of  vocal  music— -a  glee  in  which 
>iifSM>-4uid  **  he  who  hath  not  laughter  in 
be  trusted.''    Indeed,  there  are  two 
^IMitNiIaily  to  be  shunned ;  dins  when  you 
pMf  imps  io  leave  the  ipom ;  but  if  it  be  Quid 
i^le  ^  the  house,  and  forget  to  toke  te 
^  dntt  dogs  would  give  tongue  in  such 
%■  In  his  «  Hunt  after  Happiness,"* 
I  fa  Wftfth  a  whole  seasQit  of/iff  eriss 


'■■■*#* 


rfiNtffid  Pfaflosopby  whidi  I  fm 
te  ^  make  a  iunshiBe  In  a 
of  exlBriiil  CmbI 


now  pmfnl  the  AM  ppritit  Juttlii  twuMi  ho|iD  tel  your  doU 
lioun  may  ba  Aoune^  Mri  fo«i  ^im»41vMrliilt%f  As  i«mlNog 


...       n.^ff  lllfWr 


^^ 


\Mss:x 


/    THE  PU6SLET  PAPERS. 


THE  PUGSLET  PAPERS. 


flmr  the  Ibllowing  correspondence  came  into  my  hands  mual 

lemin  a  WaTerley  mystery.     The  Pugsley  Papers  were  neither 

neaed  from  a  garret,  like  Evelyn,— collected  from  cartridges 

fte  the  Culloden, — nor  saved,  like  the  Garrick,  from  beii^ 

ikedded  into  a  snow  storm  at  a  Winter  Theatre.    They  were 

Mmatched  from  a  tailor's  shears,  like  the  original  parchmeol 

ofKigna  Charta.    They  were  neither  the  Legacy  of  a  Dominie, 

lor  the  communications  of  My  Landlord, — a  consignment,  like 

<iie  Clinker  Letters,  from  some  Rev.  Jonathan  Dustwich, — nor 

^  waifs  and  strays  of  a  Twopenny  Post  Bag.    They  were  not 

^lled  from  ancient  papyri.     They  were  none  of  those  that 

"line  trunks,  clothe  spices,"  or  paper  the  walls  of  old  attics. 

^itj  were  neither  given  to  me  nor  sold  to  me, — nor  stolen,-— 

^  borrowed  and  surreptitiously  copied, — nor  left  in  a  hackney 

^Aich,  like  Sheridan's  play, — nor  mlsdelivered  by  a  carrier 

NgeoD, — nor  dreamt  of,   like  Ck>leridge's  Kubla  Khan, — nor 

^Kmed  up  in  the  Tower,  like  Milton's  Foundling  MS., — ^nor  dug 

^ — oor  trumped   up,   like   eastern  tales  of    Horarh   harum 

%rain  the  son  of  Asmar, — nor  brought  over  by  Rammohun 

^oy, — nor  translated  by  Doctor  Bowring  from  the  Scandinavian, 

Batavian,  Pomeranian,  Spanish,  or  Danish,  or  Russian,  or  Prus- 

%ian,  or  any  other  language  dead  or  living.     They  were  not 

picked  from  the  Dead  Letter  Office,  nor  purloined  from  the 

Britiah  Museum.     In  short,  I  cannot,  dare  not,  will  not,  hint 

%vea  at  the  mode  of  their  acquisition :  the  reader  must  be  con* 

XmA  to  know,  that,  in  point  of  authenticity,  the  Pugsley  Papers 

are  the  extreme  reverse  of  Lady  L.'s  celebrated  Autographs* 

wliich  were  all  written  by  the  proprietor. 


Ife.  I.— JFVmi  MatUr  ttuauxt 


,<''rv. 


Dbae  BOBy 
Huzza ! — ^Hero  I  am  in  LinoobiAiTO! 


1%  a  Ipood-bjjro  to  wcl* 


lingtons  and  C9mMlk$,.UdM.  ^\i».diwAmQw6mm\ 
stout  calf,  and  Att6  mtL  Tifiyvlf  ilT  bAT  Md  off  uaiir 
prime  cost,  and  the  old  Shoe  Mart  is  disposed  of,  goodwill  saf 
fixtures,  for  ever  and  ever.  FatSer  has  been  made  ft  ifel 
Squire  of  by  will,  and  we've  got  a  house  and  field^  and  IMI 
of  our  own.    Suoh  a  gsitden,  BiA  1*^1  bibils  'WMfif  46^^ 

Now,  Bob,  Hi  tell  ym #hat  I  want  I  waiit^^  i/f-mU 
down  here  lor  the  hplidays.  DonH  be  alGriia.  MkyoorfXmt 
i0  ask  your  Mother  Co  uk  yourFatHei^  ^  let  jNm  ibbam.  It^ 
oolfnmety  miles.  If  ydo^  tfut of  poekec  moaey;  yM  cimiittt, 
and  beg  a  lift  now  and  theti/or  swing  l^tfato  idMitqrti  ftt  od* 
eordroys,  and  don't  care  i<nr  cut  beiMnd.  Th«iW6^^lsitt6ei; 
George  and  Will,  are  here  lo  be  ibade'fiirmefie^«iMt  btcitler 
Nick  is  took  home  from  school  to  help  in  agrietthu^.  '  'Wetti^ 
forming  very  inuch,  it's  capita!  fcn;  Us  ibiir'lw^e  gof  i^j^ 
and  go  out  shooting :  it^  a  Ikmous  giexid  uii»  nnft  «0!M^^|Mf^ 
if  you  don't  full  cock  it.  Tiger  is  to  be  6l!frahoo^'4^|^ 
soon  as  he  has  left  off  killmg  the  slwep;  He%  ftif«il>ik1ipf 
and  worries  oats  beautiful.  Before  F\Kther  i^dioerlMMI^^ 
mean  to  bait  our  bull  with  him.  ■''''*"/ 

There's  plenty  of  New  Rivers  about,  and  we^ief  gdiaf^ 
tshing  as  so6n  as  we  have  mended  our  lop  joiiit;' 
killed  one  of  our  sheep  on  the  sly  to  get  gentles.  W^ve  a^' 
too,  to  ride  upon  when  We  can  catch  him/but  Wn 
paddock,  and  has  neither  mane  inot  taQ  lb  s^all^ fB^lajrMUM 
Isn't  it  prime,  Bob?  Ytm  fiM»<  come,  if  yiilir^ifldit^li^ 
give  your  Father  leave  to  allow  you^-Hrtm^  awi^  vRftiftimJitfr 
you  turn  up  Goswell  Street  to  go  to  LuMwttslib(B,^i«l  ilMtt 
Middlefon  Hall.  Then'am  pond  fMJottrogtjm^^MM 
ptk  them  tiU  you  oome^  but  let  k  be  befc^cf^Bsifcii)  ^mtM 
mm'0'lnk  mk/M%  lob^  and  the  fooll^^e  te|fMlM«lPMMl|i 

Jfc^^v-si     V- *#►.€.•-..     .■     !■   .u,   1    '  •  <it*u»y%>»  i,«^j|Ml# -a^.^ 

vJVjPMi  Iflm  sucking  iMM|gg^<w# 


**-^  ^IN"'- 


l/^*f^- 


.^-i«rwi^ 


Toar  dd  firieDd  and  schoelMtM^  "^/^ 


^piMwjL/'>  J  *^<fciv:i^ 


'•j(ifciy)^tiM  Ill-it  <-^  ^^i  '.-  >^  >'»'^>'.  ..^-  .'jMm 

'^49^1t<j  ViU/ft^  i^Mikiiyn  fsii  44^ 


Wiibeaoh  Mmrket,  in  the  iiiiietjrtAhM  fMTirf  Mi^ 


AltMfipk«iriiii{im,Iwm  attaoqilaoiiiBOfydeliiiMitkBor 
our  rural  paradise,  altho'  I  feel  it  wpttU  be  monXty  aidaoiHiy  to 
giTe  any  idea  of  the  fouuitia^oeBnrj  of  the  lAicrfnihiie  Feoi. 
Conoeive,  as  far  as  the  Visiial  oigan  expands,  an  inMnettw  liiiMi- 
tared  lerel,  al^wpdiyidiF  ^tfiplill^rithl^lwMrifSlI^ aadftud- 
ded  with  tafted  oaks,  whilst  more  than  a  huttdxed 
diTersify  the  prospeot  and  give  a  revolnng  i 

Apfcrflyeimiarion»(ti^tnMm<siMyiM>r»^ 
iiiiBBPpptWg  of  fMnne  lk0  mmh^  tfet^ei^nMli  T 
thi  fafii«ttf^l»nip%  Ae  Aige-MThs^Mri  ilMiif^ 
Bat  I  trust  my  dear  Jemkna  wil| 
ooiilir  impro^f  and  in  the  interim  I  send  fer 
graphied  view  of  the  locality,  shaded  in  IncHaa  ink,; 
saffioe  to  oonvejr  an  idea  of  the  ienrsetrial  Teidure  ( 
asure  we  enjoy,  in  lieu  of  the  sable  exhalations  and  i 
^rifrimde  0t  liie  loelffyiiUf «  vr  ^  *   4u»,>' 

Tpp  who  hmm  ink  iMaml  h 
indulgent  confidant  of  my  votire  tribules'^lo.l 
oeive  the  refined  nature  of  my  enjoyment  whail 
iatelleotual  repast  of  this  morning.    I  / 

aksBMnerwith  wmnn  t^  flinen^ML,nsdli#vi 

'JSin JHflnlt  VMH  -Muttioiaalkm  in  ihe 


♦*>*Mk. 


'^n 


•W4*, 


•^ 


^^^'nriir^ 


^?<i 


*^?z:^:*' 


4Mm  I  r«pHM  at  tte  I 

iMpi  worked  like  |iQrM4o  tto  mmi* 

fitete;  Imt  if  we  dhkM^U,^.km^mMtf^m^^ 

kmAlff  ftDd  to  egraeakl|r  fuipfiiie  #;  flirtiMiiHi^l  luiiiiriilp 

wiBdiag  up  his  books.    Pidrii|7>ow«  put,  if  » w«i<f4||^|l^^j^ 

•I  things  so  selfishly,  I  shonU  say  I  ms^w'mmm^iilitfi 

Mb;  though  lowoljiave  pijed aweo eiaee  fw!iiii<||l 

iOf fr  jreoMiober  before*    Ton  wHl  i 


k" 


have  been  umisttal  tiiaii,  when  I  te^  yoa^  oat  tf  all  fBjft  inliii|t, 
ao4  bakings,  and  browiiigSrMd.praservlag%  4Um 
Dothing  either  eatable  or  drinkable  ;  and  what  is  more  jHhiH 
to  an  affectionate  miad, — ^have  half  poisoned  the  wbde  frmilj 
with  home-made  ketchup  of  toadstools,  by  mistake  for  nUudlk 
rooms.  When  I  reflect  that  they  are  preserved,  I  ought  not  l» 
grieve  about  my  damsons  and  buUaces,  done  by  Mrs.  Msite 
Dovervs  receipt.  '         •     .    -^       /?     ;|f 

Among  other  things  we  came  into  a  beautiful  dosetof  cM 
China,  which,  I  am  shocked  to  say^  isalldea^yed'liy^lJiriaN^ 
,9ei^g.  The  buUaces  and  damsons  fomentsd,  and  Jfawi 
peat  jar  with  a  violent  ^hook  that  smaahedaH  Ike  t 
^psy  and  left  nothing  but  the  handles  hlegiiig  iaaQia^]i 
t^ter-hooks.  But  to  a  resigned  spirit  there's  alwiay»a||Be;i 
fort  in  calanuties,  and  if  the  pi^serves  workand  foawit  I 
SQpne  hope  that  my  beer  wiU,  as  it  has  beeft  a  noath.^ 
4ay  in  the  mash  tub.  '  ^b  for.  the  loss  of  dss  cU^  winiii 
oempels  me  to  say  it  was  my  own  &ult  tarlelt$ufg  t 
little  animals  crawl  into  the  copper ;  but  espariauBai 
year  not  to  boil  the  berries  and  kittens  at  the  jwaie^iQM^  «^fj 

I  mean  to  attempt  cream  cheese  as  soon  M  w^ofj^gntl      ' 
but  as  yet  we  can't  drive  the  Cowp  hqoi^  toiia.  |ri|k^ 
9lill---he  has.twice  hunted  Grace  and.  fn^JpliJ^^ 
fip^r  Mother  a  whole  laoniing  ill  the  j%8j^^      '    '^'^ 
Ufce  country  delicacies,  you  will  l^ep^lvp  ^ 
l^fttor  when  U  corner  audi  inisM^  t9;#dfl,a>5^|a(|i^^^ 
^Pl^gel,^.  to^«iQk  tc«ethe^  .  J,lM>^,^pt^^^ 
_ €mr^^^)ifM^f^if^jf^^^ 


SiMi^yw*^- 


;B(nr«T«r,  I  hope  to  anrpriM  you  w^  oM 
MM^^M  «0«lllniii^tfoirenif 

^baQimah.   It's  the «iii1ia#liiiftdiM» 
MlMlRMrrfAraii^  tUAjH  Ait  ooMMN^'fllliP 


Hiii  V^^^Awn  Mw$  n  9^t0MB%^mtthti 


'  k  isjF  nhSoMitvni  liiifpciiiAiiidv  : 
Mtnrtl  debts,  mmLoT  I|mi  wM«  HMlafcirl 

laUi  yon  wiih  pfmpMriRri^'ii^p0ii%  bvt  'hmCpv.iil  Mi0fif'^  #1 

ymi  MB  ¥eigr  •)«k|ii8»  I  am  goi^  t»  wdie  aifHf  f 

likr.   I  tiik(»  ili»  •ipoimiiiqr  eC  *i  iwifly  JMifcl^l 

M,  luidite  hoim  alViiiU«torgMr«  tm-mwm^f^^ 

The  thuigt  all  got  hfpraiiiifi^  wkk  the  ^$m(iAm  ot  0liif 

mi  GAtm,  whiob  otnie  dbim  witli  Um  dMMn^lAiai^^i 

«fter  its  aifival.    R^api  if  m  luidiA  evefkiMl^l 

wbole  of  our  bieab|l4e%  kymmlUt  ka^w fmA,.iBi|rij 

n^  bftfe  oDly  qm  flafo  W^  luidrthatVobiFlyj 

a  qwut  to  keep  U  m.  eoiiiitan»ooe«    Our  fiiniil|a%,l 

tiM  wagoB,  aad  i  ain  eorfsr  to  It  J  «  poor  fiuBMly  at  j^ 

and  the  little  kUe  bojra  wi4i  thakr  knifes  b^ve  Qan^^|||% 

fisd  my  rosswood  legs,  and,  what  is  nforsei  aet  of  lha.j 

terns:  but  as  people  say,  two  Liocohishira  gsBso|tsa.^>ajMil 

S9  a  fire  of  Lendoo. 

The  first  tfaiag  I  did  ou  Qoroiog  down,  wapio  see  tatk#j| 
gc^Bg  up,-^ttt  I  wish  I  had  been  less  preeipitfu%  f»r  ^ j 
wretches  stole  four  good  flitohesof  baooi^  as  mpaup^^lh*! 
«himbly,  quite  unbeknown  to  me.  We  have  filled  iig4ike 
€f  with'  moie,  wfaaoh  smoke  uadreadfliUy,  hul  what laia| 
most  be  endured.    My  aext  thing  waa  to  haw  a^. 
corners  cleared  out,  and  washed,  and  sambhaia  hfii§}i 
haohelor'a  places,  in  a^spMl  >tate  by  old  sio^  W,.j  r 
aMW,  I  never  ssjw  one  that  wanted  se  muohvCteaufsifcC 
were  heaps  of  dung  aboat,:aa  high  -as  hftfltaelB^>| 
use  five  shUUngs  a  bad  t6  have  it  all  oavted  t^t  tf#  1, 
hisideshesps  of  gpedffor.nothiag  Htteiji^  strain  %{|1 
thilx^  for  bonfices.    Weaianota}!  toj^il^pl^^ 

T',t1i|i9^iiiJt.ThD8pasVday,  ai^^jt.ci 

ms  providiNi6al  I  hampered  mynilf  fl#fc4  ^^ 


'   l««l'tf^Ullli»iifisiite>lMHMIlK 

t  iiiHnf<i><4.««tiiiipiiiiiwnt'  iwiH 


.•^ 


ifwy 


into  these  parts.    The  poor  boys 
iBdastrioiis  in  shoociogoff  the  bMB» 


i0Ml!ti9M;ldiMMl^Aiiil» 


w  Jkaislis^^fa^edft.  VMtfJiriiJiiiii  - 
l.iiiif  r*«  w<  I>0iatt9%iM^I«i|( 


jpjj>^|Uf., 


hftd^taiL  jdcnen  of  hnttlfii  hiiirit  iftii  miimi>  Ith  i 
mU.    But  I  rather  thirty  |ftwFm|P%qB^ 

with  ibiftfQintodowiiipjNll^  .Qiiriwifl^^ 
gOB0  teKH  1h«  IttokUy  w^|pi«i  #.  WIP  in  1^91 
briokMs  out  of  wintewyjl^ii  jfttopp<^ 
tbft^comiimber  tt^am,    U^Wfmn^^Jom^m^l  ^.  ,_ 
mmof  tbeorohaidt  by^ftMV(i|ig(fr»Hpei^  #f)|pillitj 
hMrfipwaithtwoocxdMpiMEaD^  ^ 

haHia^  is  very  vjoioM^vWipoi^  H4W4fm0jii 

and  at  me  in  particular.    Toa  would  think  he  laiew|HI^| 
thwu^hli^  and  that  I  intevri  lo  lian^  J^p  ipiuitMi  l)|di^fj 
gt?e  our  gnod  houos-wiMnBiog  legaUai.       , .  .^  .  /, , ,  . ;,!  V-r^ i^ 
With  theM  partioalan,  I  rei^am^  idth  love,  JV^         PauiW^ 
youraSeotioDatttaiittf^  .;         ,',  ^^  .^v     tV/*^ 


P.  S.-^I  have  only  one  aiuue^iieireyaiid  lb«ttii«i^ 
of  being  taken  violently  ill^  aine  inUea  off  km^i 
pdwen»  with  nobody  that  can  ri^lil  Ihe  boi^ 
inaormountable  hunting  hone  iatheilafcto.    lelfvli)^  J 
fire»  to  be  well  dootoMtuffM  6om  4f 
wagon  or  any  other  vehiolew    Aetltob/liii^^ 
•irei  nine  s|M»ane.    Paiothy^  linotitWNol^  t>i%jhi»Mi  j 
the  garden  doesn't  answert  aod  Jl'e  ir,|li^  i 
aalsd fbf piaik  :  ..t  .^    .■  jh^-<\  V34I 


InH  7<m  know  hw  nooom  iUwayt  i 
«qpeclatiooi.    B?ereiiMdoiitloaiB[rft4 

-ligQ^tliroiighlieri 

teimbntenent    DwiafthfU  alio  cMftiMWl 
ttMtt^  aaaidiiity  and  mHiBlloa  fa  VDrl 

«f«iiiig^  but  whioh  k  la  juifeb  tM^'iMijrAli  :*"^' 
kMp  iti  Yirtne  &i  aay  cUttntoi^-^tfe  odttt* 
Mill  sizesy  dittOi  dittx^  i^  GrsMMy  Bl  tbtmifl 
f]F,— ftod  the  rest  df  tiie  aenfulft  toltHy  kiiliWffr'i 
«KteMiT6  deownds.     Swili  aa  imf 
iMd^  makes  me  doiibl  tlie  <tiialiqr  of  boaaajf^ 
feeomroended  for  fkmOj  me,  attdwhedmri 
mart  eligibiUtj  to  offer  that  liafe  been  ttgHmfy  i 

Our  new  reeidenoe  ie  a  laige  loiidy  BteMtot^^  wMi  jji| 
km  with  anj  other  House,  but  standing  in  the  heart  of  ■ 
shire  fens,  over  which  it  looks  through  an  adfantageoiiBe|lj 
comprising  a  great  variety  of  windrnffls,  and  drakis,  and  4 
pollards,  and  an  extensi?e  aseortmeprt  of  sjs^Oi^jamsle^t^ 
not  much  calculated  to  invite  inspection.  In  warehouses  wi 
dM).,  it  probably  presents  unusual  advantageil6f^11ieaoiil^ 
eandor  compels  to  state  diat  agneulture  in  tMi :  piicvf^i 
sUre  b  very  flat  To  supply  language  on  dM  wlH^^lliil 
terms,  unexampled  distress  in  SpitalfieUb  is  iis*lHlg4i^ 
tiess  in  oun.  The  com  has  been  ddugedsiMi'faiili  ^ 
Ue  durability,  without  beug  abblo  WMhliiesiiu#oiiti| 
and  with  regard  to  the  expected  grsal  ileeiif  I 
diare  been  bunit  down  to  the  ground^  i 
PMMr.  If  the  hounds  hadn't  beea  out,  wi  m^lk'i 
the  engines,  but  the  hunter  tkiew  GeoigeooUbl 
PSTived  to  be  sensible  that  the  entires 
at  an  immense  sacrifice.  The  wMb  auiwwiil  i 
«of  bookf— as  the  Norwiek  UUou  nhm^^mffi/immM 
4pa«miBd  Ihal  the  yofagr  i«»1foiM 


€*;.i-if'^ 


mmm^MmmflimmkMImM^ 


WH0fCiSltM»  'J  JKIIOtMMr  HMI 


l.«9i^ 


\dliMl^  ft  itralliag  wmf  tm 


I  fooft  aboiit  fishing  and  ahooCiog — and 
i  \om  pf  throe  fingen»  by  his  unvarying 
jjilj  |ii4  JWchari  .ai»  likswips  hah 
tTfiMiissinif  en  tha.Hana  in  tka 

VllilQli^  4i  ohligidi  td  dtdintamr 

shoulder  in  q)ii||i^  #  Hl^  Ibm^ 

,  Hm)^  ibr  the  first  time  beyond  the 

reoston,  he  indulges  Tanity  in  siieh 

iQ|mMly  of  knofsrledge  in  fiunning, 

Uvii^  belonged  to  die  agrieuU 

I  slook  of  palisooe  hardy 

the  best  intefiete  of  the  oountry , 


•^^r^r^- 


jitmi^wi^t^mm''/'^^  mm^m^i^'- 


knocking  ilowB  of  Middlefen  Hall  will  be  a  severe 
P.  and  Fam^.  Deprecating  the  deceitful  stimula 
lag  arts,  interest  commands  to  mention,—- desira 
estate  and  eligible  investment — and  sole  reason  fcr 
proprietor  going  to  the  continent  Example  sugges 
good  country  for  hunting  for  fox-hounds — and  a 
extensive  to  put  in  a  newspaper.  Circumstances  be 
awkward  by  the  untoward  event  of  the  running 
cattle,  d^c,  it  will  be  best  to  say— «<  The  Stock  to  I 
stands  ;^ — and  an  additional  favor  will  be  poHtely  c( 
the  same  thankfully  acknowledged,  if  the  auetione 
kind  as  bring  the  next  market  town  ten  miles  nearc 
the  coach  and  the  wagon  once  a  day  past  the  door, 
requesting  early  attention  to  the  above,  and  with  s 

R.  FvGi 

P.  S.  Richard  is  just  come  to  hand  dripping  and 
of  the  Nene,  and  the  two  apprentices  all  but  drowne 
in  saving  him.  Hence  occurs  to  add,  fishing  opportu 
the  desirable  items. 


To  caleh  Bmnm'B  Ummt¥mm  t 
For  a  iHimiog  tlioiq|lit  WM  on  Ml  teeMT* 

And  hk  botooi  01  at  mm  : 
So  he  leaned  bk  liead  on  kie  iiaiidib  and  md 

The  book  between  hk  I 


Nor  ever  glaneed  arfde ; 
For  the  peaoe  of  hk  eoiil  he  read  thai  book, 

In  the  golden  eventide  t 
Muoh  itudy  had  made  hkn  very  lean 

And  paleaadi 


At  last  he  ahut  tbc^  ] 

With  a  faet  aiyd  ibrad  j 
He  etraiaed.tha  Aiekjr  i 

And  fixed  the  brasMi  haepf 
<<  0  God !  oould  I  so  oloee  mj  mind. 

And  okqp it  widi jkolaii^'! 


Then  leaping  €^  hk  ^  uprlgbli 
Some  moody  tarne  bii  ^ofci-*  . 

Now  up  the  mefidi  then  dewa  4pi 
And  pait  a  shad  j  nooli-^ ,  . 

And,  k> !  he  saw  a  little  bojr 
That  poied  upon  a  book.  , 


<<  My  genUe  lad,  whi^t  k  t  yen  J 

Romance,  or  &iry  fiU^e  I    , 
Or  k  it  some  histoisv)  fage^ 

Of  kings  and  crowns  iiQstiMk  I?. ...    ;, 
The  young  boy  gare  an  upwatd  glanee 

« It  k  the  Death 4>fAbel-'' ,  .. 


•        TheiMhtfrttxikaiil 

fix  has^  Strides  beyond  tfie 


orioM^  *ik»  0dt  t 

Or  Ittffld  Mht  ^  gj^ifip  ^liiijll^^ 


0yiA  iymi4^%i«i,t|M.«flpl^ 
AaiiMrlkt  fiMly  hind  wiU  pobn 

Aha  jMitlteAliiab  Heik  Girf4 


<<  Nothing  But  UMMf  I 
Tluitooiil#«nl«Awtlt; 

And  yet  I  iU^  MM  tllllMI'Mli^ 
For  lying  there  ao  etill ; 

Theie  wa^  A  liitftbkMf  k  Ml^lMI^ 
That  murder  «iiiiliMflttl 


"<  And  lo !  the  uninMli^  il^ 
Seemed  HI  irttl  j^itfylhtti^^ 

Ten  thonaani  AmUmA  MMtfU  ^JW 
Were  lookiiw  down  in  Uame ; 

And  oaUed  apdil  Idr  ttilMF 

"OhGod!  iiibiMiM^Mfc#l»1M» 

Suoh  aeiM  iHfttll  ttolMn ! 
But  when  I  touched  the  WbM*  ^kif^ ' 

The  blood  guahed  out  amain! 

waa  aouiUMHgiH  nyonvx 

My  head  wiia  l^«b  tvtalleMl/ 

Mylto4i€l«iiialidlee|      < 
My  wretched,  wretcUl^lOtff'I  iM#»' 

Waa  at  the  DeTil'a  prioe ; 
A  dogen  ttowrl  giaiiMi  <i»Jen|t^  ?. 

Had  never  gfoaa'AlRittwieel     ^   v  a 

<<  And  now  «Wi^*ttMMl  ifMW^rifel^ '  ^ 


Iheaida^ 


wMiUil|%iMi*il|iM4i>  ^ 


.;  i ;/ 


I  ciMitd  nqf  Udody  btiidiy 


'Oh  kMiwI<lNHiifear^«iil»«il% 


]  «Mii  t»t  dMU*  in  «hiUfaii  pmyar, 


BMogerandi 

Did  that  tamptatkwi  o^ftf-r 
Still  urging  DM  l»|D|faii||ifiroTfi  >fiji  i>>,)  ? 

The  dead  maaiaMaliwtil  *I  i^ .   ^^A 


«<H0MrilyImei 

At  li|^t  WM  Ullw^Ef^  . 
And  sought  thaUa^rj 

With  a  wild  miijpf  i^g  vye^ 
Aad if  MW ifta dMidtelha riv^ Wl»  ir     T 

For  the  fidthlenatftf|uli<«ria4rfl   I   A 
'   .-  -^^   .-.  ^     ''-•'.  T  ••..^ 
<<  Merrily  roi9th#laik,WdMi^^  V  [.. 

The  dew^liop  freni  lie  wtafj      - 
But  I  nerer  maikedi  fa«loiiiiB«Jigii^.rr 

I  never  heard  it  eiog : 
For  I  was  aiiKiiiing  eaoe  alpiia  *  ^  ^  ^^^ 

Under  the  horrid  liiiiit*  A 


«  With  hreathlMi  ipM4  Hke  a>mri  in 

I  took  him  11^  and  kaac     ^ 
There  was  no  time  to  dig  a*  gitTO '  i  W. .  V 

Before  the  day  began ! 
In  a  hmetome  wood  wltb?bBa|»  irfJoitfiy 

I  hidthemttrdsKedaBtal  .      i/. 


^AndaUthatdaylieadittoilioi^' ?    T 
But  my  lailfttghtwal  ortisrwfa^ta ;    : 

As  soon  as  the  mtd^y  leak' was  4ttM^W 
In  seoret  I  was  theio: 

And  a  mighty  wind  imd^sawyt  Hs'  Jajsis^^ '« 
And  stUl  the  oofse  Vfwlimf  >   '    ^- 1 
■■  I';. '  •.    .^i  •..(.: !;/«'?; 

»Thfln  down  leisriiiifiMi  wyijiiMIt  i<^r 

9m  ItoMr  aqriiilil1IWfc«iMM|Mihim^     '' 


^^ 


##PMBiUtA]L 


imAiirWfMp;'       ' 
liitfManadMMHdatpI 


*•  8»  wflb  Ae  fiofM  »vwgiiig  iprito 

And  tidUbii  d^im  11^  iloMi^ 
Aad  jMUi  kft?»  loMd  MPkb  lletb^ 

'.';  !!^^lgx^'^-     ^^'J^^'  ^^T       ^^^#    »^^^^  , 

mi^iU  ley  Uekad  np  amr  wv 


fr. 


>   u 


r'*Tv.*\   i  *!  .- JHr/  o^  ' 


hrA 


•v 


She  did  not  iMga  it  «■  ■oma  Mnoot  Iqr  down  dMir  ««ijlf 


All  at  oooa  Mim  1 

did  Dot  iwga  tt  M  wwia  Mnoot  ugr  <iof« 
the  AilLbodied  haOtf  mmAMamigm^m^ 
a  ily.and  then  into  a  aeddg>elwl».  »•  Jlt'^il  dh^ 
artistically,  Uke  omiMii  UmthM  iiiMiailm  ipfca  i^ 
whiteybrown,  brown,  darll4iflrti,  iM  v^  ^^^^ 
Sbe  left  it  oT,  aeeae  iii|ll  leaM-  4t  iirilUiy «oli^4e  lif) 
houee,  or  on  a  slide,  or  9tt^f/Mb  wMi  sflMMirM  to  %] 
m  to  eay,  dapdath,  aU  at  once,  witboot  a  momeBl'a  WM^ 
ShB  gave  it  upitasfieik  appi^piibtrif  ^ip  thet^^  If^ 

it,--4M  Corporal  Trim  lei  MUilMtr^-dahi.  ll1liidriiod,il 
French  8ay,foe^MM|.  FieM|fa»«Oifcdl  MeviiliMll  t«i| 
an  ounce  of  sugar,  to  use  Mlai  MotbUAg  e^»«i^nMi%^ 
•« darkened  her  doowk*^  IT 

The  truth  was  she  had  bieHfiieiBm^  tkf  AiyvbdBre  it  aft  J 
Slavery  Meeting ;  and  had  listened  to  a  lectfoxiiv  ^^Mi^ 
who  had  drawn  herswieel  isolkr  mot  aa}  hraMh^  eiirtf  kr| 
Thenceforth  sugar,  or  ai  she  caKM  il  ^dbi^nasin^  wT 
white,  or  lm>wa^i|i  bsr sgre%  taH  wd^MeoiMil  i  esi  Jtomij^ 
U>  indulge  in  whnb  would  ( 
praoUcal  Cannibal.  JMcntintlgri  aha^JMNli'lii 
influence  of  moist  eyes  i 


article  diould  never  more  enter  her  lips  or  Jhar  1 
pretQr  parody  of  the  &mous  Berlin  deoiee  afsinai 
produce  was  rigidly  enforced.    However 
nance  the  practice  of  the  Slave  Owmurs^j 
ika  waa  readivad  for  her  own  piun»  diat  '<Mi 

I  dnsu  dha  oook  asl  hnnan  matin  j 


«f  Iter 


tfri^'te  V'il'oJFiblMee,  MMiMHMl  tV-'iai 
l>iiii^#UitfcHfcjiuw<iBrty.|iiy,'<irt<t'to  b«ilM> 

I ilMWVSmNIK mM •MOB  gvfSBRlpi*     mnr *VW 

i«»yfl:ttiMiriiiiF<w4i«i 

rWnhlMHM'li  MIlBllOw^mMI^  Hi 


mHiHIi 


^immiiiiki 


llfEl 


10  PROSE  AND  VERSB.  ^ 


■elf-denialy  they  laughed  at  it ;  and  one  wicked  wag  even 
pared  her,  in  allusion  to  her  acerbity  and  her  privation,  to  a 
oraby  without  the  nippers.  She  persevered  notwithstanding  in 
her  system  ;  and  to  the  constancy  of  a  martyr  added  something 
of  the  wilfulness  of  a  bigot : — ^indeed,  it  was  hinted  by  patrons 
and  patronesses  of  white  charities,  that  European  objects  had 
not  their  fair  share  in  her  benevolence.  She  was  pre-eminently 
the  friend  of  the  blacks.  Howbeit,  for  all  her  sacrifices,  not  a 
lash  was  averted  from  their  sable  backs.  She  had  raised  dis- 
content in  the  kitchen,  she  had  disgusted  her  acquaintance,  sick- 
ened  her  friends,  and  given  her  own  dear  little  nephews  the 
stomach-ache,  without  saving  Quashy  from  one  cut  of  the  driver's 
whip,  or  diverting  a  single  kick  from  the  shins  of  Sambo.  Her 
grocer  complained  loudly  of  being  called  a  dealer  in  human 
gore,  yet  not  one  hogshead  the  less  was  imported  from  the  Plant- 
ations. By  an  error  common  to  all  her  class  she  mistook  a 
negative  for  a  positive  principle ;  and  persuaded  herself  that  by 
not  preserving  damsons,  she  preserved  the  Niggers ;  that  by  noi 
sweetening  her  own  cup,  she  was  dulcifying  the  lot  of  all  her  sable 
brethren  in  bondage.  She  persevered  accordingly  in  setting  her 
face  against  sugar  instead  of  slavery ;  against  the  plant,  instead 
of  the  planter ;  and  had  actually  abstained  for  six  months  from 
the  forbidden  article,  when  a  circumstance  occurred  that  zoUsed 
her  sympathies  into  more  active  exertions.  It  pleased  an  Amer- 
ican  lady  to  import  with  her  a  black  female  servant,  whom  she 
rather  abruptly  dismissed,  on  her  arrival  in  England.  The  case 
was  considered  by  the  Hampshire  Telegraph  of  that  day,  as  one 
of  GREAT  HARDSHIP ;  the  paragraph  went  the  round  of  the  papers 
— and  in  due  time  attracted  the  notice  of  Miss  Morbid,  it  was 
precisely  addressed  to  her  sensibilities,  and  there  was  a  "  Try 
Warren  "  tone  about  it,  that  proved  irresistible.  She  read — and 
wrote, — and  in  the  course  of  one  little  week,  her  domestic  es- 
tablishment was  maliciously  but  truly  described  as  consisting  of 
"  two  white  Slaves  and  a  black  Companion." 

The  adopted  prot^g^e  was,  in  reality,  a  strapping  clumsy 
Negress,  as  ugly  as  sin,  and  with  no  other  merit  than  that  of 
being  of  the  same  color  as  the  crow.  She  was  artful,  sullen, 
gluttonous,  and,  above  all,  so  intolerably  indolent,  that  if  she 
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PROSE  AND  TBK3II. 


Migbl  hky  knookod  htr  dowA  with  a  feaiher !    She  diclMl  knMr  ^ 
ii4fth«r  8W  ilopd  cro  her  head  et  her  heeU.    She  wm  leolai  IP  , 
aha  4p«t  i  luvi  her  bair»  if  it  had  heea  her  ewa»  would  haie 
Mod  upright  up««  her  head !    There  wae  oo  deubt  in  the  oMi.  ^ 
■ha  aaw  the  transfer  of  a  periion  ef  her  ewn  bank-afcodL,  tnm  I  ^ 
her  eaentoife  into  the  right-hand  pockel  ef  her  prot%6o    wkm  ^^' 
heard  it  ehiak  ee  it  dropjped  downwards,— <ehe  was  pstoified  S««^  , '^ 
dMih-foaaded  !--4hunder.bolted  t^^  annilUated !"    She  wae  i»  '  j" 
while  aa  a  sheet,  but  she  felt  as  if  all  the  blacks  kk  ikm  woiW  ^ 
had  juet  blewtt  in  her  &ce. 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  rush  upon  the  robber,  and  insist  en 
lesiimtiiin  her  seoond  was  to  sit  down  and  weep, — and  her  third  ,^ I' 
was  lo  talh.  The  opening,  as  usual,  was  a  mere  toneni  of  ^ ' 
^laonlatiens  intermixjed  with  Tituperatiou-^u^  slie  gradually 
feH  into  a  Woture  with  many  heads.  First,  she  deaerihed  all 
she  had  done  &r  the  Bkoks,  and  then,  alas !  all  that  th»  BYmcka 
had  deae  ibr  her.  Next  she  insisted  on  the  enormity  of  the 
esissa,  and,  anon,  ^e  enlarged  on  the  natura  of  its  punlshmeBt. 
h  was  here  that  she  was  most  eloquent.  She  traced  the  courv 
e#  honan  jusliee,  from  detection  to  eonvictkm,  and  theooa  lo 
eMOtttbn,  liberally  throwing  disseotktt  into  the  bargaia :  and 
then  descending  with  Dante  into  the  unmentionable  legiona,  she 
pafailsd  its  terrors  and  tortures  with  all  the  eircumstantial  fidelity 
that  eartaia  rery  Old  Masters  have  displayed  oa  the  same 
sahjeol. 

^  And  BOW,  you  black  wretch,**  die  concluded,  having  just 
glien  a  finishing  touch  to  a  p<Nrtrait  of  Satan  himself;  ^^aad 
now,  you  blaok  wretch,  I  insist  on  knowing  what  I  was  robbed 
Ibv.  CeaM,  tell  me  what  tempted  yoa !  Fm  determined  to  hear 
il  I  I  insist,  1  say,  on  knowing  what  was  to  be  done  with  the 
wages  of  iniquity ! '' 

She  insisted,  however,  in  vain.  The  black  wretch  had  seri- 
easly  incKned  her  ear  to  the  whole  lecture,  grinning  aad  blab* 
bertng  by  turns.  The  Judge  with  his  bhtck  cap,  the  Oouasel 
and  their  wigs,  the  twelve  men  in  a  box,  and  Jack  Ketch  himsrit 
*— whom  she  associated  with  that  pleasant  West  Indian  pemonage, 
John  Canoe— 4iad  amused,  nay,  tickled  her  fiuioy ;  the  press 
laem,  the  irons,  the  rope,  and  the  Ordinary,  whom  she  misteek 


muawn. 


^^^^INP%15S^V^ 


iNrfMd  htreaxkmt^f  tod  excited  her  ftue; 
vfthoQl  enj^i^reiioe  to  Obeeh,  had  eiiiiply 
her,  and  she  was  now  in  a  fit  of  the 
IpllMM^  however,  penisted  in  her  question ;  and 
^7f  perlMps^  fifom  expecting  a  new  p^ 
s^  fteah  leotnie.  She  was  determined  to  learn 
'mtMkk  IninMiH  Hit  Ig^dihf  of  insisting, 
aU,  threatening— fi>r  instance,  with  the  whc^ 
finallj  carried  her  pdnt. 
I  Bsseli  steir  weMased  the  culprit, 
at  laaMi$rv*e  pemivtisn^  •  ^^Cnss  him  mon^j  f 
I  Wli»aMM>ai  hto  Art  What  me  do  wid  him  f 
'teal  fete  As  t:  Wl^  Jbi  s«nei^  h  tuy  sugar  /" 


k 


i  {»-Sr,iJf1   iyi,',i  .^<■.  • 


I  BEMEMBEB,  I  BEMSMBEB 


I  MMMMMBMMf  I  remember, 

The  house  where  I  was  bom. 
The  little  window  where  the  son 

Came  peeping  in  at  nK>m : 
He  never  came  a  wink  too  soon. 

Nor  brought  too  long  a  day ; 
But  now,  I  often  wish  the  night 

Had  borne  my  breath  away. 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

The  roses — red  and  white ; 
The  violets  and  the  lily-cups. 

Those  flowers  made  of  light ! 
The  lilacs  where  the  robin  built. 

And  where  my  brother  set 
The  laburnum  on  his  birth-day,— 

The  tree  is  living  yet ! 

I  remember,  I  remember. 

Where  I  was  used  to  swing ; 
And  thought  the  air  must  rush  as  fresh 

To  swallows  on  the  wing : 
My  spirit  flew  in  feathers  then, 

That  is  80  heavy  now, 
And  summer  pools  could  hardly  cool 

The  fever  on  my  browl 

I  remember,  I  remember, 
The  fir  trees  dark  and  Ugli  I 
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f  IMP  to  liiink  their  dander  tope 
Wei^  doee  egaintt  the  eky : 

It  wee  e  ohildith  ignoreiioe, 
But  sow 'tie  little  joj 

Te  knewil^m  fl^r^.off  hmu  Imfwk 
Tbea  wim  1  wee  e  boy. 


.m^JmA^fi^^ 


aiftiiiiinr 


'  flit  Mr  MnriHi 


Thb  late  inimiuble  Charles  Mathew%  ia  one  of  hki 
tertainments,  used  to  tell  a  story  of  a  oertaio  inakeep^  \ 
made  it  a  rule  of  his  house,  to  allow  a  candle  to  a  giieat»  fmlfk 
oonditioD  of  his  ordering  a  pint  of  wine.    Wbei^opon  Uie  | 
Qontendsy  on  the  reciprocity  system,  fer  a  light  for  eveiy 
bottle,  and  finally  drinks' himself  into  a  general  illnminatiqi 

Something  of  the  above  principle  seems  to  have  ofataiflttdiil 
case  of  a  Portrait  and  a  Memoir,  which  in  literary  praolieel 
been  usually  dependent  on  each  other — a  likeness  and  a  1 
a  candle  and  a  pint  of  wine.    The  mere  act  of  sttthiy 
suggests  the  idea  of  hatching ;  at  least  an  author  has 
nested  in  a  pamter's  chair,  without  coming  out  afierwaids  1 
a  brood  of  Reminiscences,  and  accordingly,  no 
effigy  about  to  be  presented  to  the  Public,  than  I 
called  upon  by  my  Publisher,  with  a  finished  proof  of  I 
graving  in  one  hand,  and  a  request  for  an  account  of  i 
the  other.    He  evidently  supposed,  as  a  matter  of  oomsa^  t 
had  my  auto- biography  in  the  bottle,  and  that  the  tiflse  wae| 
lo  un-cork  and  pour  it  out  wiik  a  Head. 

To  be  candid,  no  portrait,  perhaps,  ever  stood  mm  fH^ 
of  such  an  accompaniment.     The  figuro  has  oeilsMi|| 
look  of  one  of  those  practical  jokes  whereof  the 
oftener  suspected  than  really  culpable.    It  ni%ht  pasp. 
sign  of  "The  Grave  Maurice."    The  author  of  EUn  I 
dared  that  he  once  sat  as  substitute  for  a  whole  iei^  el  j 
.Admirals,*  and  a  physiqgnoniist  might  reasonably  i 

•  Ht  ptfhtps  took  the  hiiit  fton  Dflidia,  who  la|ii  4e^ 

fhslmlfavaiUtooaglitto  bs  m  lim  In  b«M%|«|  I  ^ 


'^9mt^i^B3bMiMiS\. 


*,*wiy 


i.P^fipi^iiridM|  PanUgrttdiMi  Fit 

i  <iiit^     «qr  *ff»ftii<ling,^  in  »  Tii^^  not  ml  aU 
Vii|plif|i0Of fto  the  STftagBlfOftl  llagiunM! 
I  befg  tiJfi^  sundry  liiMt,  Me  iiovj^ 
lMil^i^9^^  1^ pip«»  Uini,  Imw  been  »tlrfbol«l  le 
Amn  He  hftTing  no  tnm  in  il  «l 
my  literary  oontemiKMrariea  who  hare 
I  Qp^  nqgr  pereonalii  faa?iB  agreetf  In  aooribing  to  me 
ttUaii  antbority  in  the  New  Monthly  Maga* 
Jm**9^  {0»v4  anti-pon4ike*looktaf  ftoh 

f^|pr%ve  %«  mmff**  and  iniatai  thBieibf% 

( j^fi^.iui4^  laiifhed  heartaj 

i«f  .  i^tpt^fl  eiiob  ail  inftreaoe,  howefiii^ 

,  J$  U  li»i4^  fii|U  of  my  fealmee,  1 4o  nil 

ijtojila  Ma.  ihat  it  iniinuatea  a  Use  HeeAft 

I  and'cdd  plaiaea>  ^ml  in  "BMliotilar  whiA 
T.^.[  ,;roi^  Mi^M  ^cinibit  ia  ibrnkm 

l^-idbni  liRiil  andloHkito.lCJkia  aatf 

r  HwL  ;ai  liitf  rflMJIii- 


.At|^-4^^p|^^^ 


pnoedart.    I  iMHnlwr  mtiag  tk ii»''-'Titii J'mtfiiiijijWi-, 
aMel,  an  iiiiftiiaM  hmA  of  Mr;  •Wa>M>«(H'it^aiy»>Wyp» 


roiyi  10  goodUMloiniht  dMkl 

ra^oodMioe  feoendy  piiUitbed  wAl  fcfc»»  jtmit^mmjii^^ 

was  really  a  aeTioiia  dianotor.    A  memebf  XlmUt^ 

tbe  likelieit  thing  to  Qoii?tiiee  ^  ivturM  tlMt  ii^F  .  , 

aUuded  to,  is  aotuallj  Boofnmmv   tdbiimftir#w.,-^  . 

ckaplers  woidd  soffioe  to  clawr  up  Ae  mysleiryi  %y  p^^fiitMW^  \ 

my  &oe  is  only  ansiPsriiig  in  the  afinnatif^  tie  Miid|^  %^ 

^quiry  of  the  Poet  of  all  dfolee— <<  Has  soonraur  ttqr  yi|iHi|^  < 

\hadedr-Hind  telling  the  hoiieet  truth  of  one  of 

oonstitutioDs  which,  aooording  to  Hndibra^ 

«< M  if  intended 

For  nothing  ebe  but  to  be  mended.* 

To  confess  the  truth,  my  Tanity  pricked  lip  its  ears  m  Mm 
the  proposition  of  my  publidier.  There  is 'somethin§irsBril|p  III* 
tering  in  the  idea  of  appropriating  the  hatfof  a  faiMrW  * 
century,  mixing  it  up  with  your  personal  ezpeiieiioei  iili  iW 
serving  it  out  as  your  own  Life  am!  Times.  On  oasliii| ii'^ 
'  spective  glance  however  across  Memory'e  waste,  it  kpfMiHK'i» 
literally  a  waste,  that  vanity  herself  shrank  from  the. 
act,  as  an  unpromising  speculation.  Had. I  fimasi 
some  five-and-thirty  years  ago,  that  such  a  deoaidi 
made  upon  me,  I  might  have  laid  myself  out  6n  piii 
Watts  recoramoids,  so  as  ''to  give  of  every  day  s^A 
count  at  last.''  I  would  have  lived  like  a  ~ 
and  made  my  life  a  long  dress  rehearsal  df  the  fMite 
I  would  have  cultivated  incideofti^pottreerv&r',^ 
adventures,  and  illustrated  my  ianeiiwry.like  Iti^^iS 
Ifant  series  of  TaUeaux.  Theeailieroreq^SefiHl''"^ 
have  been  more  Wonder  Phenomenon  OaiM'iM^ 
and  have  been  timed  to  a  more  Quiok8av# 
tirairctlled ;  in  shoit,  ray  Life,  aoocfdieK  Id^l 
ttiw,eimld  have  been  •'fully  eqiiil  ii^mfiM'^ 
in  tbe  absence  <tf  such  a  Scottish 


>,|y|C 


tlMt 


dMoM 


Miwer  ihiit  k  Mblii  go  teto 

1^  toiiHjr  htlkm  tim  1  «oii]d  oompMi  mgr  own 

:«f  liMi  «ftlMa80imet;  'MoiMgoBKnjri 

litfi»|ptMilflV|Mijrtt>f  it,  in  Msitift^  pwin 

^iitfM'  bill  ift  )»ote^  nobody '«nild  ov^  moko 

» Mr.  Oeoigo  Bobim.    The  Ures  of  Utors. 

{PiPllllllybtfrta  of  lateuMtt  ond  iidiie»  instead  at 

uio  tbo  goaenl  nde,  wonM  beor  the  op|^ 

l^^iOfde  of  Sr  Walter  Soott,  moeh  better 

roitbiiriliM6ioii8«iithor.    ''There  is  no  nM 

^tli  itt  io  HtofOtnre,  w^  oMty  Hoc  hare  more  fo  tell  o(f  Me 

'^  ^    ll  havo. ,  i  have  Mumoiiiited  no  diffiooltiae  either 

^Mf  haf^  I  been  fitvored  bj  aay  partiodar 

Uh  has  beeftae  void  of  iiioideiiti  <tf  inpor. 

fcaiie-gliiMier---^8tofy!  blees  yoo, 

^«la/^" 

r  eo  hiunlde  that,  like  John  Jkiiie%  I 

t  mf  layoto  lay  the  oloth,  and  tooonrt 

^  MUiie  time ;  nor  yet  eo  lefty,  itety 

k^if^M^$tiiti,l  ooald  not  write  withont  letthig 

itbongh  on  the  one.  has*  I 

^iipee,  with  Blnoher;  yet»  on  the  olhei^  1 

riH  the  Open  4ir  flolHol,  like  the  FM 

f0§^§bit  imMmii^  €i  importanoe,  I  remember 

i  tot  a  ebWer,  whioh  was  a  hoax,  and 

^  fivfaig  a  oastiiq^  yote  on  a  great  paro- 

I  haTo  nofor  been  ofen 

hi  hive.    The  stream  of  time  hae 

Uke  thai  of  the  New  Biter,  wUoh 

rfliae  lomaaoe  abo«t%  tihat  He  fisnd 

hnfMe.    Myownsloiyttsnttepoe- 


m 


€ 


-»-«yiii»iwr^ll<ilii/«i'iWll'iil^lii-tiM» ' 

•MPfii  or  oontiig  oMqMCBifWy  iiwi||  oVfHMs^mm^  Msspvi 
iv  meks,  ikadng  «ir  ttiMthi,  4MMri^^^iA#^l^ 
eMMBtfidiM,  wUoh  1Mm»«  wMiA  '-iddhy^  Iwiiii' '  ^^ttrtliii 
booUes,  and  bratei,  to  at  bitef  MBfct«|<ijftb<temi^^ 
■kie.    And,  in  tim  abMOoe  of  Aita  ailbKtfin^  t  itt 
dBioknt  in  anj  gpirhaRl  prifteiirioitf.    Ilig^lMft^ilitwdrita 
eiperienoes  wli&oli  render  IIm  ttm  of  ialpttliiigki*^  ]F«i  Ik  «^ 
tdoo8»  wortli  tiieir  own  weight  in  {Mifir  and  fMi%'  aid  tte^ 
qaendj  niy  peraonal  hietoly/ae  a  Trmdt,  librfi  1^ 
the  Pilgrifn'e  Progress  withont  die  @iaM%  Hill  lAMJIti  HI4fr 
grand  single  oombet  with  the  DeTi^.  •  ^  -4  *  ^^Ad* 

To  oonolade,  my  Ufe,— <<tipon  inr1!re/'--4i  i(«^iM»'|(^ 
er  taking.  The  piineipal  just  eafiioee  fiir'oie  toiMnl|hi^^ 
of  course,  would  afford  Utde  interest  to  any  mb^^brnt'^^ifitllk 
1  ha¥e  a  bad  memory;  and  a  personal  Mstoiy 
be  but  a  middling  one,  of  which  I  have  fotgomm 
and  cannot  foresee  the  efld.  I  nnnit,  tbnrdbl«, 
dine  givhig  my  Hfe  to  the  world-«t  l«MttfB  l%tm§mim 
it— but  to  soften  the  refusal,  I  am  willing,  isMill  dr«'^M«iik 
character  of  myself,  to  set  dkmn  all  Oat  i  nan  mdt  tmMr 
authors,  and,  aooordiogiy,the  ne«t  number  will  jjosiili  iliJiW 


instalment  of 


nr  annunt 
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-H^i^g-^a.. 


rn^HA  •^'< 
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ki<i£jii»i4eiiieBfi. 
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ptrle 


<  1    ! 


i^ilMr.  "TM'idMbl  fa  qa«Mlba  UmaM- 
tlirif^TiiiiM^leb,  UUtte  fhM6  ifiii  m 

BMnerl  SIKI  •eOOOuijr)  ueOtLuKif  uKHfioU* 

'  iK«#VM«iiath«  of 'Lotrfdi^  W  (jraUft* 

>''OnMhttifi  tSrwifibbj^,  tif 'ail  ■  j^ 

^^^  mmBa  oi  nip  wwnuf  A juim 

till  omsentn  idb  w uiiu  ■  ] 


<'*^^*ll*f^^ 


K'^i-- 


lip  mj  Uvery ;  and  mfoOMj  as  Cot»mn^mk0l9^^ 
appears  ts  be  oonfioed  to  no  paitiesdar  ]iMA)ilym«istt[^ 
Sir  Walter  Soott  lias  glYen  a  spleniii  instanea^ll  hm^^^ 
dian,  who  prayed  to  the  Lord  to  Uess  Us  ovy  flMr  il^^»^ 
fergetting  the  neiglboring  Maadiii  (^^mi^i&mi«» 
roost  reoent  example  of  the  style  I  have  met  viAb  wmMi» 
Memoirs  of  Sir  William  Knighloo,  being  an  aooooni  of  #safidt 
and  suflferings  during  a  passage  aorosi  the  Irish  Chswisi  by  *^lto 
First  Gentleman  in  Biuope.'' 

Having  alluded  to  my  first  stqw  on  the  UMmjfJhmfim*^ 
may  not  be  amiss  in  this  plaoe  to  oorreot  aa  aaiMlj(p^<imf 
biog;rapher  in  the  Book  of  Gems,  who  states^  thatni|r.sdii»ilrwi 
was  finished  at  a  odrtain  suburban  aoademy.   .lBj|ii,|iimt 
worldy  where  we  proverl^ally  live  and  learot  wif  ipnpliisrf 
leave  off  school,  but  our  eduoation  only  tenniBat^  JijBh  Jfc 
itself.    But  even  in  a  more  limited  sense,  instep4  9(.mf,Jli/^ 
tion  being  finished,  my  own  impression  is,  that  it  newt^fp^psdi 
as  progressed  towards  so  desirable  a  oonsummation  ft  ijy  jpb 
establishment,  although  much  invaluaUe  tifne  WM  s|Mii^a|IM0 
of  those  institutions  wliere  young  gentlemen  aro  Utes^I^besifllsdy 
lodged,  and  done  for.    My  very  first  essay  was  alrOnajpC  ils» 
places  improperly  called  sesii-naries,  beoause  they  4»  pol^iilf 
teach  anything ;  the  principals  being  probaUy  awaiw4l|Sl>lh» 
little  boys  are  as  often  ocmsigned  to  them  to  he;^ViptiiC#«MiNr^s 
way,"  as  for  anything  else.    Acoordingly,  mj  iwyinajj  ppppnli 
but  a  very  dim  image  of  a  pedagogical  powdeieA  Jjiii  j^ji|t<ir 
a  more  vivid  group  of  femalee  of  a  composite  vkm$9it^fl$\.il9 
nurse,  part  housemaid,  and  part  gov(Mmss%   >  widi  #  ipiWljily 
figure  in  the  back.ground,  very  like  Mrs*  &«,  allff 
senting,  as  Milton  says,  **  our  universal  mpdi^.''^. 
no  glimpse  of  Minerva.    Of  thoee  pleasant 
early  schooldays,  of  whbh  so  muoh  haa  jhfMfiq^.faW 
there  is  litde  amongst  my  letiospeotieps,  If i Willie  jjj^ 
■me  sports  which,  like  charity,  might  ^m%1m^mMif*l^^ 
h>}<p(S,  without  the  drawbacks  of  sundiystrniri(Sbni|l>> 


4M  immp  mkM^ioom^  to  flir  ilWll^g 
•}'«adf«rte|Mi  I>€fm  ai5r  AmM 
tiMir  HMNiMoiiiNM  wilki^  or  i 
46  tli#  MMnga  of  lhot§  tooger  < 
iiiMN«4|Mifir0rooinp«aM  iMd  |»] 
iif«li']iiir  iirfloi^/  No¥8itiM»lMii,I  j«CMOidli 
h1llr>  MoMfional  tkfb  of  growB-ap  em-mtmitmm 
^fXtlik  a  fluttor  of  gtalitiidA  and  Muibttitfvt 
whoio  tnioy  mm  mob  ottiodf  mm  bdimpi 
li^jpdi  ami  bKmoloii»«]kUtnMlod,  «M  Uool^ 
~  Olid  Miod/afid  fitt6d,~wli«ro  tiitr  kid 
I  tbo  tfiiinqpoy  aad  batii  ofortnritofdriiid 
I  by  way  of  olimaz,  lentliniwitaHy  aAv* 
td^  tetr  footed  prooepmr,  widi  an 

iito  I'to  m?kit  Moh  a  hawt  of  ay  jomk, 

giOiUil  pkatttfOy  oat  of  nmro  ffiq[aff#to 

ti  fad  Pmpoot  Hoiuo  tuned  kiloa  Fkbr 

Ihofliq^grooDd  oonToited  to  a  bleaeli. 

Mm^id1b§qmtaioa.   la  tkewayoftoani^ 

in  OKOkasgo  fer  nqr  knife  and  Mk^  and 

Mr  lAllnirMMral  knowing  Ae  Latin  lbfpite» 

i^yiaftiipwttdaionnbeUefo  again,thi«a 

M^one  hi  two  with  a  lanor. 
^iif'llfnofow  wonM  eay,  tke  Athenkn^t  the 
liieir  Pomidbf^  giiiteA% 

fhmMlidfwmiwtimf^  wem  enlhpnAn^ 
Ulili^nftttdy  woidd  the  iOTgo|^ilnin  jntwnilr^ia 


nawjinyiDjet  ovarth^'l 


u 


It 

M     |ii|l»niUliMpiii 

the  F^m  Mdidimii  tylluii  iW»|i>j|i<|i| 
\m§  mfMmg  I9  do  wiA  atkmm^  m-  i  %ifc>»^'  l|j<^^ 

liAittd  %  ■movoi&MNHi  InHMvlidm  iCi.4 

rioi 

I 

»  fiwi  the  FMioh  Mankj^aiid  I  wm  \ 
(dorifig  the  vMMiti<)Mi)  in  ih»*qwlkkim  oT  fil«jMi 
aHtr,!lo  bofe  all  my  f«Pai4^i  felmtkm^  fiiMia%  <iiti  uprt 
tajr  a  pedtatifMa  viendiiig  of  thaiff  "cakedqif «"  .#91^^' 
«m  teua  of  toy  ooqiiimneiita;  boiogg  pnkMf9>mi^M 
it  I  riMuld  iMTo  learned  M  «  Cbaiit]r  &»bMl,  ijritti  Itailli 
of  the  jMuroohial  aooompUehiMiil  of  iMdlowog^eml  4iii|^ 
»dm. .  ,.'..,.,  ,,*^^,,, 

I  have  entered  into  lheae^|MBonal  itmikh  lhoi^,fei 
rather  to  illiterate  than  to  Hteiai^  reminiM)eiioe%  fOftlf 4 
the  taportaat  tnbjeot  of  Bduoation  ,faaa  heeono  of  ftomk 
tereit,  «ad  partly  to  himtbal^a  vrit^r  «v^  oAenmeoAilili 
what  he  taya  in  jeet.  One  of  ny  naden  at  lendlhlfigi 
otedit  fer  a  aerioas  pnrpoeo.  A  eohoekriaaler  ealtol».  ddw 
▼aoatimi,  on  the  fa^r  of  one  of  hie  piipila,«ad  In  naefiK 
announoemttit  of  the  re4)pening  of  hie  eiitahlt»homiV;i 
formed  that  the  young  gentleman  waa  adt  to  reMfn.  I0 1| 
demy.  ^  The  worthy  parmt  deekied  that  he  had  mfA^lhi 
naby  Correspondence,''  in  the  Gomio  Annual,  lUMllMid  K 
hhimind.  **Bat, my  dear Sir^^expaetuhrtedlh^f ijhgn^n 
oaimot  heeerbue;  irhjthn  rnmin  ftnnail  ji  nnthije^Mfi 
fidlofjokear  '' Ye8,yea,''jnetumedthelatheiV!Vb«fcilltol 
into  m  few  of  your  trioks.  I  heliOYe  Mrw  Hoed.  Jiteai 
odmingagainP  ^^iut^ 

And  now,  it  may  be  vaaionab^askedi,  ivtene  I  did^]«M 
thii^f  if  not  at  these  establishments,  which  promisaiBi 
KadwMge— «Ktras  indnded'  ■  and  jrel  finaensfrntih^j  f 
m  vary  ftw  Admifafate  GrfoklDoal*  It  nini^f^^ 
el||eotad^  that  I  did  not  dnigr  afiS  »|Mlfflif  Miii^«i|M 


*«•,  «•■  ir-*|  ■ 


rjii".i.'i     » ' 


(Iflfttid/tiiil  rilhif  Tnw  ■iirffaiiM  yiirtiiX  m 

^ciiiD|Milivsljr  •!  »  very  humble  oidiMN*^ 

Mtthei»>-iii4KNiii  MB^ 

I  «boitv  withottt  ] 


ji^Nlieyiit  Ml  ValoBf  wilii^  » 
iH^pif  Ohi^  ipifpieoBl 

^fsy  'Anbarf  •and  JI17  dhto; 
li^MttM^F«i  «9  WiMfwIiDoAeva^ 
IdMT  iUHoMf  ^v^  «kMl7;«roimd^iwiV«o 
':ripi>ii^#il»'<rM.  to  kaop  her  f^nif  mmt 

piffidnciiimrijr  jhrithrii  Un  eAsM^ 

tMifairofaliiimiMiM  «w 
Igr  «<daMif«d  MhWi^w  Iw 


Ii9  alteoaU  to  llM  inlMMiof  lii 
hM^  Mglaoted  Mi  ^m.  J  liida4|i^Ji»Jii| 
•ytowi>1i,  the  mod^m,m9My itmiitff  ' 
gooAf  homsty  Btrncrt,  oUmi  f^odMngiN 
kola  leaniad  odoi  with  wlwai taadUog 
wiio  htd  a  proper  seme  oilbadign^f 
iog,  and  was  .oonteiit  t6  fiad  a  maoi  pcNftiba  ^  him: 
honorable  profieieDCjr  of  his  diioiplM.  BimiII  as.  fM 
lege,  its  naoimpal  maintaiiied  his  jtateb  «b4  wiAem| 
obTered.  His  cap  was  of  iuied'  TelTel^  <of  hiaokt  ,4Nr 
purple,  or  sad  green,  or  as  it  seemed,  of  a))  logeikif^j 
sMMmce  of  brown.  Hk  robe,  of  oriswoa  daoiask,  Uiii||, 
'  national  tartan.  A  quaint,  oarved,  high*backed,  elboffecl 
looking  like  an  imigri^  finom  a  set  that  had  been  a| iMii/pii^ 
aristoeratical  drawing-room,  under  the  atmm  rfgim^Jirni^ 
Professional  Chair,  whioh,  with  his  dedt,  was  appn;ip»Ms^|y 
▼atedon  a  dais,  some  inches  abo?e  the  oomraon  flM%  CMp|fll 
tooral  and  material  eminenoe,  he  cast  a  vigilant  jsl  h^l^j^ 
over  some  dozen  of  youngsters;  for  advemiqr,  JbMjfm^^* 
habits  of  authority,  had  not  soured  him,  or  minted  a  it^»f|jp 
of  bile  with  the  peculiar  red-streak  oQmplejdoB|Sa0e«q|^|^ 
the  healthier  natives  of  the  North.  On  one  ioUtafy  y^iMlh 
within  my  memory,  was  he  seriously,  yet  chai»clMislieal|y^ 
composed,  and  that  was  by  his  own  daughter,  whom  h^  fjCMlil 
of  **  forgetting  all  regard  for  common  decorum j''  JmM«Hpi|,j|lt 
getting  that  he  was  a  Dominie  ae  well  as  aPaieatfSlio  h»ijt'.i|ip: 
lessly  addressed  him  in  public  as  '*  Father,"  iastM  pf  H||(ii^ 
The  mere  provoking  contrariety  of  a  dunce  Jieveralir^i^b 
spleen,  but  rather  spurred  has  endeavor,  in  apite  of  Aaaidhiil^lfi 
make  Nihil  fit  for  anything.  He  loved  teaehiag  Imt 
sake ;  his  kill-horse  happened  to  be  Us  hobhf ;  mA 
if  he  had  met  with  a  penniless  boy  on  the  foad  to 
would  have  given  him  a  lift,  like  the  ohacitfldajyi 
Dick  Whittington— for  love.  I  recall,  theiei^ 
the  cheerfid  alacrity  with  which  I  used  to  #8^119  ^  ...  .^ 
teson,  constant^  femwamed-^fer  eveiy  tiiii  ifhnA^ 
Mietock Joke-^-wi  to **mnAimmf  ^mmill^^ 
PMHi^  pai  to  lake  an  intofest  la  jeanrii«  ^wlMiiha^MM 
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ID  interested  in  teaching ;  and  in  a  few  months  my  education 

pngreaaed  infinitely  farther  than  it  had  done  in  as  many  years 

onder  the  listless   superintendance  of  B.  A.,  and  LL.  D.  and 

isflistants.     I  picked  up  same  Latin,  was  a  tolerable  English 

Grammarian,  and  so  good  a  French  scholar,  that  I  earned  a  few 

guineas — my  first  literary  fee — by  revising  a  new  edition  of 

''Paul  at  Yirginie"  for  the  press.     Moreover,  as  an  accountant, 

I  could  work  a  summum  bonum — ^i.  e.,  a  good  sum. 

In  the  meantime, — so  generally  unfortunate  is  the  courtship  of 
that  bashful  undertoned  wooer.  Modest  Merit,  to  that  loud,  brazen 
masculine,  worldly  heiress,  Success — the  school  did  not  prosper. 
The  number  of  scholars  diminished  rather  than  increased.     At 
least  DO  new  boys  came — but  one  fine  morning,  about   nine 
o'clock,  a  great  *'  she  gal,"  of  fifleen  or  sixteen,  but  so  remarka- 
bly well  grown  that  she  might  have  been  "  any  of  our  mothers," 
made  her  unexpected  appearance  with  bag  and  books.     The 
sensation  that  she  excited  is  not  to  be  described !   The  apparition 
of  a  Governess,  with  a  Proclamation  of  a  Gynecocracy,  could  not 
have  been  more  astounding !     Of  course  SHE  instantly  formed 
a  class;  and  had  any  form  SHE  might. prefer  to  herself: — ^the 
most  of  us  being  just  old  enough  to  resent  what  was  considered 
sis  an  affront  on  the  corduroy  sex,  and  just  young  enough  to  be 
beneath  any  gallantry  to  the  silken  one.     The  truth  was,  sub 
ro9a,  that  there  was  a  plan  for  translating  us,  and  turning  the 
unsuccessful  Boys'  School  into  a  Ladies'  Academy,  to  be  con- 
ducted by  the  Dominie's  eldest  daughter — but  it  had  been  thought 
prudent  to  be  well  on  with  the  new  set  before  being  off  with  the 
old.     A  brief  period  only  had  elapsed,  when,  lo !  a  leash  of 
female  school  Fellows — three  sisters,  like  the  Degrees  of  Com. 
parisoD  personified.  Big,  Bigger,  and  Biggest — made  their  un- 
welcome appearance,  and  threatened  to  push  us  from  our  stools. 
Xhey  were  greeted,  accordingly,  with  all  the  annoyances  that 
juvenile  malice  could  suggest.     It  is  amusing,  yet  humiliating, 
to  remember  the  nuisances  the  sex  endured  at  the  hands  of  those 
who  were   thereafter  to  honor  the  shadow  of  its  shoe-tie — to 
^Toan,  moan,  sigh,  and  sicken  for  its  smiles, — to  become  poetical, 
pnjsaical,  nonsensical,  lack-a-daisical,  and  perhaps  even  melo- 
dramatical  for  its  sake.     Numberless  were  the  dedc-quakes,  the 


k.. 


gle  in  the  aoadwie  umi>    mhii0kmt  iM  iam  aieiiudi  ittM 


W  iMfodooBd  kto  tfMl  >B^ifW^  tolwtel,  ^liM^ Mii  fit 
liftimtMry  one^  we  lilivtt  fwy  «Mi|ImA  «bit«rltf  ^^f^ 
fiiggiag^  Ae  iMk^mrl^'tiid  the  j^odnMlofii^    Ml^) 
toaklng  vp  lo  expeet^  and  tb#  mum  9ll»Mtrhthli^ 
to  >l»pe  for  in  the  Grnid  ltoMif.r      "  .\.t  *    '' 

In  brie^  a  €ri«id  df  tlMf  fMiOf  liMlk^f  liMi  i%i 
pofepoted  to  kntitto  nv  fa»  tteee  pH^eetaMe  liiiei^M^iaiH  I 
whioh  MinUad  Sir  ThottM  GmIHM  H^  giH  iiT  |Mi 
mA  Kke  cnotlier  Pttflk  (MaldMooe^  I  ftiiAtlh^^ 
a  emmting-hoow  flIoeli.wlMi  Mh^ertiNleM  IterMd  ifti 
fee  a  Pagasoiyoo  llired  l«gi»  (^ef)r  IbM;  t^dMi^pthiJi 
eraipondee.  fecoHMMrelalmattefi^  AeortylWy^ 
an  tny  meiMry  » the  9vk^  that  when  aahip'a  ^jsMnt  HI 
aagel  oome  la  laoeiiw  tiidlt  L.  8^  I>.,  yMtaiaM^itk 
P.Y.C.  '■■"-  ■''-' 


k 


'^ 


'■'''i^mmamtk^"' 

^ 

i::Jslk*i^^-^ 

^k«iM  i»«**^'-^  -  ^       •-"  '   *     ^  •■    ■ 

■ ''\     ''■' 

frill jfstsAMw^'  '                   ''  ' 

.    i  i    '  i: 

m)f^  3J*H  t>iil  :» 

'  >»'  /i^ 

^«!|i,JJ»llC^i^'<i5-'-'»v:  -                        ^               ■     ^     ■  r^    ■ 

.-.,   u ..  ■  •«. 

.,    .      . 

( ji^wioJuU  *-^    '     '  •  -    I-' 
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taii^  ^' my  /*  |iitejryy  iUpiii>,ifflfiy^ 
(^punter  t^  jrhai  oi^lit  tp  1^  ^^^^ 

Mold  livery  (BQiii|p]W^^ 

#Wtfi1P«it,fd  let  me  indulgaia  any  T^^ 

eyeii,  op  the  etage,  when  a  Perforjoii^  is 

"*  et,  a  Bi^flmitte  is  usually  fi)un4  tQ 

.^ify,  ifl  the  present  case  there  ii  fiQ 

^  ^  eitfinpt  he  read.*  But  apropcyi  of 


-^t*«?^ 


One  ipaq  ^  |]!«,j|b;^ 
nina  one  of  hia  pdboebrtem 


ki^ttfgHivi  any  other  Manager  than 
[«ai%lo  be  disoonoerled.    *<r 


tr'>'. 


til 


his  own  seiiuin  grauncatKm— me  amuaenieiit  of  a  lew 
hours — ^would  risk  the  very  existenoe^of  a  ^mmkig  mom 
Bocietvy  a  good  husband,  fiither,  friendy  and  one  of  joar  h 
aotor^  and  all,  forsooth,  beoiiuse  he  is  DOWN  IN  ^^  Bl 
[Univeraal  hooting,  with  ones  of  ''  Turn  Urn  opt.'*]  ,  "^ 
means,"  acquiesoed  the  Manager,  with  one  of  hishfMt  Imivi 
the  indignant  pittites  actually  hooted  and  kicked  thdir  omn 
pion  out  of  the  theatre,  as  something  more  than  a  Q^Qlf^ 
less  than  a  Christian.  .  ^ 

Now  I  am  myself,  gentle  readers,  in  the  sanij^  lUD^ 
with  Mr.  Carl.  Like  him  I  am  an  iniralid— and  Idcf  ^Uii 
unfortunately  down  in  the  Bill.  It  would  not  beooiBii  bm 
forth  my  own  domestic  or  social  virtues,  or  to  hint  wWt^  i 
gap  my  loss  would  make  in  society— still  less  i^fQv^tU^jlt.^ 
with  modesty  to  compare  myself  with  a&Toxile  a0lili^^p--l^ 
mere  human  being  I  throw  mjrself  on  your  meroy^  aii^  i 
common  charity,  would  you  haVe  had  me  leave  wj  ppB 
to  shiver  in  a  printer's  damp  sheets,  at  the  mk  of  aqr  ,ppf! 
perhaps,  and  for  the  mere  amusement  of  somehilf  ^oiVi^j 
probably  for  no  amusement  at  all — simply  beoaoae  l^lii 
miKeBmr  i 

But  there  is  no  such  Butcher,  or  ButchevM%  or  ] 
ling,  amongst  you ;  and  by  your  good  leave'  fui4  ^ 
instalment  of  my  Reminiscences  tUt  is  over  4>M^  ilp^i 
with  interest  in  the  next  number. 


h    i 
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I  iiii  ti^  ft  loAif  flool, 

""  ^        ft  ilMdtf  nook  and  coolt 

of  HMIollftlltOMIi; 

A^^   ^>l|M     II  a  1 lit,    ,  M 

^ivIibGftMianapocl. 

•  r 


flviO^  trade  Wftz— 

I  md  Pmcott-— 'Fopft— 
lifitbsBdHMite— 

(Bftidof  Hopft— 

IFlizI 


^\k^.: 


i^M^^ 


wii  a  brief  ooei  and  de«ftfved  <i^  a 

Tjbe  fimll^  tewefar,  lay  m^  iriith  Ae 

|||||fippliad,ia  a  onnia  xaaU^g  aoxr  » 

§#11  lWRlaiiOdaoraaoi«datad' 

*  %iai4aCMiiBl»itimKla'dbrl^irlia 
'isiliil.-Ifnf^tif  by  iW  jbigli  laanhaoiiha 


''r-it^«iM(^^*^ 


K 


winked  with  both  eyas  at  versei  wIMi  dl  aat^fhWiiii  iat^m 
iiiYoice  or  confuse  thdr  figures  with  dioie  tf  lh»Ld|geiw    111 
true  cause  of  my  retirement  from  Ooinmeioiftl  -mtkism-WmwM 
prosaic.    My  constitution,  tliough  Sir  finm  wmsumSbkb^  had  Ngp 
to  show  symptoms  of  decay :  mf  appetite  &iled|  and  jtB^ph# 
pal  creditor,  the  .rt^inw^.  t^^M  ^J,  W  PWf  if^A^pmi^ 
My  spirits  d«ly  heeanM»a  dhade  fe^er-^HmylB*  wrii  Iwld  tsi 
and  less  firmly — in  short,  in  the  language  of  the  pripa  onmaitlt 
was  expected  that  I  must  '<  subndt  to  a  decline/'    The  OeiM 
who  were  called  in,  declared  imperatirely  that  a  meraanllb  Vk 
would  be  the  death  of  me — that  by  so  much  ntti^  I  wm  km^ 
ing  a  whole  brood  of  compli^nlSt  Aod  itM  m  ^PtUTiWif  ^^IMM 
insure  me  as  a  merchantman  fiom  tha  JPeitiOf  JUoadpn.1w>the  iiiit 
Spring.    The  Exchange,  limj  aai^  waa  agaioBt  weyMMl  jiaill 
Exchange  itself  used  to  ring  witI^'«<.L!fe  lut  os  Os^gi^^tm 
was  no  resisting  the  adyice,    I  was  ordered  )Ui  a^ijija  IM 
Ashes,  Bristles,  and  Petersburg  yeUow<)andl^aid0JlKi«%B# 
a  more  generous  diet— 4o  take  regular  oountiy  axandsa^iMsil^ 
of  the  Russia  Walk,  and  to  go  to  bed  early  eten  on  fbiiigpiliiig 
nights.    Above  all  I  was  reconunended  change  of  fd^Md" 
particular  the  bracing  breezes  of  the  North*!  Acoonl^^ijIlgF  I 
soon  shipped^  as  per  advice,  in  a  Sodcb  SooacikiwUalii^ 
through  the  breeze,'' as  Dibdin  nngSi  ao  inofrQ3r,N^ttM#^; 
fourth  morning  we  were  in  sight  of  the  prominent  old 
"  Bonny  Dundee."  ^  :  :    ^q^ 

My  Biographer,  in  the  Bade  of  denu^  alhsteir  to^' 
and  infers  from  some  verses--<<(9aAdKk>i(i!  ItMil  M^^ 
the  truth  of  a  8ong?"^-^hat  it  sickbed  in*  of  ttaMai 
can  be  more  unfounded.    The  marine  ta^nina  mtid' 
enumerated  in  the  poem,  belong  to  a  Mies  OHv^, 
who  regard  the  ocean  withm  nainial  iad 
Constitutionally  proof  against  that  nau8M^^#ftMi< 
wave-offerings  from  the  a£9Ji0ad,rI,aili,#a. 
Basil  Hall  himself,  in  my  reg^j^ '^ibr  tip  alemeiA 
tires."   Some  washy  fellows,  it  is  true,  FnA^mm 
lijvto^;^  11^.  Ukfb  lt0eQi%>^fiefiliv4ivft) 

HHRHI  ^i^lp^lfW|fT'''if^if^w^  *i|^iafM*-^aB 

«V|MW»ri  «6j^<tia»>:i  ^AMiJMM 


J 
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niti^  or  rampant,  with  all  its  variable  moods  an<i  changeable 
coloriDg.   Methought,  when  pining  under  the  maladie  du  pays,  on 
tiiopeless,  sick  bed,  inland,  in  Germany,  it  would  have  relieved 
tbe  yearnings  but  to  look  across  an  element  so  instinct  with 
Boglish  associations,  that  it  would  seem  rather  to  unite  me  to 
^&  seyer  me  from  my  native  island.     And,  truly,  when  I  did 
tt  last  stand  on  the  brink  of  the  dark  blue  sea,  my  home.sick 
*isiies  seemed  already  half  fulfilled,  and  it  was  not  till  many 
iBOQths  afterwards  that  I  actually  crossed  the  Channel.     But  I 
^  besides,  personally  under  deep  obligations  to  the  great  deep. 
^ice,  indeed,  in  a  calm  and  in  a  storm,  has  my  life  been  threat- 
^  with  a  salt-water  catastrophe ;  but  that  quarrel  has  long 
^  made  up,  and  forgiven,  in  gratitude  for  the  blessing  and 
^ing  influence  of  the  breezes  that  smack  of  the  ocean  brine. 
ftsiiife  the  sea  ! — With  what  delight  aforetime  used  I  to  swim  in 
^  to  dive  in  it,  to  sail  on  it !  Ask  honest  Tom  Woodgate,  of 
%stings,  who  made  of  me,  for  a  landsman,  a  tolerable  boatsman. 
firen  now,  when  do  I  feel  so  easy  in  body,  and  so  cheerful  in 
^'t,  as  when  walking  hard  by  the  surge,  listening,  as  if  expect- 
ing some  whispering  of  friendly  but  distant  voices,  in  its  eternal 
marmuring.     Sick  of  the  sea  !     If  ever  I  have  a  water-drinking 
&ncy,  it  is  a  wish  that  the  ocean  brine  had  been  sweet,  or  sour 
instead  of  salt,  so  as  to  be  potable  ;  for  what  can  be  more  tempt- 
ing (o  (A«  eye  as  a  draught,  than  the  pure  fluid,  almost  invisible 
with  clearness,  as  it  lies  in  some  sandy  scoop,  or  rocky  hollow,  a 
true  "Diamond  of  the  Desert,"  to  say  nothing  of  the  same  living 
liquid  in  its  effervescing  state,  when  it  sparkles  up,  hissing  and 
kibbling  in  the  ship's  wake^ — the  very  Champaigne  of  water ! 
Above  all,  what  intellectual  solar  and  soothing  syrup  have  I  not 
derived  from  the  mere  contemplation  of  the   boundless  main, — 
the  most  efiectual  and  innocent  of  mental  sedatives,  and  often 
called  in  aid  of  that  practical  philosophy  it  has  been  my  wont 
to  recommend  in  the  present  work.     For  whenever,  owing  to 
physical  depression,  or  a  discordant  state  of  the  nerves,  my  per- 
sonal  vexations  and  cares,  real  or  imaginary,  become  importu- 
nate in  my  thoughts,  and  acquire,  by  morbid  exaggeration,  an 
undue  prominence  and  importance,  what  remedy  then  so  infalli- 
ble as  to  mount  to  my  solitary  seat  in  the  look-out,  and  thence 
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gaze  awhile  across  the  broad  expanse,  till  in  the  presence  of  thai 
vast  Horizon,  my  proper  troubles  shrink  to  their  true  proportional 
and  I  look  on  the  whole  race  of  men,  with  their  insignificant  pur- 
suits, as  so  many  shrimpers  !  But  this  is  a  digression — we  have 
made  the  harbor  of  Dundee,  and  it  is  time  to  step  ashore  io 
*^  stout  and  original  Scotland,"  as  it  is  called  by  Doctor  Adol- 
phus  Wagner,  in  his  Grerman  edition  of  Burns.* 

Like  other  shipments,  I  had  been  regularly  addressed  to  the 
care  of  a  consignee  ; — but  the  latter,  not  anxious,  probably,  ta 
take  charge  of  a  hobbledehoy,  yet  at  the  same  time  unwilling 
to  incur  the  reproach  of  having  a  relative  in  the  same  town  anJ 
not  under  the  same  roof,  peremptorily  declined  the  office.  Nays 
more,  she  pronounced  against  me  a  capital  sentence,  so  far  as 
returning  to  the  place  from  whence  I  came,  and  even  proceedeJ 
to  bespeak  my  passage  and  reship  my  luggage.  Judging  froos 
such  vigorous  measures  the  temper  of  my  customer,  instead  ol 
remonstrating,  I  affected  resignation,  and  went  with  a  grave  face 
through  the  farce  of  a  formal  leave-taking ;  I  even  went  oo 
board,  but  it  was  in  company  with  a  stout  fellow  who  relanded 

*  The  Baron  Dupotet  de  Sennevoy  and  Doctor  EUliotson  will  doubtless  be 
glad  to  be  informed,  that  the  inspired  Scottish  Poet  was  a  believer  in  their 
magnetismal  mysteries — at  least  in  the  article  of  reading  a  book  behind  the 
back.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Robert  Ainslie,  is  the  following  passage  in  prooC 
*<  I  have  no  doubt  but  scholarcraft  may  be  caught,  as  a  Scotchman  catchei 
the  itch— by  friction.  How  else  can  you  account  for  it  that  born  blockheads 
by  mere  dint  of  handling  books,  grow  so  wise  that  even  they  themselves  an 
equally  convinced  of,  and  surprised  at  their  own  parts  ?  I  once  carried  tha 
philosophy  to  that  degree,  that  in  a  knot  of  country  folks,  who  had  a  librar 
amongst  them,  and  who,  to  the  honor  of  their  good  sense,  made  me  facto 
tum  in  the  business ;  one  of  our  members,  a  little  wiselook,  squat,  upright 
jabbering  body  of  a  tailor,  I  advised  him  instead  of  turning  over  the  leaves 
to  bind  the  book  on  his  back.  Johnnie  took  the  hint,  and  as  our  meeting 
were  every  fourth  Saturday,  and  Pricklouse  having  a  good  Scots  mile  t 
walk  in  coming,  and  of  course  another  in  returning.  Bodkin  was  sure  to  la; 
his  hand  on  some  heavy  quarto  or  ponderous  folio ;  with  and  under  which 
wrapt  up  in  his  grey  plaid,  he  grew  wise  as  he  grew  weary  all  the  way  home 
He  carried  this  so  far,  that  an  old  musty  Hebrew  Concordance,  which  w 
had  in  a  present  from  a  neighboring  priest,  by  mere  dint  of  applying  it  a 
doctors  do  a  blistering  plaster,  between  his  shoulders.  Stitch,  in  u  doz« 
pilgrimages,  acquired  as  much  rational  theology  as  the  said  priest  had  don 
by  forty  years*  perusal  of  its  pages." 


i^ij^pM,  auaai^iiyrroui^  on  to. 

|i]0^^^p{l^  ofa  floaredbdfer. 

'm  lirai  npw  to  look  out  tax  some  oooifortalile 

}^ifw  f^ooiisijeratkm''  oae  would  be  treated jm 

[[^,^.|j9^  ftita  a  .treaQr  wi^  a 

\.wl^;;badjio  80Q8  of  his  bwn,  jbut  iaq^tiotpf 

\t^Smn<q^  l^iid«  general  aocordaooe  ^lo 

|0ra|^  the  arraiigeiiieiit, 

^^^||iea][  |i^  only  game  after- 

'   ||(;^P0^--Q^^      that  an  Snglisb  lad41ie»,  i|)- 

fptpjii  wpul4  IneTiuUy  lequire  a  nunp- 

it   Hjuen^aaaj  was  more  succeeefql; 

eegilb^^ly  iostaUed  in  a  boariliog-bouaei 

iif  ho  waa  not  so  sure  of  my  being  a 

Tf  8^  0^  liidoifi  with  a  seaikring  hmba^ 

I.juQij^er  appesranoe  not  unUke  a  perpom- 

^■|dit^i^^       eyea,  her  red  fto^  ber  yeV 

i^^Tft  eap^    The  first  day  of  my  tenn 

J^^j^  pf  the  new  yeBXtj^on  slep- 

y^Q^t^x^  ourflggtecf    likeaylft^h 

i,%  ib^  Mfle  «?  whi*iiy  in  <^ 

'pm,  and  very  good  it  proredy  iMia  ^^^ 

ok  aflii  indaed.  I  was  oiuT  able  to 


ent  on  bis  own  piloUge  fcr  a  lafc 
boDO^te  a  Juvenile  .TOe^nidHiay 
denly  into  the  peiildiuis  neighbo] 
chuntinents.    It  will  fcarily  be  iia^ioAi^' 
dozen  of  young  baohelbray  there  ciakni,  I! 
didactically  warning  me  in  the  itMuJi  of  lib  i^^ 
Prince  of  Abyssinia.    In  &ct,  I  M>olteot  i^Jhi^  bit  Wi$^ 
tary  serious  admobition,  and  that  Was  ft<&  a  sbe>itaitt,i|lift 
years  old,  that  the  Spectator  I  was  readkig  on  a  ^lii^Ug^i^ 
ing,  '<  was  not  the  Bible.**    For  there  was  itiU  mueb  of  wiff 
rigor  extant  in  Scotland,  though  a  gentletnai^  W9k  ^l^f^ 
committed  to  Tolboothia  Infeliz,  &r  an  unieaacoable  pfwi^ 
during  church  time.    It  was  once,  however,  my  SMJr^lMf  ^^^ 
ness  a  sample  of  the  anden  rigime  at  an  eVe^iiig^^L|^>^^ 
posed  chiefly  of  young  and  rather  &shionabIe  pev^HI^  ^ 
lo !  like  an  Anachronism  confounding  timei  pak  iim''p|i^ 
present,  there  came  out  of  some  comer  an  antique  Si^^l^' 
quaintly  cut  blue  suit  and  three-cornered  hat,  not  linl{ki^^  ;Mjf 
old  Greenwich  Pensioner,  who  taking  his  stand  iii  fyt^'ifi^jm 
circle,  deliberately  asked  a  blessing  of  forinidabU  Icii^^- 
the  thin  bread  and  butter,  the  short  cake,  the  iiisiiiisli&^^irtl| 
the  Pekoe  tea.     And  here,  en  pas^tuUf  it  may  be  wti(fi^ilStl^^ 
to  remark,  for  the  benefit  of  pur  Agnews  and  numtfv^      "''' 
trating  the  intrinsic  value  of  such  sanctimcmious 
the  elder  Scotland,  so  renowned  for  armlong  gxaoes,  msH. 
dant  preachments,  and  abundant   psalm-singing,  htM 
queathed  to  posterity  a  singularly  liberal  coUedtidni 
the  reverse  of  Divine  and  Moral,  such  as  ''can  biitjf 
when  the  punch-bowl  has  done  its  work  and  the  wild 
free."*  %l_ 

To  return  to  my  boardhig-house,  t^hioh,  widi  mB  lli  iiil^ 
had  none  appropriated  to  a  Professor  of  Moral  PUkai^M?!!  ^ 
the  absence  of  such  a  monitdr,  nature,  fortuoilety 
had  gifted  me  with  a  taste  for  reading,  which  ^ 
health,  inclining  me  to  sedentary  habits,  hd[)»iii' 
enoourage.    Whatever  books,  good,  biid,  oar  liml 

\         ,•  •A.ChaniiighiiL-  "■•^'•''  v^^^l^l* 
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ed  to  come  within  my  reach,  were  perused  with  the  greateft 
ifidity,  and  however  indiscriminate  the  course,  the  balance  of 
the  impressions  thence  derived  was  decidedly  in  favor  of  the 
lUegorical  lady,  so  wisely  preferred  by  Hercules  when  he  had 
to  make  his  election  between  Virtue  and  Vice.     Of  the  mate- 
rial that  ministered  to  this  appetite,  I  shall  always  regret  that  I 
did  not  secure,  as  a  literary  curiosity — a  collection  of  halfpenny 
Ballads,  the  property  of  a  Grocer's  apprentice,  and  which  con- 
tained, amongst  other  matters,  a  new  version  of  Chevy  Chase, 
wherein  the  victory  was  transferred  to  the  Scots.     In  the  mean 
time,  this  bookishness  acquired  for  me  a  sort  of  reputation  for 
acbalarship  amongst  my  comrades,  and  in  consequence  my  pen 
was  sometimes  called  into  requisition,  in  divers  and  sometimes 
delicate  cases.     Thus  for  one  party,  whom  the  Gods  had  not 
made  poetical,  I  composed  a  love-letter  in  verse ;  for  another, 
whose  education  had  been  neglected,  I  carried  on  a  correspon- 
deooe  with  reference  to  a  tobacco  manufactory  in  which  he  was 
a  sleeping.partner ;  whilst,  on  a  graver  occasion,  the  hand  now 
peacefully  setting  down  these  reminiscences,  was  employed  in 
oeoning   a   most  horrible  peremptory  invitation  to   pistols   and 
twelve  paces,  till  one  was  nicked.     The  facts  were  briefly  these. 
A  spicy-tempered  captain  of  Artillery,  in  a  dispute  with  a  su- 
perior officer,  had  rashly  cashiered  himself  by  either  throwing 
up  or  tearing  up  his  commission.     In  this  dilemma  he  arrived 
at  Dundee,  to  assume  a  post  in  the  Customs,  which  had  been  pro- 
cured  for  him  by  the  interest  of  his  friends.     To  his  infinite  in- 
dignation, however,  he  found  that  instead  of  a  lucrative  survey- 
orship,  he  had  been  appointed  a  simple  tide-waiter !  and  magni- 
ficent was  the  rage  with  which  he  tore,  trampled,  and  danced  on 
the  little  official  paper  book  wherein  he  had  been  set  to  tick  off, 
bale  by  bale,  a  cargo  of  **  infernal  hemp."     Unluckily,  on  the 
very  day  of  this  revelation,  a  forgery  was  perpetrated  on  the 
local  Bank,  and  those  sapient  Dogberries,  the  town  officers,  saw 
fit  to  take  up  our  persecuted  ex-captain,  on  the  simple  ground 
that  he  was  the  last  stranger  who  had  entered  the  town.     Ren- 
dered almost  frantic  by  this  second  insult,  nothing  would  serve 
him  in  his  paroxysm  but  calling  somebody  out,  and  he  pitched 
at  once  on  the  cashier  of  the  defrauded  Bank.     As  the  state  of 


mmi^m^^ait^ 


eidjr  to  draw  up  a  Mlilio^  wUdi  I  j^M^I^^  tte  eipens 
of  «i  agtmy  of  sappiMied  laoi^tte^.iBeMjrto  t&li^^  the  ef- 
*et  of  maofk  a  miMlTe  on  the  iiiiii  oftHiftiwr.  m  nispaoltble 
Jiowdered,  bald,  pudg^,  padfio  litfU  bodyy  IriOi  iio  more  idea  of 
<<  going  out ''  ihiintL  eow  in  a  ficild  of  Mover.  I  fiirget  the  pre- 
doe  result— tat  oertainly  there  inii  no  diid. 


i'iitimA't   ids  Ok  *t<«*-  *^ 


■ui^^^-iit. 


*'      IITIIAET  BEMINISCBNCES, 

No  n. 


to  tho  oUoMile  of  *<  0loat  and  origkial  Soodaad^^'  it 

t&acl  kindly  by  the  ooiurtittttkm  oommitled  lo  its  oaaw. 

tiUflotly  ftgieed  with  the  natives;  and  anld  BoUn 

and  John  Andersons  were  plenty  as  Uaekbeniesy  aad 

iiMff  l^rato  himself  seemed  to  walk  bonneted  aiwiagBt 

fiatiriaTOhal  %iupes  hi  the  likeness  of  an  old  man  eovend 

Tlie  e&el  on  mjwelf  was  rather  ourions^^-to  I 

tevacMB^ amongst  a  goneration  that  seaioely  bek»ged 

spinsteiSy  waning  baohelors,  very  motheify 

tehexsb  that  I  shonld  have  set  down 

eelled  themselTes  my  oousins ;  reverend 

^ffH^Mendy  grmndfli^bers  and  grandmotheie,  were 

aad  finally  I  enjoyed  aa  imeii^ 

d  of  traditionally t  than  enosMB 

^^Hm^i^i^'-  a  ■  gseat-freat^grandsMther^HrtilL  s  tall 

ipedestria%  i^aing  iideed  down  A^  hiU, 

wdi  koked.    It  waa  Uke  oondAg  anrnvrt 

irui^iis  any  knowledge  to  the  eoBtiary, 

«e  siyi  Uviag,  ei^n^'^^ 

and-  partieidar  jemhiiaosia* 

*f  8eoiQhM»  bat  net  IdledyffeseHii 

rof/liie^iif  wkish  dWwiik 


Mr.  Buddnglmm's  iiominlttee,  k  m  mtfMBjt  ^tmi^^  bodie, 
who  drinks  whiskey  at  ohrtstttoingiib  Md  •!  .Ni]r^|%  Mid  onid 
possiUe  oocasioDs  besides.  Her  soiie  drink  asihy  the  humxp 
hj  the  day,  l^ut  by  the  week, — ^wiiiiess  Sooler  iohuy  ^— 


''Tun  lo'ed  himliktt  s  Twahrither, 

Swallowing  no  thin  washy  potation,  but  a  strong  or&ppmalwpA, 
with  a  smack  of  smoke—and  '<  iitere  there  is  smoke  tbeie  ii 
fire/'  yet  without  flashing  ofl^  acoording  to  temperance  dwom, 
by  spontaneous  combustion.  On  the  contrary,  the  cauy  noflh- 
erns  are  noted  for  soundness  of :  ofUMtitetion.  and  nkwiiy sii  tf 
head,  with  such  a  strong  prinoiple  of  fitality  sm  to  jun^iliw 
poetical  prediction  of  0^**,  that  .the  wodd's  ikngesl  Umtptf 
Last  Man,  will  be  a  Sootobman.  .    .  ^  .^,. 

All  .these  &vorable  signs  I  duly  inolsd ;  and  pw|ihiti0ill)r 
refrained  from  delivering  the  letter  of  intioduotiaB  /lai|)s«lii 
G-f—,  which  was  to  pUce  me  under  his  medieal  joaesb  iyalki 
sick  man  said,  when  he  went  into  tit»  gin-ebcf  ^instead  oCibeJii 
pUal,  ^  I  trusted  to  natur."  Whenev«r  the  w^ealiier,  peuiii>>84 
therefore,  which  was  generally  when  tibere  were  n 
to  the  fore,  I  haunted  the  banks  and  braes,\cir  paid 
to  the  bums,  with  a  rod  intended  lo  punish  that 
tkm  amongst  fishes  called  trout.  But  I  whipped  4n.Tmu.  Sif^A 
thefe  were  in  plenty,  but  like  obstinate  double  tsMb^ifMMkM 
operator,  they  woukl  neithor  he  pulled  taut  oor  «oma  oiMf 
themselves.  Still  the  sport,  if  so  at  ought  be  oalied»  le4  iiifpa 
attractions,' as,  the  catching  excepted,  the  whole  of  itbe  JRfii^ 
ish  enjoyments  were  at  my  command,  the  ostktemgUbHft^^^ 
tfie  sweet  wholesome  country  air,  and  tfie  ' 
not  to  forget  the  relishing  the  homely  repast  lat  the 
the  mill ;  sometimes  I  went  alone,  hut  oflMi  meweia 
and  then  we  had  for  our  attendant  a  jdUMgniMMi; 
net,  an  original,  and  literary  withal^  i>t  hm  ba|  A^Mt 
head,  whence  ever  and  aoon  he  utawouad*,liii^«f>4illil 
say,  er  Beattie,  or  Bums.  MetUnka  liitaiuUilM^  i^^ 
1  ki^  glaamnfr  telhe  lieiiatiafc  ^ffcif  iJllMJtip^ 


^iuin 


imkti4m'>'^^m4h^Maa^% 


vf^^qpiilMfhiia  with  tf^  AmOM 

IN^:  |iHl"|pl|  j  ijf tj||«  PP J'  imm»im  imidy  i»aU»ei»  wketi  * 

|i^X40^f?  km  tW  fifdi4iiMlhii«  rfifgiMM^^  of  tlie 

llcywer  ia  tieu  of  the  stale  odor  of  the  Indian  weed :  and 

I  ca»ua»w  fUBdarilaiMl  why  yeitry,  with  its  lofty 

■ad  snhlime  feelingSy  seemed  to  sound  so  gratefully 

M  l^sbt*$L  ^mpAfie^t  low  degne;^^    Th«r»is 

itmKt>lwiiliatfny to  huiaantey  hi  the  abj^otnetti^ 

IhH  lo^«fifliiateoi|i|Nnies  ^  sordid  ooadittoroiT  tM' 

whereas  it  is  soothing  and  consolatory  totM^ 

fisiig^supefiofe'  to  Im  «iMs^  aait^eofa. 

•Bjoyiaeiil*  Ibf  the  phystealfalM^ad' 

iMtegntff  faii  hiitnhleiot.    Wiwcevet  raisMhlM 

SK  iByOm  giineiv  or  Ui»  b^rse  ha  the  tariH^ 

Ihe  Ttfid^i  if  not  to  the  diatity)  bf  thtl 

^M  oalUrhhiibfbaier ;  for  hMtaaoe  inMio  aad 

>iiiyqli^hiMoeBt  nubendingB  some  ^  o«r 

ill  aMi^iiiiefr  Akoes»  as  if  ffesolfwi  tlMl  a  ^1^ 

w4^  wdttioe  hm  Sr.  Vftas^soAlM  fi*i 

tyfmmUt,  sailiiig  wtti  M^iBfrnMrn^kAit^' 
Iwitbihe^toatiBeQ  and  MMvm^ 

lttid>  reattf-wftledy  frMa  whnA  ^f<^ 

i^  inyi  fwfliattiy  Ar  iM  ^ritaiipiidt  tti*' 

dowii  to  laok  Sunlit  lto^|i«^ 

iilMriti*r  tiMr ^  winsr  ^M^iidrhs*'!^^ 

'tioU#  4cMiy'  wiA  ^tt^ftfgjbgi 

raHiilhiiiih  *^^^o«iraif  wfiUi^^Hll^^fi^^ 

U  ftMtkbib4lM«aiay%Mi^ 
^Y^efiiataiy  liiillirifltilliiiliiiiHr 
[|ftwliliii*f>i^aifdw*>ri^ 


the  Ooftoh-Boftty-Hift  ^aMd  flMi  ilr^ 

the  Edinburgh  Mail— ^partioulariy  i 

eattftioiw  of  the  otew,  mr  ^d  niUibifeil 

at  the  can.    It  not  imfircqnefidjr  I 

kiddfe  "  was  unoereinoiiloQaly  oittiled 

and  eometinies  l^  themnited  stM^gdit  itf  iOm  Iftdii^ 

ably  pitched  upon  the  oldeet  old  genJfeiBMiintte  WJMrtttb 


•  :  * 


BUffhm'iafWtA 


The  oonaequenoe  behig  the  laadiog  wMt  aB  Ihs  haggigi^  mm 
mile  above  or  below  the  town  and  a  too  late  iD0Bviei|iM^4lil^ 
the  Elder  Brethren  of  oiir  Trini^  fibuae  imn  Mttta^ilMi 
Pilou.  --  ^-^^-^!:, 

It  was  during  one  of  dieee  brMvoyagea,  th^  I  wJttfeM^ 
aerio-comic  aocident,  at  whidi  the  reader  will  Maile  or: 
oordiog  to  hia  oonnexion  with  the  OorporatiQii  of 
forget  on  what  unoonsoious  pilgfimage  it  was  bound,  bnt 
the  other  paasengera  one  day,  there  was  that  atockAig 
gourmand's  affection,  a  fine  lively  turtle.  Rich  aad  file 
was,  it  did  not  travel  unproteoled  lilce  Moore's  henrfnei 
under  the  care  of  a  vigilant  guardiauy  who 
the  eyes  that  looked  amorously  at  his  oharge,  as  if  tibe  kitted  lit 
been  a  ward  in  Chancery.  So  fiir — namely,  as  fitr  ae  the  sldi^ 
die  of  the  Tay— «o  good ;  when  the  spirit  <tf  misohie^  or  etfii- 
osity,  or  humanity,  suggested  the  convenienoe  of  a  sea-badi^aad 
the  refreshment  the  creature  might  derive  irom  a  taste  of  ill 
native  element.  Aocbrdingly,  Testudo  was  lifted  over  the  sM^ 
and  indulged  with  a  dip  and  a  wallop  in  the  wave»  which  aM- 
ally  revived  it  so  powerfully^  that  from  a  playfid  ilappiBg  with 
its  fiNPe-fins  it  soon  began  to  struggle  most  vigorou^,  Kkem^iaal 
refireshed  with  brine.  In  fcot,  ft  paddled  with,  a  power  wUeh, 
added  to  its  weight,  left  no  alternative  to  its  guardian  but  lof0 
with  it>  or  without  it.  The  event  soon  oame  oC  Tim  sMtt 
tumbled  backward  into  the  boat,  and  the  4aitle  flailed  ftiwaid 
hito  the  deep.  Thmewas  a,«|»lasb^-Hi  saooMttls 
4»taiad  backHAsUfHbewatara  cloied»4sdi#ll 


I^idr  ipol  in  partioiilam-Jn  yaiii  ano^ 

Oiur  at  tte  Tay  in  general— whilit  a  third, 

HeaTed  a  ooSL  of  lope,  as  he  woold,  cooU, 

m  om^  10  hare  done  to  a  drowning  Chrifdan. 

waa  bejood  their  reach,  a^  no  doubt,  makiiig 

*  The  werid  WM  all  Mbieft  when  to  ehoow 
Ilipleoe  of  vert,  md  ProfidMift  itsgaide.'' 

I  giMB  I  inget,  wUlit  capable  of  reminiaoencee,  the  ihoe 

eoddoBly  benaved  of  hie  toitbt 

Diiig.<doog,  inSabelai%  codd  haify^ 

'and  omllerablydoaBd,  erased,  ods^ 

fak  whole  fledc  and  eloek  of 


ta#i||  o«eikeaidf    He  eaid  UtHe  in  woide,  bat 

i  Ue  haade  10  Ue  waielooat,  ae  if  the  hMi 

IWf^tedlUmHyftmitohbilDoiach."    And 

ilbetbealHpaib  and  caUipee,  with  the 

1  <•»  hoo^  what  oeU  comfert  oonld  wett  be 


i|rr  #apl«lpAJn^4b«deMil* 

'i  ^  ?■♦/'* -.">«>,   -,'.H    -^.-sif  A?  IttWl  ^fl%%lil 

fidv^tto*'  (9(^.«.  J^^o^^MoMf  4eKf 


•a 


A  >  li 


v^^^Hlf  I 


Mt  iiwt  adquftintanoe  with  tli6  | 
author's  ezperienoe— 4oQk  plmto  jiiSbolhyid; 
porary  aojournen  at  our  boaidiiig4K>ii8e^  'Aero 
antiquarian  who  had  hate  anit  fiir  from  BdiohQigl^f 
make  some  unprofitable  lesoaichea  aikkalgtt  ;tiMvi 
dvic  records.    It  was  n^  humor  to  ^thiiik,  thit  M 
well  as  Domestic  EocKiomy,  it  must  bel»etter  toi 
than  to  dust  the  Past;  and  certiiB 
mended  to  the  TownGouHdl  in  aquisasing  klter^wUdkitt^l 
editor  of  the  Dundee  Advettis^  or  <}hiQiliole  tfcknighl^tt  i 
with  a  prominent  place  in  his  oottams.    ^Tia  ] 
sings  Lord  Byron,  <<  to  see  one's  self  in  print,"  and  i 
thb  popular  notion  I  ou£^  to  have  beeik  qnitl»  up  in  my 
if  not  standing  on  the  saddle,  at  Aus  seemg  myaelfy  Ibr 
strange  time,  set  up  in  t3rpe.    Memory  recalls, 
very  moderate  share  of  exaltation,  which  was  totaHy 
moreover,  by  the  exuberant  transports  of  an  acicnissaijrj 
the  &ct,  whom,  methinks,  I  still  see  in  my  mind%  eye^- ' 
out  of  the  printing^ffioe  with  the  wet  sheet  Steamli^  fitt 
and  fluttering  all  along  the  High  Street,  to  BomonaM 
lessly  that  *'  we  were  in."    But  O.  was  an  indiflbMir 
even  in  English,  and  therefore  thought  the  mole 
literary  feat.    It  was  this  defective  education,  aad  lli^ 
a  proper  vent  ibr  his  abundant  tove  of  noneeiKe  In  firtii 
that  probably  led  to  the  wound  he  suhasquen^ 
own  Ihroat,  but  which  was  luckfly  vsmedlBi  %  ^m- 
thm."    Itie  Mora  of  a  tragedy  is  Yer|raii% 


jdlv»4d^lie  M  I^MMa  hliMelf 

iUi«(l'iitat  ArmIIj  ciSiDf  upon  Dtftih  tor  «a0Miiil» 

rlw^lHid  ipklly  iwHMd  iiii  faydel,  wbioh  kt 

iiiM»ino«y  tiM  MiMf  ridioidowair  <ir  a  would-lit 

>4ni  to  matUMif  oommiam  tet  he  to  oarrjtog 

^%#  lh»t  tfthe  aef  owr^  airtiv«  untijntiiteltoto  ipfao  pro* 

ip4Mii^#s^iii|l'iiittiM  teeigB  ioiimiti<Mi  i^ko  iribfll 

"^^  90l'  «#  4MMMI  to  ■|pV6'  S  Mghi  wilOVOP 

rfaMtflOBB  tiiffDagli liftir  the  jomi^ 

rttai  was  ooiiaM|«eiiti)r 

i^Amt4x^mmKTW9(tamm  :Ae  town,  the 

'«ie  in- the  mafffcA-pleoe  ipae  e«r 

kifidj^BeBeAfiil  Mas, «"  with  aU  hto  bluehiog 

il^;itof  rlh»-:pi>eMiee  of  a  damp  etnuigef, 

(fifertiai^y  ibeeptoby  and  awkwaidlj 


lief  a  ftMh  tatrodMilMi  niglll 

,  Urae  begiMiiair  a|idtty  m  tte 

ttoe  he  had  ftrtMly  oaet 

blAaiite^dbUiMMljr  earteoded  leiM  fa  f#it 

mrhOe  ptiifci aiton  eimiif 

n  hie  eraipatrae  it 

te':  piMtti  et  iniktof 


that  the  Boj^iah  moHdiift  gKf^  hm  wk  brUi  illahkBli«iii 
heave  man  atrng^iag  irilh  the  aloiiBa:  ef  h^'*.kf[^mfi 
ing  him  as  vafoUy  aonttliBg  ihk  ewa  libU,  aadngiiagmH 
tothebottom.  Aaftr die€oM0C»4»^^teiB^laiii 
to  oenanre^  when  he  oead  a  aahed  iwoad  «S/a  i 
•orry  way,  by  the  way, 
the  benefit  of  the  4oidbt>«id  ibrwWeh^wiiMtli^^ 
an  ioaoriptioD  for  Ide  eenolaph,  It  ahe«M  bMhe  eaialiMMil 
Thisby,  uk  the  Mideaimner  Nightie  Dieam  ■  i   ^  l!'^7  »4H(til 

■    :■.■      M>'        >  :,-'  s-»  irn^n 

Jfet  remneiif  d  wet  iweiriia»,  aa.thejiplftiiahfctfehm 
The  reeefitkmc^my  leMrin  the>I)«hiiBTNMe|^^ 
me  to  forward  a  oootributimi  to  the.  Oiiadee  IfagMiMii^ 
tor  of  which  wae  Und  ^aoiigh,  jae  WiniAei  imMmm 
^  wrap  my  bit  of  nooeeiMe  uaderyhiefHoBQthiSbHKiMM 
ohargiiig  anythiog  for  its  ioeeftiaB*  HensJifaai 
ta  turn  a  young  author  at  oooe  late^ff  *i 
make  him  sell  hinoselfi  body  and  eeid,  afiet  I 
to  that  minor  Mephistophile%  ^  Fifntar'ei  DmH  I 
less,  it  was  not  till  yeais  aAeiwpiid%a«i4  thalipii  if| 
to  «n  ordinary  apprentioeshifi^  AM^Ihe  ilnpAli 
really  my  Familian    bithei 


J      »J1__    *U  -    !•* * 


Itttt  iwy  be  nVpoMd  to  deoM«  «B  tiM  v»bM 

k  HH^  aad  eipecnAlly  when  the  headwiitiiig  pie. 

fJlimlLaeb  of  bed  ohereeteie,  thel  dmmI  be  mwnSIf 

[Jllf$A^WMaBmbMbi  to  enifa  et  the  merite  or  demerili 

» OB  teeing  a  rough  inrooffrEMn  the  preae.    Bat, 

I409I.VPU  know,  it  Ik  loixt  to  impoMiUe  to  retain  the 

r  or  the  drift  of  an  argument,  whilst  the  ndad 

I  dttoo^  a  fiatoh  of  eoiibUe  eorabUe,  ae  atiff  ae 

The  beani^of  tha^ppepe  wjU  a#jMtt^    ap. 

iKifi  f hinnih  i<aeh  ^  a  we<iini  aa  the  iiMlm 

mtk  through  a  bad  ft^rn  of  glass ;  and  widMWt 

*  iM'^wiMit  9i*mftt^^mffi  tuWlHifilbs% 

^wlto>«e|ih4  te^wtiteJSMlltisrilaiiw,  eii 

i>j&yi''ylhi^'><^y  ¥Bfifleii,> who^'iaeiltote  thsMoBbf  itf 

\  HP'  uieibHiliud  peiMibal^  isIni  eansj,  fMfJt 

i«MN«l|^«ge0d^plahs,<Md*nNad  aNd^^4Mi 

l»fi|^  o»^Diyiw  tw^a^  awMlelt' aeiT^hai» 

[  *  Mrii^  iiiifiiiMM  hoM  ilMiiiithe'Tbii 


r=«pirt»u«j»  biel'lMnii^'aiid^it' 


^Ifyou 


«i 


•■>^^r4^i0ifmfi 


'^m 


ttm  gvMH  Doetor  Johmoni  lMffnrtf»i< 
d«icribed»  in  M^ewqr  im  Ike  nMmei  oCjviFiiiifiiiLi 
Ike  MalaoohQ^  tmm  <rf.  m  Iaf«Ud»  witii  #  i^Olii^i^ 
H^oak  body,    't IW  timci  of  mioh  a  mitti/'  litftf%.^ j 
teping  •ckeflies  wliioh  %  cbng^  at  wiiHi 
0SB9fi^Bt  9  ^  powei*  fimie  ^way  in  piojei^.ai^ j 
Ike  de|L  of  MCioa  nofor  mrrivM.    Ho  )i«i  #Mim,  4^ 
Ika  tkoiighli  of  to.«xumw ;  but  Jo,  tho  nji^  Ifno^ 
•  OMIj  tbe  temper  of  tke  Mix  ie  okenfM  | 
impetieiMMi  end  diflUeotioiij  end  kee  ep 
eeae,  noiL^Miy  ettentioa  bet  fer  mmrf.*f    Ie  ik^R 
doioribM  Ike  whole  leoo  of  Yoletadieerieeeae^ 
BijtUDMQ  Con^^eay,  pevioge  oerteii^eilnniewfli 
tke  AipbAltioal#>JMife  fNived  Ozfeid  8lieeWJri^< 
Me  good  intentiooi,    ;Iii  e  wovd^  fom  hmUi 
fiogmytendperfom^UUeP^itty.         .  ^.  /  •>; 
V  To  a  kele  keenytinee.  i^piorfiM  pMMiitd|r> 
jjreme,  tqoh  ekortjaas  oem  {pyfieiapiiy 
leiUdDg  fidUow,  refeUing,.ee  XhJifMmm 
Iff^,  » in  rede  loyin  hoi^^';^^^^ 
eeeid-alomiokfii  end  iiQ^keUv  ^k» 
digMt  binwlf  Uke  a  KUkeony 
eof  undentand  Ikooe  frequent  Ul 
4mfm»  kitagt  not  eo  farluaately  giAeifMlk^ 


Mftfy  nwM^  oddKiotorad^raMingbf^mniy^ 
Bat^  karfdM  die  0»BrliwlH|  l%ai->tl» 
Bl||i|H»lfi ite'Wkik. being plfeead  Mify lM>itiilttl 


:ii»|i|MpliliHil  .«H|ft1wr«U|i^ 


iitlll  >  Am*  s 

!  m^iwittg  <D  Ike  -giaaid.    H«>h«»' 


^'^«M««4 


itmmify  #4«tt)r  (I  Mii'in  iTAtt  CMkiU 

,«|irilM^kM  bMBipMdiiefyiitUpMWt 

liH  Liittlil»i*M»)Jiiiq 


•f.^^l^^^^^^^^^^^^.r  ^t^^y^^  ^^^^  il^»^^^ 


rSiSi 


;  okftplm  tUkde^IlM  HOatof^J 

phy,  a  promite  wi»^i 

fiitafads  aad  toqiainlMM.    H^MtB^^hmeMl^il 

qttMtioD  have  only  presented  dmdtotffjtimifmmt 

sMin  iiigrdeB^gariing4Kidd^iMlBnl  tf  «njr  I 

bnledpent.''   The  truth  ktbntm^i 

rke  i^-^heiefore  4he  kind  weder  nffll^  lie  pieewd  i  ^  ^^ 

afbteMidf  ohapten  hut  m  m  lakay^h^ 

Bietnory  has  only  now  gotttwnyvlo  mii»)piny  w^lltfMritti^ 

Whilst  I  am  tfaiie  ddselei  in  the  4 
weB,  as  the  Pelican  said^'totniidui  « iiOean  bi^^ 
onee  plead  gttUty  to  aHtiwes'^onnlsiiwi  iOsl^rlHliil 
ing«  have  beoome  veiy  OM  fiaily  €0itnts-^-lh4t-lMll« 
sdienoe.    The  most  ^unsiioas  of  thsie  ctiAiii  %JMi^ 
that  would  not,  oould  not,  or  af  least  did  ner  tiftHftlJ^jl 
relMr  to  tiie  seoeipt  of  books,  and,  as>  an  eiktn^hNMr  J 
oneness,  it  mu^ires  me  that  I  was  Ihvorad  wttM  ttHK^ 
by  W.  aad  M^  Howitt^  without  wt  leHiflg  \ 
me.    A  few  oflfeno^  ooneem  engagements  wifairlt^'^ 
siUe  to  faia,  aldnugh  donbly  bound  by  | 
Seriously  I  haTe  perferoe  been  gnOqr  af  niaiqf,<! 
many  sins  of  omission ;  but  Hope,  tevMaf  wM'm 
piomisee,  gmnting  me  life^  to  redeem  dtt  i 
mesintime,  inextenustkm^  I  can  onfy'fyteeil^ 
depreoatioB  which  is  oiered  up^iabelislf  of  dM  ( 
eilKefery  Simday,n«*^<  We  bare  left  midMtf  iftaifi  I 
weiought  to  have  dQne,--%dMl  Asft  i^ii^  1 

,«ft  is  pleasailt  aft«r  a  mstoh  at€hsei^ 
won,  to  try  backhand  rseonsider  ttisiMI 
a^edshw  inflwenoe  on  4i» 

IMlillMie  ansnrredanriaig  impiolflm  ^ 

'  tihmril:^||d<ls«Wi 
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of  pure  skill  and  calculation,  whereas  the  chequered  board  of 
IramaD  life  b  subject  to  the  caprice  of  Chance — the  event  being 
sometimes  determined  by  comh'nat^^ns  which  never  entered  into 
the  mind  of  the  player.*  To  uch  an  accident  it  is,  perhaps, 
tttribatable,  that  the  hand  new  vracing  these  reminiscences  is 
holding  a  pen  instead  of  an  etching-point :  jotting  down  these 
prose  pleasures  of  memory,  in  lieu  of  furnishing  articles  *'  plated 
OB  steel,"  for  the  pictorial  periodicals. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  my  mental  constitution,  however 
weak  my  physical  one,  was  proof  against  that  type- us  fever 
which  parches  most  scribblers  till  they  are  set  up,  done  up, 
and  may  be,  cut  up,  in  print  and  boards.  Perhaps  I  had  read, 
and  trembled  at  the  melancholy  annals  of  those  unfortunates, 
who,  rashly  undertaking  to  write  for  bread,  had  poisoned  them- 
selves,  like  Chatterton,  for  want  of  it,  or  choked  themselves,  like 
Otway,  on  obtaining  it.  Possibly,  having  learned  to  think  hum- 
blj  of  myself — there  is  nothing  like  early  sickness  and  sorrow 
for  "  taking  the  conceit "  out  of  one— my  vanity  did  not  pre- 
nune  to  think,  with  certain  juvenile  Tracticians,  that  I  "  had  a 
call "  to  hold  forth  in  print  for  the  edification  of  mankind.  Per. 
chance,  the  very  deep  reverence  my  reading  had  led  me  to 
entertain  for  our  Bards  and  Sages,  deterred  me  from  thrusting 
myself  into  the  fellowship  of  Beings  that  seemed  only  a  little 
lover  than  the  angels.  However,  in  spite  of  that  very  common 
eicuse  for  publication,  "  the  advice  of  a  friend,"  who  seriously 
recommended  the  submitting  of  my  MSS.  to  a  literary  authority, 
with  a  view  to  his  imprimatur,  my  slight  acquaintance  with  the 
press  was  pushed  no  farther.  On  the  contrary,  I  had  selected  a 
branch  of  the  Fine  Arts  for  my  serious  pursuit.  Prudence,  the 
daughter  of  Wisdom,  whispering,  perhaps,  that  the  engraver, 
Pye,  had  a  better  chance  of  beef-steak  inside,  than  Pye  the 
Laureate;    not  that  the  verse-spinning  was  quite  given  up. 

*  To  borrow  an  example  firom  fiction,  there  is  that  aUve  of  circumstances, 
Oliver  Twist.  There  are  few  authors  whom  one  would  care  to  see  running 
two  beats  with  the  same  horse.  It  is  intended,  therefore,  as  a  compliment, 
that  I  wish  Boz  would  re-write  the  history  in  question  from  page  122,  sup., 
podng  his  hero  hot  to  hare  met  with  the  Artful  Dodger  on  his  To%d  to  seek 
his  fortune. 


^^^^^^^^^A 


4iQ(v   rating— ail  iMili^gri  iifK 
mAdm  are  iiKml^yt-<iniio#^vrfl^ 
Ooraair,  and  urn,  hatqlaw  a  llMW 
{aokm  to  Lalla  RooUiv  mnmmt 
9.  member  of  a  priy^  eeleet.  Ulertlgr 
OQ  Ladies  and  GendemMi  at  Ikitisi 
va,  allegorically  tpeakiog,  ve*  4i  «fKld^ 
stockings,  a  flounoed  gowa,  qnakaf  oif  and 
flowers,  and  a  nan's  hat    She  held  a  fiui  in 
blowpipe  in  the  other,    Hw  voUriee  w»ie  ol^hilhi: 
young,  married  and  single,  asienUin^  diasenianv'  Q| 
Low  Church,  NoChurdi;  I>oelcm  ia  Phyrio^  aImKj 
ries  in  MeUphysios;  dabblers  la  Logio^ 
Sophistry,  natural  and  unnatural  History* 
Conohology,  Demonology ;  in  stoit,  aO  kinds  efi 
ledgy-Ology,  including  "Cakedoc^*'*  and  tsa  lad 
odier  Societies,  we  had  our  Praddent^^-a  aott  nf 
never  spoke ;  at  least  within  my  %Mfetksw&  M  ne? 
himself  of  anything  but  a  prartetrtoos  riiirt  frill*  t 
the  usual  order  of  the  entertakimeott  diefle  ws%  fli 
Small  Talk;  seooodly,  aa  origtail:  assay,  UrUeh 
been  followed,  thirdly,  by  a  IKsoussioa,  e#  Oiai^ 
nine  times  in  ten,  it  chanced^  <Mr  ratbnr 
tween  those  who  did  not  know  what  to  think»'aMl 
not  know  how  to  deliver  what  they  t|ioaght^  ihsai' 
silence,  so  «  very  dead  indeed,"  as  Apidio  Btfvl 
seemed  buried  into  the  bargafaou    To :  lisiBa  dns) 
more  awkward,  some  mi^vii^  voice, 
oxofdi,  would  stammer  oilt  some  alhisioii  to  a 
aaswered  from  right  to'  left  hgr  a  xuaaiaK  t 
having  innoeently,  or  perhaps  if  iUUiy 
friends  in  drab  ooati»  and  as  many  in  slate-oolpred 
sittii«,  thumbawiddUng^  in  the  dKola.    Nit?' 
msdfves  Witjtf' 
rj»flen^i^k|^';aiia/ 


^  «A:.^:?  r 


=»^^^^^^ 


#M«| 


-.^'M^-tWijjpk 


fold  a  mdkMhraiiuilic  story  fsi  mt 

U&imi  bis  ittgiv  lyiiMlrvlb^ 

Wnpetf  torbe  tetoli«M4;ia 

^^#li  «6d:  OOMHMBdjr,  u  lie  thRH]|e>i^  irilii 

i^lfei  aOooia.' vJU  i^ids  nqrcnuB  JriMiPi 

r^jkt>1iM^  Hoe  Stelatjr  night,  in  emfti^p  m 

'Viniii  bar  iMBi,  ihi  soddenly  slopped  ni^ 

f*y]i«pti  <tf  tfie  awfid  locality,  imdits  atwoifc 

tf  Wf  oUef  lorialnnl  prfann,  and  kokiig 

ife%lqrdial%lil  af  aNeirgat^^  kap^imiiitd 

<<Mr.Hoodt  ai»7Maot4AlQildrtr« 

JVilAit  ikwphjriqg'atliiani^^  an^tiont 

Wii*  to  iamduee  tm  ^JMnmUst  in  •» 

tfi'Miiii^ivltli  wImna  I  iMid  mdy  ttrtad,  Of 

ttMiilMltMMi  (MMsarMd  tofna)  ttnl  a  aMkiril^ 

9  sMaiAyricidy  ladiMiiaaatlcidt  Ow^ 

HM^posidrllM  interai*  of  wlddi  iIkmM 

iiammmtil  thb  flttar  of  A  aver  tta  daa. 

inrflag  iio  more  natiual  or  appaitek 

^thii  Tettterden  flMpia  and  dik 

of  lyi  ooduk  (EMil^infljr  4 

H|l»  Kdl«iltt  evia  knair  lif  el^  Ilia  I 

itfifiii  tiillliiiitj  iiiti  d^eadid  i 

'  ^^yum$  Itt^diihf  of  'ibe  j^  ti«l#  4 

a  pea4aiH^ittk^^|iianti|  Mk-pl^ 

ift  ibadteH;  ar'Mi.  JitarlM 


■^■•m^ 


ii  Kaittiaai. 


iv^aaJla..^eimMiaL  iitt 

11  HiBlilimaiiiawi 


v^.j.}mf^itimf^^ 


aqiwn  iacfa^iit  the  doMy^AmmsaloqBjML^iMAJ^^ 
idpreofttM^  of  .<<gmrlng  dllttUe«^^i  AQtfiMWft{s^|«| 
Stmogel  BMtoIoisi!  I  hwre  iwid,  «y  mi^ilfr^Mlkmd 
fhmga  me  into  ■nttinnhip:  liiilnn  imnnnrTmliiiiiinirip 
opening  than  I  jomped  al  lt»  fch  GWtaridj^  hiiil  Hil|i^pi| 
WM  speedUy  behind  the  eoeoee.  ,   L.pn^Jifihi 

To  judge  bj  my  zeal  and  Jriighi  w  tiy  lif n  pJJWrttA 

had  at  last  found  ita  ii  ii  1  ii ul  Hn  "    TT iniiftai  jiljlipl 

aftidee,  like  candidates  fx  bolfmA^nr^wUki  9^mit(ltM 
like  the  Belgians— I  dreamt  ^"f^^n  "Vf'irlr'TfffliMil] 
artielesi  which  were  all  inserted  hy  the  .«riitof9VJ^ 
the  concurrence  of  his  de^u^.  The  W>i»  Jlfcl^lwiMii 
authorship,  such  as  the  cQiyeotiQB  of  th#  imi^krM 
labors  of  loire.  I  received  ^Wfke.U^miMji^Mii^^^ 
Parker^  as  if  it  had  been  a  p«99f  of  ;  ihia  »igai4|?rft4g^ 
aM  his  slips,  and  really  thought  thai  fommt  Mll^mit^ 
black  as  they  are  painted*  But  niy 
^<0ttr  Contributors  T  How  {  umA  to  M& f 
ibaekward  for  Haaditt,  and  |lU  roiiid  |br.B«^]dlr,j 
bml  used  U>  look  19  to  AUan^  OpiMM^|ia^{,Mt 
Jhe  London. had  a  goodly  listof  [W|jteftrf#l 
ifvnow  defunct,  and  perhaps  110  .^.piniodjfpdti 
«|sly  be  apostiophiBedwith  dpIiiiliAm^^ 


Hf*    Hi*ii6iyMHtti«tKi#,.i 
lii|K^ili%kritid  kiiiiM^^  Pioiieis 

'^     ^  HhAii,  BlMi  fliklqr  C9M9. 

lEite#bii4  Tales  f  Ha^dnH  you  an  Oj^um  Bateri 
dpMf  1^!^4  aad  4  X^eained  l4uiib»  and  a  Gieen 
fhSTjQi^akXfig^  Report, 

jy iiy kritui%  aai  an  (Mtiiaiy  and  a  Price  Cur. 
panimft^  diily  Mf4i-eioinlt  Arrah,  why 
f  inqt^iMiAHm  ii^  bonttitetiMa  fth  away— ibe 
i  ioM^^lpi^  of  all,  a  mw  editor  tried 

MUea  JjBttrea  in  OtUftarian  envebpea;  whereupon, 
^iMmtttmSBMti^,  Uke  tkii  oC  pobr  Le  Perre, 
livik^W^P^  dower  stni-^cild  then  slopped 
^^^Ift^  apatteni^  of  tboae  old  Londoners  f 

Mof  ^  oouniry :  one  (Clare)  went  into  it.  Lamb 
piilWrtll1li,'--^>M#^^>Ctof  presented  MsMwlf  ia  Ihe 
'^    i;  wilkfntMdia  ill*  Baity  look  1^ 

#WM|piiJid'^TheaMM  Benyon  |at%  wpiliiBiai 

^  yrfdoi  pleasant  4nd'pafa^iM 
f  wriiam  i'lMlanjgf'Inmp* 

,^*M*air-"iirk'  and*  wMte  i 
;  de^ttilir^^fcieiy  aq»  gilmptag  ^*ati»  Hgit 
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and  elegies,  by  bis  contemporaries.  To  him,  the  first  of  these,  '^ 
my  reminiscences,  is  eminently  due,  for  I  lost  in  him  not  odIj  "^ 
a  dear  and  kind  friend,  but  an  invaluable  critic ;  one  whom,  '^ 
were  such  literary  adoptions  in  modern  use,  I  might  well  name,  "- 
as  Cotton  called  Walton,  my  "  father."  To  borrow  the  earnest  ^ 
language  of  old  Jean  Bertaut,  as  Englished  by  Mr.  Gary —         '^ 

«*  Thou,  chiefly,  noble  spirit,  for  whose  loss  i 

Just  grief  and  mourning  all  our  hearts  engross,  . 
Who  seeing  me  devoted  to  the  Nine, 

Did*st  hope  some  fruitage  from  those  buds  of  mine ;  ^ 

Thou  did*st  excite  me  after  thee  t'ascend  >== 
The  Muses*  sacred  hill ;  uor  only  lend 

Example,  but  inspirit  me  to  reach  -_ 
The  far-off  summit  by  thy  friendly  speech. 

*  *  0  0  m  " 

May  gracious  Heaven,  0  honor  of  our  age ! 

Make  the  conclusion  answer  thy  presage. 

Nor  let  it  onl}  for  vain  fortune  stand. 

That  J  have  seen  thy  visage— touched  thy  hand  /" 

I  was  sitting  one  morning  beside  our  Editor,  busily  correcting 
proofs,  when  a  visitor  was  announced,  whose  name,  grumbled 
by  a  low  ventriloquial  voice,  like  Tom  Pipes  calling  from  the 
hold  through  the  hatchway,  did  not  resound  distinctly  on  my 
tympanum.    However,  the  door  opened,  and  in  came  a  stranger, 
a  figure  remarkable  at  a  glance,  with  a  fine  head,  on  a  small 
spare  body,  supported  by  two  almost  immaterial  legs.     He  was 
clothed  in  sables,  of  a  by-gone  fashion,  but  there  was  something 
wanting,  or  something  present  about  him,  that  certified  he  was 
neither  a  divine,  nor  a  physician,  nor  a  schoolmaster :  from  a 
certain  neatness  and  sobriety  in  his  dress,  coupled  with  his  sedate 
bearing,  he  might  have  been  taken,  but  that  such  a  costume 
would  be  anomalous,  for  a  Quaker  in  black.     He  looked  still 
more  like  (what  he  really  was)  a  literary  Modem  Antique,  a 
New-Old  Author,  a  living  Anachronism,  contemporary  at  once 
with  Burton  the  Elder,  and  Colman  the  Younger.     Meanwhile 
he  advanced  with  rather  a  peculiar  gait,  his  walk  was  planti- 
grade, and  with  a  cheerful  '*  How  d'ye,"  and  one  of  the  bland- 
est, sweetest  smiles  that  ever  brightened  a  manly  countenance^ 
held  out  two  fingers  to  the  Editor.    The  two  gentlemen  in  black 
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soon  fell  into  discourse ;  and  whilst  they  conferred,  the  Lavater 
principle  within  me  set  to  work  upon  the  interesting  specimen 
thus  presented  to  its  speculations.     It  was  a  striking  intellectual 
&cey  full  of  wiry  lines,  physiognomical  quips  and  cranks,  that 
gave   it  great  character.     There  was  much  earnestness  about 
the  brows,  and  a  deal  of  speculation  in  the  eyes,  which  were 
brown  and  bright,  and  "quick  in  turning;"  the  nose,  a  decided 
one,  though  of  no  established  order;  and  there  was  a  handsome 
smartness  about  the  mouth.     Altogether  it  was  no  common  face 
— none  of  those  leillow-paUem  ones,  which  nature  turns  out  by 
thousands  at  her  potteries ; — but  more  like  a  chance  specimen 
of  the  Chinese  ware,  one  to  the  set — unique,  antique,  quaint. 
No  one  who  had  opce  seen  it,  could  pretend  not  to  know  it  again 
it  was  no  face  to  lend  its  countenance  to  any  confusion  of  per- 
sons in  a  Comedy  of  Errors.    You  might  have  sworn  t6  it  piece- 
meal,— a  separate  affidavit  for  every  feature.    In  short,  his  face 
Was  as  original  as  his  figure ;  his  figure  as  his  character ;  his 
character  as  his  writings ;  his  writings  the  most  original  of  the 
age.     Afler  the  literary  business  had  been  settled,  the  Editor 
invited   his  contributor  to  dinner,  adding  <'  we  shall   have  a 


X 


*'  And— and — and — and  many  Friends  P* 

The  hesitation  in  the  speech,  and  the  readiness  of  the  allusion, 
,,  Were  alike  characteristic  of  the  individual,  whom  his  familiars 
^  will  perchance  have  recognized  already  as  the  delightful  Essay- 
ed ist,  the  capital  Critic,  the  pleasant  Wit  and  Humorist,  the  deli- 
>  cate-minded'  and  large-hearted  Charles  Lamb !  He  was  shy 
^  like  myself  with  strangers,  so,  that  despite  my  yearnings,  our 
^  first  meeting  scarcely  amounted  to  an  introduction.  We  were 
J  loth  at  dinner,  amongst  the  hare's  many  friends,  but  our  ao- 
^  quaintance  got  no  farther,  in  spite  of  a  desperate  attempt  on  my 
part  to  attract  his  notice.  His  complaint  of  the  Decay  of  Beg. 
[^  gars  presented  another  chance :  I  wrote  on  coarse  paper,  and 
in  ragged  English,  a  letter  of  thanks  to  him  as  if  from  one  of 
his  mendicant  clients,  but  it  produced  no  efiect.  I  had  given  up 
all  hope,  when  one  night,  sitting  sick  and  sad,  in  my  bed-room, 
racked  with  the  rheumatism,  the  door  was  suddenly  opened,  the 


y'A'j 


'*i^>^*#r%- 


kiV^.^Wj    flu    ,,, 

\j  e\\i\xim  of  cqmp^  f^^.j! 

Umb.    He  M  weenay  bomffft  |l!r>iie|g^ 

days  called  |«aiii«  to  %^  ru^ ^^^_^^Mmf9^ 

In  qpite  of  any  idle  jetta  to  t)i«.  i)$iM^«,,#%#i 

in^it.tiiat  drew  me  tp  CcdebrooM  C^f^Q^ 

than  oonsifltfi^  with  pryd(m)«b  #^^ 

but  I  was  willing  to  nin,  a.tie«^ 

party  in  a  parlor  with  tib<^  ,AiitiiO|r  \ 

Well.    As  for  his  Bet^  Fi^.b|ei||  W;^  PwCt%lnli 

many,  who  has  met  witti  %^iriiqirf0  ^|iaq(i^  i    , 

thepry-hack  so  far  and  ao  ^  ^  if  bi^  4P^^ 

be,  has  now  and  then  pnt^pn  ar^h^9»9i  f|Pih|f«tJ 

door  mountains*    If  he .  baa  W|U|^  i 

of  two,  years  old ;  he  has  ilsQ  tbougl^  Juifi^%  i 

beautifiil  &noies,  and  teo(dei:  a^ci|iqpS|  aiid^4 

the  children  who  can  say  **  We  are  seesii.*  Along  ^ 

babes,  he  has  furnished  strong  meat  fer  men.    So  I  ^ 

great-coat,  and  in  a  few  mkintos  feimdiMysB^  Mr  ^1 

at  a  door,  that  opened  to  me  as  firaidfjy^ff,  J^ 

*  A  cottage  of  Ungentility,  for  it  b|d  uidMr  iamk 
wti^.    Like  iti  teouit,  it  ilood  HoM.    Ift^  MI^^  i^biK& 
tar  one,  that  bo  did  not  HIeo  «« tba  SiNr^   ^Thsi^  iMitfl 
wbkh,  being,  aa  he  profMaed,  *flMN  JtmAMMamltmfk 
he  madeprolMblj  hia  fi'rat  ^>ft  qha^pnrgti^^^^ 
been  wifeching  a  apider  on  a  gwe^g  b^^«M{| 
D^rer  aaw  aoch  a  thing,**  he  aatd.    r  Weoffir  lia 
MA  ipiatiii«,  ahe  daiM  d<;#ii  tflitt  iia^^ntli  f^ 
ovt^cmplMir  lapped  u|  s  rtMilt  |t  lUirfiliJiiK 
tspj^Oray.*     •     .  ■  ■•ri'>r.il     .^.AMueidl 

f  A  aoft  of  rheWJ^eaLrtfr^iaC  wb|^  J|^l|;j 
tMNw  aeemed  |d  ibi^e  a  TeflT  aocurftle  aptioa. 
'Rwj%»  W»i^  arfhiKy;  *iBt 


Ri  «i«-  r^ft  -fif  ,f.!»ii«0|if^', 


'#«lM?-; 


thiBHighf>nieiatafA»i 

llMc.rpiiniilMKeaii 
rkeiide  the  fin  iBtl»  WocdHiiinU^  i 

Ani  tb«  >ek(Mllfliil  fid^dtrvia^itt 
11^^44  Us  outward  nma  did  noti  perhapsy  disappiiil 
m  jpfimr,  as  th^  I|^duin|.8ay»  fdl  thcnrt  of  my  an« 
ilMAaps  WBynmMfTfi^^  i  't  was  many  years 

ittfietlie  Uoorapher  of  Johnson,  I  have  never  pmda 
Mk^    HowsNfilry  eieej^lfaijl^  ii*  dfseasrioB^  dd 
^j^iJBiiMty  IMiles  IsiiilM- 1^ 
ilMMU  AelU^  bad  I^^ 
unlMiip  '"^n'i  Hkuaiy  mleroil  wwfi^^ut  '^^ppl^ 
Bit  a%sk  sMbdadMil  always  be  tedktsb.  A  pds^ 
fl^y^  Wgliff  l«  tidMs  to  deseeiidihm 

m^shMcA,  like  the  Giilfaiihe  FUrr 

^^aiM&bkiandpMris.    Itiii  i^'TiiIgid^ 

sii'stAbr  mdst  be  aliHiy^  aii^otiil|(|' 

llisttlid^    Nevertlielesi,  it  is liot  ill  1^^ 

_ .,  (ioiineti^lHb  wifti  sGDgs  ttdsJ 

liiMi'e|>i^ini  to  Us  firiends,-an<j[  rii-' 

K  mW^^iMli^     Vbk  spirft  thst  iii 

^MbBi  f  Wibdolied  tbe^  jpteasluit  lit«r»^ 

meikfnstanfiy  WiA  Us  paroodu 

iAocfti^iiid  remarked,  **Ym^ 


»« iti 


m:-::. 


T«aaiiliq^.tboli^^<iM|^^ 
WKlboif  to  lids  dM  WifikBam^  um 


tffl  the  rider  nodealed  bis  fpObp*  Se  IMnI  Mf0lj 
Cock^f4lie.Wdl;^iaiii ;  mud  eel  Ue  fii9t^«1l4  -IrityllP^ 
Ultraianv  Traneoepdeatetiepii  SeiiHineiifeliii^  /jfiffj 
MeimerieDi,  and  above  aUtHeKiMntti^  {9  np|iiMii| 
Bzoliuivee»  he  was  empbeliopUlj  «ii  Ii|i^9n^       :uii    4 

As  he  onoe  owned  tome,  hewee  ftiid  pP^tjlPaJiiji 
deed  in  the  sketch  of  biiiMKd^  ftiil^ing  tbe^J^ail^ll 
Eliap— a  sketch  for  its  truth  to  have  ddigMol  It^^Mi 
Knowledge  man— he  say%  <<  with  the  Hel%ifiKf  >^|s  | 
Pree-Thinker,  while  the  oth«r  &olioii  eel  BM.dfl9ii|i  j^^ 
In  fact,  no  politician  ever  labored  more  to  prspjjjgig^l^ 
of  Power  in  Europe,  than  he  did  to  ooneot  «gr^  ^MM 
ponderances.  He  was  always  Irisisiiiif  ia  IImi  i^ii|i^ 
the  political,  sense.  Thus  In  }ik  '*  mmianj(<f|i^; ji 
Hazlitt  called  it,  to  High  Omrph  Sottthey,  ht  Bl^JfapW 
aUniUrian.*  With  a  Catholio  he  would  | 
himself  a  Jew ;  as  amongst  Quakers,  1qrwa|r^  < 
their  own  formality,  he  would  indulge  in  a  Vxii^f 
well  remember  his  chuckling  At  having  |pi|^|(e^  M  ^ 
pendent  Bernard  Barton^  to  opmmii  sonpeUttler'  ~^ 
as  addressing  him  as  C  LanAi  JSi^fftb^        ,.    ju>  j^ 

My  vmits  atl^arab's  were  dhort|)r  J 
unrheumatize  myself  at  Hastings  1;^  but  |ib|  ( 
oouiee,  I  received  a  letter  in  a  weiLh90|^j 
sentencee  it  conveyed.  .!   'i.ioi^e  #»t 

•  As  rflgudi  hif  UBiluisiiiini,  ft  Slrikisiis  iii  iiofNIjj 
Whil  the  viMSOgsidpeai^t  caU '•KediiagslsHi?^^  ^ ' 


i'Bim  ham  pieseated  oo  aitraofdlii^y  no?  dte 
^  Hope  dts  aveij  day  ^leeulaliiig  upon  tnMK- 
f  tldbtt  8to  bit'  tidM  the  fiibeiirieii;    tiiow 
['«lf9i>wir  fiM^        iv<afe  denoorfMlid  Bail 
IEM  it  ttera  ilo  Ibu^k  of  qpalns,  fcr  f  wttk 
i^itit  Home  thfoogfa  the  pntnp  Bwerf  raimiii^; 
pj^illB  tUigs  t^t  perish  wi^ 
ir^tfdb^  iM^tell  me  of  didee  lomutie  hmk 
dm  gocNfl  to  Lof^  tkmti  neUler  tkf  «*t  IMk 
i^liriM  ef  a  w0oa  (ia  die  opperite'lii^iogei 
llN^ioHfil^  Aiil  eeeine  diopi  by  the  AiagAibik 
*  lircrpMluigte:  inerfy,  wHh  the  otter  he 
FiithttoLoreae.    Inqidfe  b«|  md  seeiiBl 
Ireieiideilpaft  froa  timoe  of  hiiiil 
ll^{Hdptt^ieediiig.ded[,  ead  trho  llbfi  of 
M^  MMmm  Otmoe  had  veared  it  to  #d# 
Iibi]g«titeXtJhH|iiiMi 
|^pp|&togQirip»  -  .  / 

rielfe^  Is,  SUMideBte  SMet, >|ti^ 
k>ir^iliuihoiMiiten      teiiiea^o«Mtfbt| 
,  iDMt  fimtastio.    tb^  ha^iii^i^ 
^  bladfc  (Ml  the  P^IV  tlM^M^ 
hit  Ju^r«Qd  belviLift^ 
loaK^WSayaife;    ffib  iMi 
tt  th^  im  deflUi^ilt 
^r.  Ifr^Sl^  J  |i|iij|e^iH<»  M  ^qriiaf  I 

^?|iy  lyllMi  I  ^oqhi  'li^fit  ionbMM^6 


'mf^m^ 


Tm  Woodgsto 


9i*m§i 


woiiid  ooncttotw^ ' 


\-psgt^<$r  .^.»0^ 


'"NNW 


i%*»- 


tibough  w«  vwJied|heUttle||K)«f|||^lP  p^ 

kilt  siga  ot  h^kivtj  mt  o»>t«arii»rjlty»i4#g>j» 

•^  to pi08off  upcm  WiftMb*  '  .:        %  LfoHr  inI i 

The  evening'  meelMngf  4I  OA^mim  ! 
My>  vho  i0a«  toneMgr«  e«  %  UlBttifr  Irioiidici 
isf— were  the  more  fpnuMitt^m^j^A^  fiffiiNsJ 
«ow  m  e  ni|iid  decline;  eeeie.  Qf  ilpii^inki 
it efi;  end  the  gatheijuge  ii;f;  tiieflAm  $0  m$4 
weie  few  and  far  lielweeii.     Vm^mm  MiM>l 
Feael  whereat,  I  have  beeid,  die 
Mgbi  «od  the  spoft  was  idT  ae  rieh  aqmli||h;l 
chance  to  be  absent  from  the  jieflk^    M 
ever,  I  had  been  a  giieit,aiid  a !slpetehe|<ei%4fe  t 
to  intsodttoe  some  of  the  prnieiril  ehamctarMf^i 
the  Olden  Time.''  :  ^.,7^0 

On  the  right  hand, ihM,of  the  BdilirtteJ 
mile,  and  the  quiok  ityear-Pfeeler  eaMr^ii 
looked  as  if  they  cpidd  pick  li^  ptoa«d4Mdl 
%Qiek  as  hie  eyes,  and  sufe^^ae  HadtodwriMrl 
the  best  pun  and  the  beet  lenMJk  la  the^MMi  i 
NesEt  to  him,  shinhig  veAlaad^  e«l  ftepk^IlM;! 
of  the  lilerati,  Ufce  a  paioh  «£  mOl 
behold  onr  Jaok  i'  the  Oreen^-Mlif  fflaoali 
glMMHM)olflred  ooat»  and  ytltow  nahrnsK  H 
strihii  U)o,  lOMler  the  lable), )» leokaaiiroir^l 
amongst  us  as  Goldsmith  most  have  done,! 
No  wonder  the  door-keeper  of  the  fioho  ] 


nH 


b»T'^ 


f  lNg|^  tt  i^yftttiig  iHh^ 


PMH 


If  MbUMMt  and  seaUng.iiraz  smalls  at  W ^'a, 

I  «r  6to* »OmmMm^i #for^  iniodesay  the  laat 
IWWiHy,  a  tn|.  lal«RO|j|i)r,  fhoi^,  lie  made  uoends 
'^mMagtbaod'exeiunriilfoa  Ae  Peatut,  per- 

S;{|lNlt|.ke  IP*  aMlMl  aoMidiio  HktOlm  mt<m» 
ft;4hytit»d  ii  Jhlsfe^  jytd»  ««ider»  •!*«, 
m'  konewards  on  the  aame  oocaafda  Itiiaa|^:tll6 
mm  mi^VSm^  Sjfitmut:  el  CMm,  Baked  eim. 
^}  .gnr».«nM  itt«vfiwqa«lt  ay  ef  •<Leokr  te 
y^^^liipw  fnee  Tbm  aai  Jerty  Tf  for  truly,  Ctafc 
HPIfRMi  a>i^«Md  {rfuttlf,  far  UktedE,  iv^wivKfc 
f^  Hft«ttpi»^nA  I^gioj  U  ta»  i^alBi  «d  «<  lift 

iJlHWr)  ,';  ••'.*  -li'    '-.  ;  :•       •        -r     "       ^     •    ■  :      •.■:    .•■ 

hK#i^||ki«.  '  fiU»-riiwb>  mm  <tf  fliMMe  LtA 
li'ij0i{  wmim*[]])  eating  Utda  w  ilMUii«<;Mr 
0^<'mmmtkthHiftmty  kioAy  te  tbr  NiMnaip. 
MMMB^nm^'kie  ak^  pM^iajp  Un  igaW  •Ud 
iMaRngftiMl  «fittoeIy  Glara^"  iMl  fooiatlMa 
llt|MiiNt4#)lfilaBio«alaii'  anakitaii  gbaoe  ilil»>iil 
|jMbM||l|ift4V9l  h"^  tBe  HBltMlOM  ¥JMei  b 
iMiNNAfRMriMMMd  oMnlfy  ooilyaiiy  bfCM^ 
t«dib%iMighttof  ^iMAiii.^*»i#— 
IMwIia^iidJftr.lViHitTMl^  Mm-m0h 
|<i:«D«  Bttt  b<riib»<te  iiiil«rtl,Hi» 
"fiiihtfiiai  fbfttty  fai  g—a It^^iaifMaat. 
Ijiiilisalac,  Laanb  tufatiBf  W:  the 

Kildi*  ^m»r^t  miJBUnt.  Mtjln^ 
iftM>lMai^h^m»  Ik  BaaAlM 


Jwt . 


•aw 


W* 


•^:j8^tf4^yiiiiipii»*> 


rfeSJE 


161111^  Of^^mtiag  III  I 

ipp  the  •ooused,  IhfaAteg:^  jtmiiji^^^         |i 

•*  What  Mf^W  thHf fipMiOT  lo ^  ifo  3|ntItlJ 

vehem^Oy  deooimoet  aU  PMMlKjr  «8  ilMuif  %li| 
aMui-trap  lor  avihm,  and  heititBy^  Ms '^Ilfiii%*''1l 
«< inventing  it"  ''u.--^^]hm 

It  must  have  been  at  endi  a  tieMs  tM  BMii  Uh 
dever  portrait  of  O*-^  wlien  he  was  «C  fii'iti:!^ 
liaidy,  rough,  and  olnmy  enoi^k  lo  leok  tvtfy  Iwio 
Ingram's  rustic  chair.  Theve  «r«i  m^il&igtMmMb^ 
with  a  delicacy  of  fiMtuxeeiuad'ciiNitoMdei;  tharfflM 
more  with  the  Garden  than  with  the  sPield,  and  o^lMkili 
Peasant  of  a  Ferme  Orate,  b  this  tmf&k  lie  "Mg 
beneath  the  genuine  stalwart  bMmaed  Hoii^Aftli^ 
above  the  Farmer's  Boyi  whom  I  iemeiDber  ttrfiMi 
childhood,  when  he  Uved  In  a  miniatnre houeeyiiM^ 
and  Shepherdess,  now  the  Baj^e  tavern,  in  ^Q^i 
manufactured  .£olian  harps,  and^leepl  dUdkg/^  Wi 
Giles  had  very  little  of  the  agriealtilNA  in  Ui  «{i||ia 
looked  infinitely  more  like  a  bsadlewiflaiiiaiH  JaiiWlii 

Po6r  Clare  I— It  would  graatty  pleaee  me  WliMfNl 
happy  and  well,  and  thriving ;  but  the  dfbttfhtttlll^ 
and  Farmers'  Boys  from  the  natond  iittb  iin<aiMlfi 
not  always  condnce  to  thdr  happlnee^  "et^lMltf^ 
welMoing.  I  mist  the  true  Prieads,  whoi*1»Ml%li 
kering  afbr  poetry,  because  it  is  f<»Uddea  ffaiil|%i| 
to  pluck  and  eat  of  the  paslond  eons^^astiMilC  iM^jj^ 
innocence  of  nature,"  end  ivho  «a  that  aooettif  j^iMI 
LoA's  prot%4-4  do  trustaad  hope  Ate^iMk  W^^ 
of  the  Northamptonshire  Baird.  Ifi^mmu^mM^ 
for  a  Quaker  to  like;  he  was  tendei'.hetiiB^ lH|d 
videoee.  ^  How  he  teebfldd  eMB^  V 
^Wl  Uiil^fttNh  a  jcna^  ikrg&(^i 
,  soBiewhat  titunxgOj,  that  h^  wii  j 
IP— CkM»  ftoiiitik>4 


PMMlMi>i^ 


:  kb  poUidben  conndsnitify  iw^  iMi 
r  Jt^ami  Un^al  Am  ten ^.  bvi iriMn  Tiw»M  iMMMq% 
Pil  #illh%ipAMMiite  groiib  ^  Ato  yw  Mr.€lato  r  Hie 

liiWptokiqftqtteiy  witli  .««*  potitiv*  osgativ^^^ 

neit  to  Clfue»  4>vertoppiDg  him  by  Ifae 

|MAfl|wMldei«'<--«  phyaUial «  GqIomub  of  I^emHue,'* 

r^>iWi0»fpt-4ft  Allao^  not  AUto  RaoMay^  **  no, 

llif«tiier>'^  bul  Allan  Cnnningham,-^'*  a  oiedtti*' 

'ilx)||(W  m%ht  hava  said  ailouir  erafit^^io 

Ibiii^aAin  oaUed '- boo^t  AUan/  to  diirtii^gnkli 

rfimn  one  AUan-a^Sakg  who  was  apt  to  niblaka 

^^Nrfifiw  Uaiiiffr---«omtttme8|^l^^ 

|&  ^.Sahvay^V.te  allusion  to  t^^  Jl?oiila^' AlSin 

lea.  M»^Tliai»  la  something  of  tkeliua 

imv^itofvabla  in  the  Uyrometer  of  his  fmkk, 

MmfU^t(9  Sbowery,  from  Slormy  to  Set  Fair: 

j^ra^y  ml.  aanieat  and  tmJKtktealf-Mi  little 

be  anddenly  dears  up  and  laughar  m 

maniineh  or  two  from  bis  obaiTy  fer  be 

ees  ea%lilEe  a  tioot  at  a  fiy»  and  fiaiihea 

'Uaai^  palms.    Hbhaaalav%.lbo, 

^shiawd  si^rsnga;  and  he  wiiilai*  ■ 

imnmw^d  ballads.    Why  nol  novi  t 

ifNMS^ialatedof  Bis  pony^  nitt  fimraaller 

l^vOalloway  left  anvUnle  enee#^><^ 

^4i  Mar  ll>("^^  W<M* 

alns^andsbyi 

I  f  fnes  kfewd  He  nmek  of  Art** 


1>HVtr, 


:^^y.^^1**i«.riif^r^- 


imf^  lilnly  to  «iitwir  Aa09fi4MytiwdM'^tm<^ 

pritpttr  leataixNiialt)  tati^Lllct^  *»  <n^e«  i^^aM 

The  ReTertni  p^80nl«6  «  H^  Bdliai^  lri|liHH^ 
wm  brow,  de^Jist  irfiai,  ul  %iM^<Md^^ 
modest  Curjr— 4he  flame  wild  taflMil  iN»il^lirt&: 
blank  veree.  Heii  ee&ding  Ui'plets  tOfinMi  1^^ 
wbicfa  he  will  roliflh  and  digeit  ae  UiMigli  tiMTf  Wwd^lir 
Aristqdiaiiefl.  He  ha^bb  170,100^  on  tiMFitiloli 
pay,  shame  and  pi^,  such  a  TMaslalor  Ibuild  Ho 
Unkm  in  the  Church!  h  It  poeetMe  %^  lit  ^<oW>^bir|jl^ 
panic,  it  was  thought  by  merdy  Mqg  Ihmgikmk  tolRjipnP: 
he  had  iSomed  from  the  traei  fUthr  >     t  ^^^i^^|^ 

A  Tory  pleasant  day  we  ^'Londeneie'^eiiee  •|totfi>4Mili>!^^ 
wick  parsonage,  formerly  teniurted  .by  iioigiffdi^  aliij^  ii|i|ii|ij 
hoflpitable  Gary,  and,  as  Btia  eaUed  fteitii  lifaf<:^ai)|g|iiif : 
The  laet  time  my  eyes  rested  (mtbs  Intwrpmwr  jjfll  ttM  JJWPJ" 
Beautiful  as  well  as  of  the  inferno)  h^  wie  oii4fai^  lAWMMp 
of  the  British  Museum.  Bro  this,  I  tttuflt  he  hlilit^imkitimm'r 
tiptop— niay,  hath  perhaps  attained  bei]%  a  Lkeittrf  #dMtt 
even  unto  a  Trusteeship,  and  had  to  biQr,  at  ^tm^  «#^||H|  { 
of  the  Bhxe  Ribbon  of  Liten^ml  -  i  « ^i* 

Procter, — alias  Barry  Cornwall,  folttierfy  idf^ 
Colonnade,  now  of  some  prosaioal  ba  of  Obi 
Procter,  one  of  the  foremost  to  weloomo  nil^  ittio  "M 
with  a  too-flattering  Dedicytioii  (anotter  Ummm 
jeialousy  of  authom),  is  my  own  left-hand^  tie. 
says  shall  be  kept  as  atriedy  ootifidedlial )  Ibr  h^  fi|i 
it  into  my  Martitieau  ear.    On^urf  <tiie»  eMo^ 
way,  I  see  a  profile,  a  shadow  of  which  OTor 
opening  my  writing-desk, — a  sketch  taken  Aom 


•i'K^a 


^^*v- 


FreDch  Song  to  April,  by  R«my  BelleuL 
rtte  iMh«  «i^Mifi«)iA>ttbii^^     IMt^f 


IHhHHP'  flMMI'lllir'WMnll|(y'ill  CMMliplullSIlt^  |>f00tUHy^  W  litit' 


tfMCIWlVd^ 


i.||:,»V>«Ui^  .    »    MJ' 


fe^yi^^jfiMy'a  cwrloT  tiielip,«id  a  gttkdiil 
UM  Mttiads  onu  df  sotte  pM^  of 
nFiilotopher&eliefvryiaob.    H6  Uioltt,  tldni% 
<Mi  tlfid  diiakfl^  ud  ii»  donlil  glecpv 
«.  deliberately.     There  is  nothing  at>r«p 
goe«  iad  oemae  odmly  iuid  i^Qiokiy'^-Xke 
te  i»  hero    ha  is  theNh-^he  in  fjdlia. 
"dlMKMliie.    I&  speaks  slowly,  clMiriy,  inl 
biiiqplMiit^-''^^  tide  ti  talk  iki^s  Hke  t)iBlt^ 
fmMg^'^Ml&miik^  withotiit  eteVfloiritig,  Mi.** 
jSwiiaMit  aiii  agfoeable  doty  to  oall  oii  Mr.  Bi 
t^m^'inMmdm  tMae  tfi  repemher,  tile  sertaH); 
iMe^BisttdriB  Teehnica  prinbiple,  wfth  a  sem^ 
mmamMiU  Qwmy)^  and  I  have'ihttnd  Id# 
jMnM  itt  the  niidsl  dfa  Gennaii  Obeiii^^ 
alLthe  ifeervth^  nftili:  i^^^ 
Mifci^iwiing,  tiudhltiig,  eiMldg  ^iMe^— Ml 
'^  ^ilia^ly  «Mttid  hy  thi  te^Whikif  f(^ 


uO^gi^mo,  to  the  iifh|,flr  !#• 

^aslEMipiie  in  Jolm  Bidl  {<^4l«lfMi?p 

dpirinte  r— but  he  ^wajs  oaii||»,i 

1^  hAd  left,  not  Ipet  th^  lo^it,  w4.#ii{MP^jHM^ 

ep4.:   But  look!— we  «i«  la  lhci,«ilf^  .Jirailb^» 

oomes  o'er  the  spirit  of  that  '<  old  4#il|ar  finM^^ 


tic  tint  leaves  the  cheek,  the  eyes  aifia  degeof! 
IB  surrounded  by  a  growing  8hadow---sigBaiair|Iui 
ence  of  that  Potent  Drug  whose  sti^endous  Pleaaonn 
mous  Pains  have  beea  so  eloqiaeiitly  desoiibad  J>|Mlvii#|^^ 
Opium  Eater.    Marry,  I  have  one  of  his  Ckmfassirwif  ||^^||| 
own  name  and  mark  to  it  :-*-an  apokgy  ipr  a  aei|i|^f 
his  MS.,  the  said  stain  being  a  lazge  pur^iidi  riiBg.sfr 
that  circle  none  durst  drink  hot  be^'*-— 4n  &ot  ibe 
colored,  of  <<  a  tumbler  of  laudanum  negiis,  wan^ 
gar."*  .Ui4#«t* 

That  smart  active  person  opposite  with  a  gaiBe.«0QaMi4vf 
head,  and  the  hair  combed  snMoth,  fighter  baikn^orm^jM^ 
head — ^with  one  finger  hooked  round  a  glass  of 

tbat  he  requires  it  to  inspirit  him,  for  his  wit  bahUea,- 

—is  our  Edward  Herbert,  the  Author  of  that  true  p|beiH»M||N 
graphy,  the  life  of  Peter  Corooran.  He  ia^fpiod  ie||^^ 
hands,"  like  that  Nonpareil  Randall,  at  a  oomic  veiaeiHriwip 
ous  stanza — smart  at  a  repartee— sharp  at  a  t0lmtffwiglh0 
averse  to  a  bit  of  mischief.  'Twas  he  who  gate  ihi:! 
ring  at  Wordsworth's  Peter  Bell.  Qeaerally ,  hia 
by  a  happy  manner,  are  only  tickleeome,  but 
are  sharp-flavored, — like  the  sharposm  of  tha- 
Would  I  could  give  a  sample.  Alas  I  Wtelafi^j 
so  many  good  things  uttered  by  Poets,  and  Wits»  JuiA; 

*  On  a  viiit  to  Norfolk,  I  wu  moeh  siuprind  to  ind  tlMt^ 
m  it  wu  Tulgarly  called,  vrti  qidta  in  eommda  eis  in  i 
tmongst  the  lower  cImws,  m  the  vidaK^  ^  lile  Aat.    It  ls«il| 
thatpenoDs  in  auch  a  rank  erf*  life  hadr«ai:tei 
oae  aoipect  that  as  Oeniitf  Bndgniddeiy  Wisdriiea  1 
aad  improfilable  proipectsof  HiwkaliHb  HMOtSfS^^I 
*Pfy#lir  cloggjr  bpgnr  wartps  erOanl»J4|pa#f  ^ 

limssf  ilsHistoriwi'l:  ....  :...  ^«^r#V9  .>iftt&ii!rM»() 


faU 


3.^^.^'«^^si^M«l* 


k^^my^adln^       to  the  ivtrMibr wwt 

ItdBtalMthtt  Coitiiirjr  of  luToiitiQip;  wh«iB  mI^ 

r^lM»  beratyteovcoied  ibr  oopfkig  ^fclo 

lBWii»  bot  that  *  fblttm  UnqKie,  or  DagunrBi^of 

ie»1BiAot,iiiiy&Kl  oat  mne  ■ortorfioM^IA 

wlunoTor  h  liean  l 

Mfer  C|oBlributom--{^  for  iii8t«ido<-* 

iqi!  p&Sbm  no :  l«t  I  neier  met  wMtk  Uiem  at 

jttil  deeofibed.    BhM  <  wtt  ever  ■  meet  aajr« 

iis  4l|i^I  eoiBe  eio  deed ;  and  the  reit  dbpei^ 

QidMi  aie  over  end  gone,  wten  Hie  Profanaei 

!liliisti|Be  ewembled  round  the  seme  steeming 

llililB,  iMngm  bm  out  of  prin^  e«oleinied,  "  liode ! 


Wi'i 


I  who  came  to  Golelmio|ie  Cbttagey 

[  §o#  Imrtaiie  of  meetiog  widi  S.  T.  Goleiidee. 

>  ftom  iS^gate  with  Mrs.  Gilmao,  lodiiie 

ind  MntfJ*  .  What  a  oootrait  to  Lamb  wae  the 

^imMi  hfe  wwviiig  white  hair,  and  his  &ee  roiiadi 

t  ae  a'  hcky  Friar's !    Apropos  to  wfaioh 

a  homowme  desoriptioD  of  an  aninUied  pov- 

itjl/m  *m  a  ieii  of  barometer,  to  iadkiate  the 

.  fl6  sure  as  his  name  made  aqy  tenpof 

MDf  r  down  sank  theOrif^al  In  the 

\mhKA.  the  oopy  hmo  a  oosBi^,  till  soms 

again  bioagfee  fttwaid  AaFooli 

,th(l  piiMaiw  1  ta$  a  tm.iBkm-  ¥miim.    I 

li  What  a  bso^tt,  MdUm 

■petMOM  tgmUimm 

i'and^  ad«ited'<  Aer^Olfi^lili 

^t  BolWwa%peiiiapi^«MiNil^ 


fcdmg  no  deligfal  in  Okk  wofMi  i 

iviUK^  m  ebaage  ui  I 

aoDAl  identity.    For  iM»nott|  hn 

pfeoe  the  whole  nng^oal  bealitiitoliiti»| 

wings  to  flap  about  with,  UkB^mm^4f  ( 

ter  dinner  he  got  Ufs  and  began: 

hands  beUnd  hk  back,  tailing  and  widiin||,|a  1 

hinted,  as  if  qvalifying  fer  an  i 

a  siniile  from  Loddiges'  gard«n^  m  HMknegr  f 

off  for  an  iUustration  to  the  engar-iaaldag  lb 

his  fine,  flowing  voloe^  it  waa  gloriDttB..i 

toding,  stiU-beginniog  ''^  khid ;  and  yon  dM 

It  was  rare  flyixig,  as  in  the  Nassau  Ballooii^  jnrilJ 

whither,  nor  did  you  care.    Like  IAb  own  brigfet-eyi^  iiiM|Mi| 

he  had  a  spell  in  his  Toioe  that  wnnid  nol  iat  yair^ijimmiil* 

tempt  to  describe  my  own  feeling  afterwaidy  I  had?biiii^#Kiii| 

spiralling,  up  to  heaven  by  a  whidwtnd  mlartwMiftillM^iiK 

beams,  giddy  and  .dazaled,  hot  not  d&q^bUta^  aM^^M^  ito 

been  rained  down  again  with  a  shower  of  i 

stones  that  battered  out  of  me  all  rscoUeetion  fif ' 

heard,  and  what  I  had  seen !  n  f   tv*^^^ 

On  the  second  oocasba,  the  aaidior  xti  < 
panied  by  one  of  hia  sons.    The  Poet,  tslting  jnaf ' 
usual,  chanced  to  pursue  some  aignmmt^  whididiiir^ 
son,  who  had  not  been  introdooed.to  ne,  the  i 
just  like  your  crying  up  ihooe  feoHsh  OAm  i 
Coleridge  was  highly  annieed  with  Ihii  inal4kp 
out  ezfriaining,  looked  slily  round  ift  m^  with.» 
pmsed  laug^  one  may  suppose  lolMieat  t»  Aer] 
The  truth  was,  he  Mt  natnzatty  paitial  la  mfkitk 
>atiKi  in  the  first  instaaoe  to  the  deateal  of  1 


r^aact  of  nJbdboaAkMik^nsMfninf'toa^nBto 
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wms  eircalating  in  our  book-club,  so  very  Grub  Streetish  in  all 
its  appearance,  internal  as  well  as  external,  that  I  cannot  ex- 
plain  by  what  accident  of  impulse  (assuredly  there  was  no  mo- 
U»e  in  play)  I  came  to  look  into  it.     Least  of  all,  the  title.  Odes 
and  Addresses  to  Great  Men,  which  connected  itself  in  my  head 
with  Rejected  Addresses,  and  all  the  Smith  and  Theodore  Hook 
squad.     But,  my  dear  Charles,  it  was  certainly  written  by  you, 
or  under  you,  or  una  cum  you.     I  know  none  of  your  frequent 
Tisitors  capacious  and  assimilative  enough  of  your  converse  to 
have  reproduced  you  so  honestly,  supposing  you  had  left  your- 
self in  pledge  in  his  lock-up  house.     Gillman,  to  whom  I  read 
the  spirited  parody  on  the  introduction  to  Peter  Bell,  the  Ode  to 
the  Great  Unknown,  and  to  Mrs.  Fry ;  he  speaks  doubtfully  of 
Reynolds  and  Hood.  •  But  here  come  Irving  and  Basil  Montagu. 
"  Thursday  Night,  10  o^clock. — No !  Charles,  it  is  you.     I  have 
read  them  over  again,  and  I  understand  why  you  have  anon'd 
the  book.     The  puns  are  nine  in  ten  good — many  excellent — 
the  Newgaiory  transcendant.     And  then  the  exemplum  sine  exem- 
pJo  of  a  volume  of  personalities  and  contemporaneities,  without 
^       a  single  line  that  could  inflict  the  infinitesimal  of  an  unpleasance 
on  any  man  in  his  senses ;  saving  and  except  perhaps  in  the 
envy-addled  brain  of  the  despiser  of  your  Lays,     If  not  a  tri. 
-      umph  over  him,  it  is  at  least  an  ovation.     Then,  moreover,  and 
,     besides,  to  speak  with  becoming  modesty,  excepting  my  own  self, 
- !     who  is  there  but  you  who  could  write  the  musical  lines  and 
^j     stanzas  that  are  intermixed  ? 

^ ;  "  Here  Gillman,  come  up  to  my  garret,  and  driven  back  by  the 
guardian  spirits  of  four  huge  flower-holders  of  omnigenous  roses 
I  and  honeysuckles — (Lord  have  mercy  on  his  hysterical  olfacto- 
A  lies!  what  will  he  do  in  Paradise?  I  must  have  a  pair  or  two 
^  of  nostril  plugs,  or  nose-goggles  laid  in  his  coffin) — stands  at  the 
I  door,  reading  that  to  M^Adam,  and  the  washerwoman's  letter, 
&  and  he  admits  fhe  facts.  You  are  found  in  the  manner,  as  the 
lawyers  say !  so,  Mr.  Charles !  hang  yourself  up,  and  send  me 
a  line,  by  way  of  token  and  acknowledgment.  My  dear  love  to 
Mary.     God  bless  you  and  your  Unshamabramizer, 

"S.    T.  COLERIDOB." 


«-^i|iw^«r^. 


It  Aity  be  menlkMlvkei^  Hm^i 
toriona  of  a&  «ttpl«Mm'V«tMliil 
the  OQoe  odebniad Hf.  But  jiniijaiBl  Milim^i^tm^. 
ofliUi  beit '<  PenuMMUliik,'' • 

:  an  invitatioii  to  imxMt.         .-  ^  A'.  /<  r,R'<!ifrf 


From  Colebrooke,  Lomb  ropdi^Adto  ITrthiM  i 
fid  operalioQ  at  all  tioMMy  fbr,  as  hi^: 
worth,  *'  the  moomg  aoeid«it  was  not  Jiia^nuia^f  i 
was  aettled,  I  caUed  upoa  him,  and  tead  him  in^dhpliiiil 
yellowish  house,  with  a  bit  of  a  gaidin,  mnimmmffllimi0^ii$il^ 
▼anient,  as  the  Irish  say,  for.OQe  etiuig  mf^imfmkm^tt^ 
the  door.  Lamb  laughed  at  the  fon;  biit»raailNii^i^^ 
the  whirligig  of  time  brought  KNiad  its  jeveiifea»v  .B^mdmti 
day  bantering  my  wife  on  Im  dread  of  wnspi^  wi»nniaH.ftisno 
he  uttered  a  horrible  shout,— -a  wounded  lyeoiingtt  QCiha#60Mi 
had  slily  crawled  up  the  leg  of  the  table,  and  sstung  him  in  th0 
thumb.  I  told  h^m  it  was  a  refutation  well  pnlifiit  U9ke  Sodkt'i 
timely  snowbaU.  <<  Yes,"  said  he,  <<and  a 
on  Macbeth —  * 


*  Jjy  ike  prkkit^  ^  wnif  iitsais>  . 


iV.-<  I .    •«  Til  i 

There  were  no  pastoral  yearnings  conoenisdrlllilNiH 
removal.    There  is  no  (^ml^t  nrhinh  nf  r^iptiin  |l(iqt|l|jpp 
and  Country  Songs  would  have  befn  mpst,  to^ 
<<  The  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall-Vall "  wouM  ly|f#, 
hollow. .  In  courtesy  to  a  friend,  he  wcful^  seleq|^j|^ 
for  a  ramble,  but  left  to  himself,  he^  todi:  itm. 
often  as  otherwise.    <<  Scott,"  says  Cuginioghain».|^ 
walker."    Lamb  was  a  porter  one«    He  .^^ 
Opt  by  Long  Measure,  but  by  Ale  imd  9e^ 
I  have  walked  a  pint."    Many  #  thfOf  I  bfi^^ 
in  these  matches  against  Meu^.^.wj^pq^  ^ 
tad  then,  what  cheerful  and  pynifital^rtijJh^ 
once  delivered  Id  me.  orally  the  jNibslp|p6^9i^||f ! 
IMm^  of  Imaginatioii  in  Modem  Artht%  aijWil 
Bat  besides  the  eritaoiiii,^^^ 


iWmllQii^BifiiwttefiiyDg^  v^ni 

I  iiiofidelightM  to  one  of  mf^mb^ 
yt^taA  Mwr  aflbbted^ttqr •pafkNM gmifftf.  * NeiliNr 
r«Btlll»Gtouid  SMi0r.    He  d^  HoK^SMltiAteoiii. 
t^nKtf$titf  widoh  koma  MiiiiD6  penooi  fPOuM^^iiii 
t  of  die  meie  length  of  their  yeMe.    As  1^ 
tie  hid  ki  itelC  eoiiU  he  Hw  hotter  finr  keepfa|^; 
'  iMller)^  got  eoythii^  hvt  gnmimaUimy 
>  Ib  tUe  {Miftieuler,  he  wee  oppoeed  to  Soathegr, 
^  (ftr  Smithej  hee  heen  opfKMod  to  hiimrtf  ^ 
Treoj 


-X^ 


ae,fMJfi^  4^       aqr  pfv&t  appei?  ameeg 
^  ^^CbonghtlMtfaz^ 
'    'itifwei^lMemamoiigtfiaToiiiigaiid^ 


J  of  Sir  Oreole  about  Lamb.    On  the  oon- 

i%|^  of  it  iolemn  vieage  that  "(neaieed  and  maeded 

pod,"  he  wee  the  first  to  pitch  a  roisohieTOus 

V  doek-iveed.    **  He  wee  a  boy-mao,"  ae  he 

Hand  Us  mamieis  lagged  hehilMi  his  jmoh^' 

l^ililll|i(Bople  younger' thaD  htmeeUl  '  PeiAia|Mi^  ia 

[ttiq^  he  tfis^t  Aaty  iniehtkiD  to  Bt» 

nower W|  wmieiR 

I'jflHBiBrof  •  oesitai^^  he  nofisr  i 

I  Ihat^*!  mfti  '^taking  a  wrik  with  die 

r^hi  ttkiof  oiriMil^  befav^ohMl 

h|h  Ae  propileloirt  ef  eit  AMhH 

Neqr<4dg  Darii»  who  Mt 

V 


-'^^^'^^m^rn^ 


il!<WMlliii|Ktii% 


J|ig^(!^| 


lirttflirtrti 


■Mm 


Mi^^ltl^^i^''' 


nf^mm- 


^'f^-'Kj^3^y 


<bMil, 


imaYoidaUe 

▲■  EUttnpplitd  M  pltee.tiiiltt 
•iiMtute  ferLMfikUHiri&    ▲( 
jM  kom  y»  lMnidl^.tliUigh  it  ban  4fetelMUiuB»a 
»  «biitribatio%  M  teii«  ttiimlbllrii  daiH^ 
«iMMild  wiite  sMDetWng  ht  Un^  niriilhM^dtii 
mimitKtkiii^kif  nMUHM.    ItwOkkefmrnmliUklimi 
Ukem in  gooi  fmti.  -*.^.  i;\:::  Mi^h)^ 

*<Dbar  Luib, — ^You  are  an  unpudeot  vaibti  Int  I'l 
your  secret.    We  dine  at  Ayttonf^;  on  Tft^^ 

to  find  Sarah  and  her  two  ipfq^  |edb  fi^^^         ^ 

M.  and  her  Tragedy  may  be  ^Suimi^m  m$fm$y<omi 

rib.    Health  attend  you.  Touni^  fr .  id^ti 

MiflB  Bridget  Hood  eeuds  lof««*  .  ;    ;  J  j9  t«  ,pin^' 

How  many  of  sooh  pfeasant 
memory,  whUat  diinktng  of  faim,  like  aeoret  wtittl^d 
by  the  kindly  warmth  of  tiio  fire  I    Bip*'llMjf  i 
leave  me  time  and  li^aee  ibr  odbef  latlnb 
okarity,  in  its  widest  seoas,  the  naodwatiimftio  jv 
as  MiUer says,  is  ''tkfr  fiiUmi  8tMg  i 
Ckain  of  all  Virtues.*'    If  he  waamlolennt^i 
of  Intderanoe.    He  wouM  I 
iitod^  save  in  the  fiolkm  of  Rabelffii>>  of  tefUt 
Tkifelemites,  where  eaok  mail  undoFsorifitiiivt 
•eemed  good  in  hia  own  ey«i.    |fekaledi 
aad  potty  ooaadal.    Ononoooi 
ddl%  Id  the  disoiedk  of  «  UteruyrnM^  < 
lM«avenatkNi,  the  noil  mbtea^^iiilliikftti 
|bf  katiig  iaqpaM  «voi  1 


1  njropiiilteoftiilMi  imif^i 


,  that  |l6iii,1!  f  *f  Omutn^mi^m 
iTJmImmU..  jk»  A  ii«M|t  miiMu  '  And  mtnitk  hm  hiimM  lhi\ 

itntfkji,  Titinh-  liVfr  flhtihramiiti  !■  ihi  jnnrmii 

i4if  At  Pfnfffiif r  mtuni  rf  m  rffitntiirr  fftr 

v.ii!M4MffiMwnled  by  **  Mmntt  ^  \wkmw\  of 

,^'j^  qM,  aoMi^  ,aDncNn>i|a  dolUm  «wil4mfc- 

^l,<^fl^^  fii^  U  hw«ed,  amliMttpi 

r«ttribated  s  new  origin.    "  A  Miipr/'  1m  mik 

bift^  otkor  riiiwtfi  Tim  AMMifladkr 
,{^«)|4  fluQ^Mr%gf4«Jiotd[ie<lil> 

!vnl  ^W^Tj  Jr  •■'  ^i        '  ••fFf-y    *ii«"fpfl'  'ftp^j,  :'"(Wf^ 
^  m  Juetificiai  AUMlEtllAi  'tlUDOUffkfHMM 

~t  n>«»*^  MflffiihiimitiiHiiii^ 

'-,^, -'^J— 15^^ 


'^■^^T^^ 


^niM 


V-;4=J«r  'tl 


&P: 


DtHO^Mh^liiil^' 


ifim^^pfm 


ifxtakky^ 


'   flodhwasChiilfliLiiab:' 

own  principle  of  anl 

— tare,  tiM  oppiMte  of  Oiiitt*^ 

IVwUjit  of  Ijora  Bjmft}  n 

Kikwpbj,  of  Kuit;  ^md  in  MyHiij 

Of  his  wk  I  haire  endeikrami  lo  g^  MMA  iifa|«im 

to  me ;  but  Uie  qvirit  of  Us  i;a7ii|l%i»  lo^lOli 

married  to  the  oiiroiuDitaiioes  crthei^iijtf  tolttndiy 

They  bad  tbe  bmrity  intbout  tbelefi^f  isf 

oonmmied  tiie  germa  of  wbble  Mays.  *  Hdirtiov^' 

he  seemed  not  only  witty  himself  Imt  the  odsiitf  [ 

pie  in  others.    **  There  is  M 

ibont  dropping  his  good  tMngs  as  an 

out  oaring  what  beoomee  of  flieail''    It 'Iras  ^.. 

tune  to  pick  up  one  of  Mr.  M.'a  feundlings^  ial  tf 

particularly  in  Lamb's  own  styl^  containing  at 

a  oriticinn.    "  What  do  you  UiiilV'  Wdted  ' 

book  called  *  A  Day  in  Stowe  Gardens  V** 

m  bestowed.'' 

It  is  now  some  fire  years  ago,  sinde  I  stood  wldl 
ers  in  Edmonton  Church  Tardi  beside  a  g[rave  tt 
was  mortal  of  Blia  was  deposited.    It  nwy  be  m  ' 
fessibn  to  make,  but  I  shed  no  tear;  "uA 
escape  from  my  bosom.    There  Were  maHjf 
He  had  not  died  young.    He  had  happiljf  gwto 
sister,  who  not  hi  selfishness,  but  the  HiifMotk  of  4 
tkio,  would  have  prayed  to  surriTS  him  batftr/' 
should  miss  that  tender  care  whldi'  had   ^ 
wards  finom  a  little  child.    Piniilly  iie  hid  t 
works,  a  rare  legacy ! — and  alKrre 'a^V^i^Mii 
had  departed,  there  was  stiH  more  of 'kliii 
fer  is  lofl^  as  Humanity  eikhirea,  '$iM^i^ 
WKk,  ihe  Sfdrit  of  CSiailes  Littiib  wM^ffl W 


'AnsiiW: 


-iii;l-^ 


.y^ 


tiH    1     if  :r(  •,■   .'  ^     ft  :^-'  '  :  ,      •       ■  '?    -     :     •'•     -^    ' 

^  far  puAOtuatkm. 

iMlfir  W  fe  make  dluddtal  a^^ 

itf  ihb  ^Oai^  la  O^  P66ple  with  nUdh  be  HkM 

^lll^'liirtfie^        ibf  tlib  amuMnliaii  U  im  to* 

ifeAMi    HeiHi^       Qiikiiown  ftutbyrgbod 

iil  WiMrteTiMr  oAer  good  Miip  dMi  tail 

,^lidiMllg0  lOi  livdy  tdii  of  inofl^idve  ind  bium^ 


^lifir  Mii^4i#  Otett  Unknown,  wds  tttbrpri^nUi 
'  nUMfoIof  *»Nfaiereh,**— wfatti,  hym  Mkk^ 
i#  olilr  litei  eddmted  wonoi,  aad^om  cTiMir 
ViUHteted  ffif  Wdter  Soott  Wmfted  •iiMd^ 
/MMoT  the  mm,  md  met  nUd^tlMklli^A 
Ail  Bdittn*  of  Ae  (^m,  I  Bad  ftll^^ 
I'^^lU^Wdlter,  Aom  whom  I  leodlred  IM  Mi 
iui  aOilrikm  10 1(^16  of  hii  dhM^ 

4t  WM  f^  111«|^  ill'  Mlil 


immA  Hm  iMim  MB  tom 

make  any  at  BQ^yaaip  Jft 
leisure  for  this  purpose  next  wedc  wh«[i  I 
country    Phry  inlBrrift  Mi*.  Oo^^tfi!^ 
I  will  be  unable  to  do  luiythfng  jyii^'^if  ^^' 
y^iy  truly  your  o|U!ge4  iiiunl^l^  W(9^ 
'' kdmlmrgh  A  March         ^     j,  ,    ,, 


*M% 


Mliwtt  during  out  of  kia  Yiai^  |o  l^ndo^rl  )ii4tlA(rMii'<' 
a  perianal  inlerview  with  Sir  Wfber  flffH  14?  M^ J^^gi^Uiit'^ 
inSuMiex  Plaoa.     The  mmter  of  fk«  h^imJii^ 
memory  I  butaeeingafinedv4pwp|anix)9%|. 
hiiiti^tioii  at  the  door.    It  ha^ua4i  hawf  ▼•r^lf^  t^ 
ooef    I  afi^rwards  roentiaae4  ^  ^foumilai^Jp^ 
It  was  not  a  bad^  point,  he  said,  for  he  waa  very  fojad 
but  he  did  not  care  to  have  hia^fvU^ioMir 
London,  <'  for  fear  he  should  be  taken  for  BQl 
Ihea  told  him  I  bad  lately  been  fpadvw  ^  ^^ 
wbiob  h^  reminded  me  of  a  very  pieimol  d^: 
years  before,  beside  the  JUnu  of  Ca^t4>fif^  tbp 
char's  caUitropbe.    Perhaps  be  divjosd  wM  llM 
red  to  mey-^^4hal  tbe  Linot  •«  •»  9ataiwt»  Mi^ 
poioted  me ;  for  he  smiled,  aud  sbeok  his  lie|4 
be  had  since  seen  it  bimeelfi  and  Wf»  fPthec 
'<B»t  I  fear,  Mr.  Hood,  I  have  dope  w^m^  )l|fu», 
in  finding  a  Monastery  where  there  was  DOfm^, 
though  there  was  plenty  (here  he  smiled  agahi) 
Beaediotus,  or  Holy  Tbiirtle.'*  j  ,  ^^  ^£ 

In  the  mean  time  he  waa  fimahmg  Mi  lQM#ti%  n|^||ip> 
M  the  Duchess  of  E^'s  Mmd  b^fopre  l^i.^  qpiiip^^ 
M  pppprtuni^  of  noticing  tk^  fymmmm^W^  Ifc)* 

biiet.    It  served  to  ccofiinnfmiPmrv^li^ 
mill.  MHk  wd  musi  h^  pbyeip^y#  if  ^i^^^^ "         ^  -- 


,_>:x^^' 


Sl**^- 


•  •  •  ♦.■.•-•. )»...         'i 

^Jfarf  mom^  nol  to  miiiriUtt^Ifi  lo»  MilMi4Ml]r«-tftMy  «Biir  tne, 
VMider,  to  proaent  to  you  the  following  genuine  letter,  the 
flwrely,  for  obvious  reaaon%  being  ditguiaed. 


k^.i^-- 


1^0  T.  Hoon,  Baq. 

tseomiottlobap— eoaml;  but  thou  poMeneit  brains 
to  nr^  what  I  mean ; — I  don't— 4herefore  Brodier 
ttboo  olilige  me  (if  'twas  in  my  power  I  would  you)— 
Ijm  jpsi  what  I  want,  and  no  more.  Of  late,  Lord**  * 
'  liwdea.yoring  to  raise  a  body  of  yeomanry  in  this  coun- 
^  Aeii^  a  man  at  Bedfont — a  oompounder  of  nauseous 
t  tfgfimi  whom  I  owe  a  grudge,  who  wishes  lo  miter, 
[;W|4|$Nrtfltfor  afighterthani  for  apunster.  Nowif 
^^  t  jjj^ve  Um  a  palpable  bit  or  two  in  Terse,  and  tians- 
mi,Vy  post,  direoted  to  A.  B.,  Post  Office,  Bedfont, 
^^^liall  eYtr  be  remembered  w&h  feelings,  of  the 
fid  gratitude.  His  name  is  <  Jajus  Boona^ 
\  if  ^irss.  If  you  disapprore  of  the  abo?e,  I 
l^lkine  the  oonfidenoe  plaoed  in  you,  by  'sPur- 
((^Immt  eaa  1 1— by  lAowiag  this  letter  to  Um. 
full  well— but  youll  not  do  so^  I 
^^ffp  feel  a  disposition  to  oblige  me,  you  iHll 
rore  the  natter  wfll  be 


Tours  trriy, 


Jk.% 
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iou8  to  get  possession  of  Miss  Boltbee,  a  ward  in  Chancery  ^ 
something  like  9000/.  (wish  he  may  get  it),  is  famous  for 
Gout  Medicine,  sells  jalap  (should  like  to  make  him  swallow 
ounce),  always  knows  oUier  people's  business  better  than 
own,  U9ed  to  go  to  church,  now  goes  to  chapel,  and  in  the  w1 
is  a  great  rascal. 
''  Bedfont  is  thirteen  miles  from  London." 


.    i;      ■/.    ••/••   ii    ..^   ^  fc^l  j 


•t'  '/     .      >.A 


Y:^jn-- 


TBS  LOST, HSII. 


It  9^  boiugr  laate  fOMf— Ob» 


On  day,  m  I  wm  going  bjr 
TfetpM  of  fldlwm  obriMiwd  BOl^ 
I  heanl  a  bud  ihd  fiiddeii  017 
TImi  okUPd  iBjr  V6f]r  Hood ; 
And  lol  from  out  a  dirty  allay,      * 
Wkem  p%a  and  IfWi  wont  to  tally , 
I  aaw  a  ofazy  woman  Mlly, 
BodmiM  with  giMM  and  jBod. 
aha  tnniM  her  East,  ihe  tun'd  bar  IfMr 
i   Bjwlif  Bke  Fythonam  p  OMBit, 
Widi  meaming  hair  and  1 

)vc}  ^ a«a  atwfc mad  with  giiaf« 

mb  way  and  thalfAa  wildly  lan^ 

!  g»r  fisihii  win  wacMua  and  with  1 
j|»  li^  hand  helda  |kyii«faiH^ 
"^'   ""ilflBmp^f^faafc't'i^  -:' 
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Has  ever  a  one  seen  anything  about  the  streets  like  a  ciyiog 

lost-looking  child  ? 
Lawk  help  me,  I  don't  know  where  to  look,  or  to  run,  if  I  onlj 

knew  which  way — 
A  Child  as  is  lost  about  London  streets,  and  especially  Seyeo 

Dials,  is  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  hay. 
I  am  all  in  a  quiver^-^gtt  out  of  my  sight,  d^,  you  wretch,  you 

litUe  Kitty  M'Nab!     ^ 
You  promised  to  have  half  an  eye  to  him,  you  know  you  did, 

you  dirty  denMOtful  youag  dvah. 
The  last  time  as  ever  I  see  him,  poor  thing,  was  with  my  own 

blessed  Motherly  eyes, 
Sitting  as  good  as  gold  in  the  gutter,  a  playing  at  making  little 

dirt  pies. 
I  wonder  he  left  the  eoiurl  where  he  was  better  off  than  all  the 
V        other  young  boys^ 
With  two  bricks,  an  old  shoe,  nine  oyater-shells^  and  a  dead  kitten 

by  way  of  toys. 
When  his  Father  comes  home,  and  he  always  cones  home  as 

sure  as  ever  the  clock  strikes  one,. 
He'll  be  rampant,  he  wiU,  at  his  child  beii^  lost;  and  the  beef 

and  the  inguns  not  done ! 
La  bless  you,  good  folks,  ratnd  your  own  consams,  and  don't  be 

making  a  siob  in  the  street ; 
O  Serjeant  M'Farlane !  you  have  not  cone  across  my  poor  little 

boy,  have  you,  io  your  beat  ? 
Do,  good  people,  move  on !  don't  sland  staring  at  me  like  a 

parcel  of  stupid  stuck  pigs; 
Saints  forbid !  but  he 's  p'r'aps  been  inviggled  away  up  a  court 

for  the  sake  of  his  clothes  by  the  psigs; 
HeM  a  very  good  jacket,  for  certain,  for  I  bought  it  myself  fcf 

a  shilling  one  day  in  Rag  Fair ; 
And  his  trowsers  considering  not  very  much  patoh'd,  and  red 

plush,  they  was  once  his  Father's  best  pair. 
His  shirt,  it 's  very  lucky  I  'd  got  washing  in  the  tub,  or  that 

might  have  gone  with  the  rest ; 
l«t  he  'd  got  on  a  very  good  pinafore  with  only  two  slits  and* 

burn  on  the  breast. 


i|«te  i»  ondi  jagg'd  At  the  brim.  1 

ind  7«NI  11  kaow  by  tbtt  if  it  ^s 

woB»n  iii>^Niiitrfiai'iirpliiB| 

feini  kid  OQt  in  bis  ooffia ! 

M^h  mriftbbhi  •!  bo|«!  M  bisil 
^    ifwy  bone  of 'em  I  come  pctt» 
|Mi|ilt««i«M^i|«l^  tlM  pofleiu^lxMte-^lhaHt  M^ 
^^^i|ir«leiig  home  with  yoar  beer^ 

PHllr  fe  Ite^^MitiviiiUil  iA|r  of  117  Wb^tiret  eiMi  mf 
I  Betty  MorgM^ 

1  ilwy  kil  bkii  odoe  hifM«U  i^ 
iBinrkg  a  Mooicey  tad  an  Organ: 
iriSi '  Mlfnrfigfai  '\ 
^d  with  them  Italiane^ 
irMt^aJ^MM  prtMi  im 
v^iMHiMwMi  tailefdemaiiOQe* 

*  yoi  you  yoong  sorrow  t 
tJWii  iwJf  »lPlie»rw*>pi<»I  ehait%iir#ryipi  ibi* 

I  in  oar  aHey,  '  va.v  ;  >!  vinr//' 

—.■suit  nuo  "Jo  f*S'-?i;  i  c«i«ntt!  ,i«jd 


^b  bio  asinuib  'niiabmrfd 
lipiKHO  ddf  to  Itorf  <M  4<fc» 
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To  find  my  Bill  holdin'  up  his  little  innocent  hand  at 

Daily. 
For  though  I  say  it  as  oughtn't,  yet  I  will  say,  you  ma} 

for  miles  and  mileses 
And  not  find  one  better  brought  up,  and  more  pretty  h 

from  one  end  to  t'other  of  St.  Giles's. 
And  if  I  called  him  a  beauty,  it's  no  lie,  but  only  as  a 

ought  to  speak ; 
You  never  set  eyes  on  a  more  handsomer  face,  only  i 

been  washed  for  a  week  ; 
As  for  hair,  tho'  it's  red,  it's  the  most  nicest  hair  when  I 

to  just  show  it  the  comb ; 
I'll  owe  'em  five  pounds,  and  a  blessing  besides,  as  n 

bring  him  safe  and  sound  home. 
He's  blue  eyes,  and  not  to  be  call'd  a  squint,  though  a  L 

he's  certainly  got; 
And  his  nose  is  still  a  good  un,  tho'  the  bridge  is  broki 

falling  on  a  pewter  pint  pot ; 
He's  got  the  most  elegant  wide  mouth  in  the  world,  a 

large  teeth  for  his  age ; 
And  quite  as  fit  as  Mrs.  Murdockson's  child  to  play  Cupi 

Drury  Lane  Stage. 
And  then  he  has  got  such  dear  winning  ways — ^but  O 

never  shall  see  him  no  more ! 
O  dear !  to  think  of  losing  him  just  after  nussing  him  bi 

death's  door ! 
Only  the  very  last  month  when  the  windfalls,  hang  'en 

twenty  a  penny ! 
And  the  threepence  he'd  got  by  grottoing  was  spent  i 

and  sixty  for  a  child  is  too  many. 
And  the  Cholera  man  came  and  whitewash'd  us  all  i 

him,  made  a  seize  of  our  hog. — 
It's  no  use  to  send  the  Cryer  to  cry  him  about,  he's 

blundenn'  drunken  old  dog ; 
The  last  time  he  was  fetched  to  find  a  lost  child,  he  was  j 

with  his  bell  at  the  Crown, 
And  went  and  cried  a  boy  instead  of  a  girl,  for  a  d 

Mother  and  Fattier  a\)o\i\To^ircL« 


I 


Bflly, 


[  tUdk  of  tham  Cai*iol«7%  ihsy  dri?6  to^  dMjr'd 
I  SiHftn  and  BfodiMv. 
^l»]to%  ilofe  bf  tome  eUinbly  iwaepfaig  wr^ob,  to  jtfok 
Hi  kii  HfiMr  iiiM  and  what  not, 

y^M  nR.lMUi4  li^h  i^  yioM  P*«fc^  poto,  when  die 

^1^  tfM  iriKde  wide  world,  If  the  wwld  wae  miM^  to  ol^ 
'  >i«w  kii^*  eyee  on  hie  fiuie, 

I  of;  4arlin%^ea4  tf  }m  im%JKm  pomp  Wjt^ 
fc'mfr  Ann»  Mone  deed  on  ♦im*  nlaoe* 
^i;<*fl9l  chilli  ipe^  mthepeJpF^Molhei^Iyi^^^ 
f^|y|fig,l|fa9.aiid^^ 
}|s^^wl«!il  a^pp90^  b9^  iipM^ 
I  a  dbiQd  till  yoa  miee  him. 
I  ^flwdi  attd.  JudT  hantloff*  the  voaiiff  waeifdi. 

^W^^ •flMd  giip of >|»liMr»  wil'p 


fid  15?  vl«   r' 


.'«»( 


■m'^mttfr 


'4 


IM  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 


AN  UNDERTAKES. 


Is  an  illwiller  to  the  Hunmn  Race.  He  is  bj  Profession  an 
Enemy  to  his  Species,  and  can  no  more  look  kmdTy  at  his  Fel- 
lows than  the  SherifTs  Officer ;  for  why,  his  Profit  begins  with 
an  arrest  for  the  Debt  of  Nature.  As  the  BailiflT  looks  on  t 
failmg  Man,  so  doth  he,  and  with  the  same  Hope,  namely,  to 
take  the  Body. 

Hence  hath  he  little  S3rmpathy  with  bis  Rind,  small  Pity  fer 
the  Poor,  and  least  of  all  for  the  widow  and  the  orphans,  whom 
he  regards  Planter  like,  but  as  so  many  Blacks  on  his  Estate. 
If  he  have  any  Community  of  Feeling,  it  is  with  the  Sexton, 
who  has  likewise  a  Per  Centage  on  the  Bills  of  Mortality,  and 
never  sees  a  Picture  of  Health  but  he  longs  to  ingrave  it.  Both 
have  the  same  quick  Ear  for  a  Churchyard  Cough,  and  both 
the  same  Relish  for  the  same  Music,  to  wit,  the  Toll  of  Saint 
Sepulchre.  Moreover  both  go  constantly  in  black — ^howbeit  'tis 
no  Mourning  Suit  but  a  Livery — for  he  grieves  no  more  for  the 
Defunct  than  the  Bird  of  the  same  Plumage,  that  is  the  Under- 
taker to  a  dead  Horse. 

As  a  Neighbor  he  is  to  be  shunned.  To  live  opposite  to  hins 
is  to  fall  under  the  Evil  Eye.  Like  the  Witch  that  jbrespeaks 
other  Cattle,  he  would  rot  you  a^  soon  as  look  at  you,  if  it  couU 
be  done  at  a  Glance ;  but  that  Magic  being  out  of  Date,  he 
contents  himself  with  choosing  the  very  Spot  on  the  House 
Front  that  shall  serve  for  a  Hatchment.  Thenceforward  he 
watches  your  going  out  and  your  coming  in :  your  rising  up 
and  your  lying  down,  and  all  your  Domestic  Imports  of  Drink 
and  Victual,  so  that  the  veriest  She  Gossip  in  the  Pariah  is  dsI 
inore  familiar  with  your  Modes  and  Means  of  Living,  nor  knows 


aiij  Ttfiir  Hi^iflht  toAiL  iMik'ftff  h^hath  ijaniraii  laii 

r«t^QlK)<r(^^    Hi  if  i>y  7«Mil  ^  Bnmritib  W* 
in  MflBtil  RMtffvatloiiB  m^  Kaiiifmnana 

iJi^^M  toiody^u^  fo^jMvty-T-Mi  !•  bt  JbyppI^ 

to  MO  you  ae  stomH-viib  •  shoii  jlfdi|»;  jHn 

?  old  finiit  I  aad  rwiiMiniOiidi  a  Oairlr 

lja»ir,iniWgiWBt  Fovor  a^  jiKyfralepltH^wi 

I  Jlk  •  Hn  iifiaaUifnta  UMlt 'GonuiloBiflfe^ 

I  sro  treaoherous ;  his  Inquiries  ai^^fliififiiMfi 
m  (iangMrous ;  as  whea  he  proflbieth  tlie  Use 
rsM  you  Amm. 

r  k  alfll  al  odds  with  Hunuuiity ;  at  ooastant 

r  and  to  Philanthropists,  its  Sags%  Its 

t^ili  Lsittslauwrs*    For  ezampie,  he  pmises  the 

^atSast;  and  rsjoioes  in  a  wet  Bfriag 

\  he  reap  with  one  Stokle,  and  have  a 

Bi^  objeots  not  to  Bottso  in 

k|||  ^  1JH%  nqr  10  ill  Drag*  in  Beer, 

^0m^  VUngi  in  WUmi  nor  to 

b  ptei^hei.    iTdtbsf  dedi 


t»if 


Ike  iiiyiieiMi^or  ftHift^pBdyii* 

ttid  odd  Bilranftifl%^  tad  liiili^ill'«i|i'« 
Natnfid  BaM  F)Mi^  liMr  tlita  «ittMi»^ 
he  ^aUs  tjiag  in  Ike  Abe  of  t^ilNMieiMw  ^^  A«  WtMee^  a  i 
Trade  in  Prime,  irtiiiebjr^Ae  Omllk^Crfmm  ^d^  mmtf 
become  Pioiy  ibr  Ikeltaon  oaii|  «l  tiMiWiddM  SOHliif 
ae  oommoii  ae  8ak  inltaiyidge.  To  tibe  eaoie'  BM  hi  mril 
gite  unto  eTeryO)okiiey4:PfMl^torfiM»  vlO^ 
round  London,  without  a  Tiuled  Lloenei^  aiid  wodd  mm 
oononr  in  a  Fine  or  Deodead  Cir  FM  Dririi^  eoMTt  the 
Yehiole  were  a  Hearee.  -.  Tba%  wbntever  Uie  poiMdar  C17, 
lie  rune  oounter :  a  HeietiD  4n  Opiiifcn^' and  a  Hjrpoeiiie  b 
Praodoe,  ae  iHien  he  pvetende  to  be  aonowfld  at  a  F^nand; 
or,  what  ie  wotm,  aflbole  to  pitj  die  fU^faid  floor,  end  jei 
hdpeth  to  Bon^  them  dbwn.       ^ 

To  conoiudciJieie  a  Pereonegeof  ffl  prai>(p^'i»  flie  Bom 
of  Life :  a  Riiren  on  the  IXdBBtaj  Pol^-«  DeiCwnioh  in  the 
Waineoot^'Winding  Sheet  in  the  €andk.  ^VtiiwH  wMi  Me 
isominone.  Hie  looke  are  efnieler;  hiefiim  li^VviMoii; 
hie  Speeoh  ie  prophetic ;  and  hie  Tbaohlemoittli^  Neverde* 
lees  he  hath  one  Merit,  and  in  thb  oar  Worid^ittfli  Anb  «r 
Timee,  it  b  a  main  one;  namdj,  Aet  iAmmt^i  tUkrt*' 
he  PtffofwiM* 


:    ....    •  -    !* ..  I   t.    ;.iM^«  -  ::Hi]  e5ii  Kiii/«^'  ^ 


',^fii''  '  '-  '-*'  »*fr'  Ifo  .''rtHvi  t>    It  vl    /. 
•^-   •'  '       "   .V  '        ■  /?!  v";  ^7  f  Iff  !•   •■  /    .U 


AliD  sigi^ 


LEG. 


AQouxi»,vmm 


OaM! 


3Pljm[  tfjithcM 


illfPf  iBOiigh»  in  tn^ 

.tSof  |pp»  tfei  UkniuBi,  pet^riMuMdy  to  Oabi ; 

•m|iiftl%lMMoflfag  to^  fl^ 

A  IjMirfftTOli  fftlnMiiMiogg  lived  of  yora. 


nTrrrn'T'rnitriin^ii 


A  Loid  of  LuMi,  €11  Ui  wi^ 
Bm  Uirad  at «  nay  liYaljr  iMI^ 
But  Ua  iaodoe  wooU  tear  < 
Booh  aeraa  he  had  of  paaliifB  atfl  I 
With  herbage  so  rioh  fton  the  ore  heneath, 

Were  turaM  Into  gM  hj  bnmma^. 

He  gave,  n^ftout'  aiij  eitira  t^rUkt 
A  flockof  aheep  for  ||U|[thday  gift 

To  each  sonof  hieloiasy  ordaugfaier: 
ADd  his  debtfr^^dakle^  had-4it  wffl 
He  liqaidaled  hgr  gtvilv  aari^Ml .    ^ 

A  dip  fa  PacUdian  water. 

'Twas  said  that  even  his  pigs  of  lead. 
By  orossbg  with  some  ly  NUl^krai.- 

Made  a  perfiwt  aue^pf  hia|%ef]F»  ii 
And  as  for  cattle^  one  3Fsariipf.taU 
Was  worth  all  SmithSeUUaaikfll Ml.. 

Of  the  Goldea  Balls  of  fiope^iKgaqu . 

The  high*bred  horses  withiD  hiii^,  ., 
Like  human  oreatures  of  birth  and  bloodt 

Had  their  Golden  Cups  aadJagdiat 
And  as  for  the  aMPoioa  biuliajiidrgr 
Their  noses  ware  tied  in  inee0]r4iags^ 

When  they  slopp'd  with  ths 


Moireover,  be  had  f:  Golden  APt  •-    /, ,/ 
Sometimes  at  stall,  and  sometimes  at  giassi 

That  was  worth  hie  wpi  wei|^  IsPMNiif-- 
And  a  goldsttiiivi,  isi  a  QeWiii  mOKif^nrfT 
Where  goldsft  hesa^  ly  a<i(liisiiiat>piim| 
Gather'd  gold  inleiMltrf'lMivgr.n  /i*i*^  rMV 

GoM !  mi  f«H(  «ikl!flalAdlMMM|t..>. 
Ha  hadtaWoa^yjtit  wi  pMjH  iylUHI 


ICIOUS  LEO. 


Ana Jiililiil^iifi  Mmgiiihth>te<iMffpl4#told 
^'OMlaetaderoror 


In  goWw^im  M  at^ 

That  the  mii^lif  ridtiwi  goAJaoDb  CUkrime^ 
Who  hdd  a  long  lease,  in  proqMious  tioie^ 
Of  aeree,  paetuve^iiA  aiiMe. 

Were  iie  fi  v^  Ip;  IwMlb  or  iMli^ 

Tliiilhe  aiJfl'tn  fjiitg  Trawt  faoinff  afBiiai  a ' 
And  his  dran&ilaiib  who. aaiiff  ItaUaAiainu 

-run*    ava^  *^»^pywt^  ffl^.  ^fff*^    "•^«^»1W  ?^W*^ 

Had  their  golden  harps  of  Clementi. 

Thai  Oe  CWftilrAi%  et  <3oUeftB«lW 
Wjttill^  |iilii,i»»MrtapeeMafail»r 
Then  ja«lli«J9  lead  ai4  vaM : 


Warn  almoit  MnAMMr  mi 

4|4  j^Mmeia  reaped  Goiden  Harvests  of  wheat 

'  Jtl jMlliid  tajewe  aJiai  eei  wannrt  >**'^ 

•  •  <5r*r^'^  "^     ■  —   ■  7' —  r^^  ^-   — 


:  vv>  M>  wj  4!ii>*JUX" 
What  diflmot  lots  oor  itiMRi  aoooii  I 
This  bibelo  be  hftil'd  iiiil  «ii^#4lr«iiA»r 
And  that  to  be  AwiiiedlilNi  ik  MpttiT  'h  ^ 
Om  to  the  inul¥BwkmiiJBM^mA^'0ims  - 
Another,  like  OoMieilVM^lM^ 
TbiteTOieg>r,ea^,4iid|ayper>> 

:  ^  :.  I .-  ;  ■<.;  ..i  ^' 

Oneislitter'duBdec^JeQf.    r    ;  .    ;^      > 
Neither  wind  nor  water  pioo( — 

That^s  the  proee  of  Lore  iit  a  Cbltti|i«^ 
A  pmy,  naked,  flhiireiliigilrnidi, 
The  whole  of  whoee  b&rtbr%ht  wodd  iMMAf 
Though  Robins  himeelf  df«w  iqpliii  ilei^ 

The  bid  of  <<  a  neai  of  pottaip.'" 

Born  of  Fortunatus's  kin, 
Another  ooinee  tenderly  ntfier^  in 

To  a  proapeol  all  bri^  and  biunl##t 
No  tenant  he  Ibr  life's  baek 
He  oomes  to  the  wortd  as  a 

To  a  lodging  leMfy  ftirairfi'd^ 


And  the  other  1 

What  wide  reverses  of  &te  are  there 

Whilst  Mai^aret,  oharfai'  bjr  the  Bolbd  tare, 

In  a  garden  of  Gntrepoesp  i      ^  v. I  -^u  tV 
Poor  Peggy  hawks  noscifftya  liQ^i  stMiMMln 
TUl— think  of  that,  iriwiAiiJJia^^iMgtl^ 

She  hates  the  smlliifjwiBiil  ,'.^u.^X  ><^  * ' 

Not  so  with  the  infent  ]d|iPf^^ .  u» ir  ' 
She  was  not  bom  U>  sisal  or  bs|^ 
Or  Vii^Jt^fmmh-^ta^  oml 


Ok  AriM#%lMB3«a|i»MiiV 

iV 

.c.l 

li.^ 

■H 

;    > 

T^flltWriMMyihMM 

;■•■ 

I 

I               .-.•.  '■.■'I--    -ail    .-i."v,.i 

l-i 

n 

'ivi. 

/.; 

■  ,' 

- 

Shi  WKUMi  ^Mtt'di  im^lHMd  Id  m§U 
Tote  pvllo  W^UQldiiM  W#  MtMf'fipfl— 

Or  liemgi*<wnJI<  muk  wmrfimiilNk 

Vntt  M  BMHij  blows  M  qMogles. 

Sho  vpiM^  of  tkiiio  l*te^  FofHwftf  >  l^qp 
▲lo  boi%ooiAigBiNar»iri||i  ^nDits^flpoQ^ 

And  MIdM  lookZi  HiO  oii^lo. 

Oo #p0ow oNown, in  it  downj bed, 

9lMl#Nmg)ljtp;db^;Vid0Rr^f^^  . 

An  miff||pifiJMM4  Wh%*'i»  (ho  Mow»^' 


#■ 


A*  witi>6ii«-«fli>ii|i|fiiihi'iliw|j|ji(iiil.^ 

Toll  ■loodiiMi.ik  wMMifMIIMRiil  f  1A.#T 
Showing  at  onoe  the  timoi4ttf» 

With  a  gbldcMi  Gbit  nMllf^  ||{4Mtt:flMr,v1 
Aiid  a  goldeii  Sp«ar^  ibli"  fiMM^^^ 
Aoecvdhig  to  OmoIm^  Mbli.  •  '> ' '   ^^ 

Like  other  babei^  at  her  birth  ehe  med ; 
WUch  made  a  muMlidii  te  and  widi^ 
Ay,  fer  twenty  mihie  iaemailieti  ^^ 
For  though  to  the  ear  *tww  sMUi^  taeiia 
Than  an  mfknt'e  equiU^  ilwaeteai^Hptiiif 
Of  a  Fifty-thoutaad  INuidatt 
It  shook  the  neit  tiehr 
In  his  library  chairy 
And  made  him  oiy,  <<06nlbiiiid  her  I**^ 
V     '•'-'"     '     "'-^'^'\. 

Of  fligne  and  omens  there  wis  w  deaiiib' 
Any  more  than  at  Oweta  ^leoMllMM«4i%Mk» 
Or  the  adTent  of  ether  great  "pettplie* 
^    Two bnlloeks (hoppM jdsMi ' ^  •"^'^ 
AsifknoekMonthehead, 
And  baitels  pf  stout 
And  ale  ran  about,  '*'' 

And  the  ▼flUge-helb  stidl%  |Mi  rtif  oat, 
That  they  oraok'd  the  imMgbm^ 

In  no  time  at  all,  VMie^iaioiAA6omniftmi^  ^^, 

Tables  sprang  np  all  pver  the  lawn : 

Not  fumishM  soinilT  or  Jdni^MDRf,  ''^' ''  ^  ^ 

Btti on  sdafe al^^- '  "'  '^S*^  ^*^^  ^^' 
Ai  that  hsg«it«|Mi^  '   ^'^'^  ^^^  ^*  i » 
With  lis  VMMkM^dlilMlSk^*^  ''^  ^^'<^ 

AttiiigatfiagiK 


J0HMUBCIOU8  LEO.         US 


By  ths^aiigkl  ef  •!•  iMI  pMbl'f 


•Ten  •MMJoU  OMii  ippwi^il  lylUM  had 
A  blla  from  the  Naples  Spider. 

The»M«if^'e«Be  0% 
klMdiaeMMKiaig^  Mu^ 
WlioenaiMerid  mekeigiieifcet  fMfcK 
ToliafieaaeBitW«ii(iooa%  > 

AndthewliirUBirfliMHi^ 

fipH  Ihe  aeipeiili  of  flemey 
V'^ibd^MMeVtfdleiiibe^^  " 
TlMl  itedrMfaglb  abite  wem  «*iiliiiaaU^.^ 

Thiioe  binnv  itf  1»^>  ii^  1^ 

TMUiri^KM^       aiioii  ftU  poeketyf 
Po#1iltlib'li«ii  tarn  of  Wan/r  add  TtMt, 
9pr  cava  and  apufaigiai  a^Uift* 
h^a  tan  to  ooa  alie  iiad  IumI  to  make  ahift 


«f^ei^ 


.i^^^memm^ 


'^)$dim0mm>f^^ 
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From  a  golden  boat,  with  a  golden  spoon. 
The  babe  was  fed  night,  morning,  and  zK)on ; 

And  altho'  the  tale  seems  fabulous, 
lis  said  her  tops  and  bottoms  were  gilt, 
Like  the  oats  in  that  Stable-yard  Palace  built 

For  the  horses  of  Heliogabalus. 

And  when  she  took  to  squall  and  kick — 
For  pains  will  wring  and  pins  will  prick 

E'en  the  wealthiest  nabob's  daughtei^^ 
They  gave  her  no  vulgar  Dalby  or  gin, 
But  liquor  with  leaf  of  gold  therein, 

Videlicet, — Dantzic  Water. 

In  short,  she  was  born,  and  bred,  and  nurst. 
And  drest  in  the  best  from  the  very  first. 

To  please  the  genteelest  censor — 
And  then,  as  soon  as  strength  would  alloi¥, 
Was  vaccinated,  as  babes  are  now. 
With  virus  ta'en  from  the  best-bred  cow 

Of  Lord  Althorp's — ^now  Earl  Spencer. 

HKR  CH&nTEirnro. 

Though  Shakspeare  asks  us,  <<  What's  in  a  nan 
(As  if  cognomens  were  much  the  same), 

There's  really  a  very  great  scope  in  it. 
A  name  ? — why,  wasn't  there  Doctor  Dodd, 
That  servant  at  once  of  Mammon  and  Qod^ 
Who  found  four  thousand  pounds  and  odd, 

A  prison — a  cart — and  a  rope  in  it  ? 

A  name  ? — ^if  the  party  had  a  voice. 
What  mortal  would  be  a  Bugg  by  choice  ? 
As  a  Hogg,  a  Grubb,  or  a  Chubb  rejoice  ? 

Or  any  such  nauseous  blazon  ? 
Not  to  mention  many  a  vulgar  name, 
That  would  make  a  door-plate  blush  for  shame 

If  door-plates  were  not  so  brazen ! 


BUIJ 


hMm^amamawB  uo. 


AtdUDMof 

HbFksrtijiafalt,ui4 

B^MtfitifA  Wk»  » 


Nmt  lD>«liiiiiHi  tha  inftat  KfloHaiMKk 
For  dayi  M44i()P4t  iiiiP  «lM#  »  Jllf^^ 

To  hmii  the  Ufll  in  the  Leziooa : 
And  sooreiveiie  triei,  llike«oiB,  tj  Aefiig, 
Ere  nwrtpii  iweie iumi  jmA  tihe  pieperltihi  ; 

For  a  ndoop  noh  M.a  MeKioaiL 


White,  jellow,  a9i4  t^wfi  4^^^ 
Biotfienh  Wardene  of  City  Halle, 
iid  Ihrtiii  Mricli  ae  ilrte  GofctaitBattir. 

lOfi 


NepkM  whMi  Farlmi  ii0Hi'4  Ae  heirili*^ 
UUMlnlifrlftej 


ae  oertain  of  lyteg  lieli 
JLi«fi|ifl«a  ia  gdden  eoeketfr— 


M^ 


r  hedi  iifili  ^  ihn  M^e  itfhiaHah  liii 


To  a»  iM^rfCTiMliiltj;  rW^wfewit «/ 

AU.«%mri%<l4airiB%;«#*tli!q|i^llH^  r 
Hu  LmMifp  d»  iiqrVvM  ilBfii^lMlMh 
And  two  Gold  eWeka,  «Bf  tflrSIMA  ttMam 
Nine  foreign  Counta,  and  other  great  men 
With  dMir  «riu»aMHiufimvify'U%iV 

'^*«''«-~*"^--****?^- V  - 

To  ptiiit  Ik  malend  Kifaiiiiiaagg 
The  pen  of  en  BefltemPM  wmMbegi 

And  need  en  eliboteli  iottiiel; 
How  sbe  eperkled  with  geme  whenever  die  itine 
And  her  heed  ni<Mle^iioadted  at^te»t>di^ 
And  eeem'd  so  hap|i}r,  ft  PMidiee'  Binl  ^ 

Had  nkBfioated  nfRm  it 

And  Sir  Jeoob  the  Felhw  elratted  «&d  MwM, 
And  smiled  to  Mmeel^  ead  IjftiigbV  eiend^ 

To  think  of  his  heiress  and  daoghter— 
And  then  in  his  pockets  he  tnadeft  grepe^ 
And  then,  in  the  Mness  of  joy  aad  hejpei^ 
SeemHl  washing  hb  hands  wilh  tsvklble'Mqp, 

In  imperoeptihle  Water.  n 

He  had  roU'd  in  monef  UIds  pigs  fat^iaiid^     ; 
Till  it  seemed  lo  have  entw'd  hil^  M  hlofld 

By  some  ooonh  pnqjeetion;^  :  •   t  'A  : 
And  his  cheeks,  instead  of  a  healthy  hoe, 
As  yrilowas  aoygnmea  grsW|  ' 
MaUng  the  eoromott  ^iiii  eiestf  iribA^  i  J 

About  a  rich  conpiellidB^   «<^''r  >1  h^* 

Amjieweems  ^  iwies^MiAiMMiglfaiie, 
So  fidl  itf  flgttrs»  so  ftO  of  Ibsi^  ^" 
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And  tiM  PriMt  WM  a  Ytear,  aoid  Deu  withal 
or  dull  llMDpte;w»flMiiU^»  etfdMfSdl, 

JUid  m  Book  of  PmyiN^        m  owrfim 
WMi^doTloeai  it  thoiie  in  the  sun 

or  0wiMdt%MEl  Donria-H 


i.-/ 


[!  fm4>(ythii|g  W 
^  I.  amrjy^fpiif  shrine  beboU    ,,.     ,  , 
revAl)^  ej^e  could  settle ! 
On  Ai  imUe^^i^  side^  ceiliiig^y- 


■■,'■[• 

1.1'  t., 


)  wk  Mtaic-iioiB  paper. 


paper. 


f»iitaMiW 


t»«*^N^*^.:1^.4*r- 


Wkieh  fho  tinmMii'  liiiilfi^MtaiilSM 

The  goldeii  mnyni  iii»»iiiiii|^n A 

Thftt  lent  freeh  nm  to  the  nudbee  t 
Tbe  8«Ad<tt  kdives,  asid  tti^  g^ 
The  gems  that  ^ikMm^'ilM  ' 

It  WIS  one  of  the  WbAmmtiii  fi^  ii|o^ 

Biit  looked  tike  lUiliiBtt'aiiiltk^ 

.  .      u  ;.  r.,4  i  V.  -' 

Gold!  aiidgoldl^M«r««^«U1  ^ 
The  company  ate  and  balkk  Hem^gM, '  ^ 

T|ie7  reveU'dy  they  faii^»  fiid  ifeie  fqei 
And  one  of  the  0dd  ^flolta  iW»  fio^  Ubi 
And  toasted  "<  the  1^  1^  f^^^ 

Jn  a  bumpejr  of  I 


! 


Gold!  atm  {(Ud!  itfiilB^d  iDttH 
Who,  unlike  Danfte,  wialibiie  iOM^ 
There  was  nothing  hm  gt^nat  X,^ 

Fifty  were  giyeii  to  Jk>0or  i§fV^,    •      . , 
For  callhig  the  litae  Bf^hy  1W|IW%^  , /    , 
And  for  sayiQg,  AroepI        ;^  ■  , ' ,^^;  [ 
Theaerkhadtei^        .    :^5..,.^ 
And  that  was  th^  end  of  ^  C^^i^0^^ 

Our  youth!  ourohiUhood!  tiM«piiag0rs|tt(fDfEi* 
Tis  Sttfely  one  of  the^MesssdiilttUii  '^ '  ^^ 
lHtfit'MI«e«?«f4fl^MMtf^  ti^Ji-h^nT 
When  the  Heh  ««#««iill(rtey<tt«iM«^ 
Aiid*efo^at»iajy^^^ 


Aadii 


.  »li/rti  *f  »vv^j  •>^a\l  ttHlIki 


vtMdlV 


■MOBQOra  LS6.       mi 


«▲  otiidle-eiid  and  a  gutter. 

» laaira  ♦^m*  K^nmr  Phftlim  alona* 

[.^^Jf»7>/.T^, P^Www   •'*^'^'*'*  "*^^^l 

A  piig  ^poo  vUdi 
MlmHimifUUi  kuy  »  moral. 


,^ 
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Gold !  and  gold  !  'twas  the  burden  still ! 
To  gain  the  Heiress's  early  goodwill 
There  was  much  corruption  and  bribery — 

The  yearly  cost  of  her  golden  toys 
Would  have  given  to  half  London's  Charity  B-oi^^-^yi 
And  Charity  Girls  the  annual  joys 

Of  a  holiday  dinner  at  Highbury. 

Bon-bons  she  ate  from  the  gilt  comet ; 
And  gilded  queens  on  St.  Rartlemy's  day  ; 

Till  her  fancy  was  tinged  by  her  presents — 
And  first  a  goldfinch  excited  her  wish, 
Then  a  spherical  bowl  with  a  Golden  fish, 

And  then  two  Golden  Pheasants. 

Nay,  once  she  squall 'd  and  scream 'd  like  wild — ^ 
And  it  shows  how  the  bias  we  give  to  a  child 
Is  a  thing  most  weighty  and  solemn  : — 
But  whence  was  wonder  or  blame  to  spring 
If  little  Miss  K., — after  such  a  swing — 
Made  a  dust  for  the  flaming  gilded  thing 
On  the  top  of  the  Fish  Street  column  ? 

HKR   KDUCATIOir. 

According  to  metaphysical  creed, 

To  the  earliest  books  that  children  read 

For  much  good  or  much  bad  they  are  debtor 
But  before  with  their  ABC  they  start, 
There  are  things  in  morals,  as  well  as  art, 
That  play  a  very  important  part — 

<<  Impressions  before  the  letters." 

Dame  Education  begins  the  pile, 
Mayhap  in  the  graceful  Corinthian  style. 

But  alas  for  the  elevation  ! 
If  the  Lady's  maid  or  gossip  the  Nurse 
With  a  load  of  rubbish,  or  something  worse. 

Have  made  a  rotten  foundation. 


/ 
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'Even  thus  with  Little  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
Before  she  learnt  her  E  for  egg, 

Ere  her  Governess  came,  or  her  Masters- 
Teachers  of  quite  a  different  kind 
Had  **  cramm'd  "  her  beforehand,  and  put  her  mind 

In  a  go-cart  on  golden  castors. 

Long  before  her  A  B  and  C, 

They  had  taught  her  by  heart  her  L.  S.  D., 

And  as  how  she  was  born  a  great  Heiress ; 
And  as  sure  as  London  was  built  of  bricks, 
My  Lord  would  ask  her  the  day  to  fix, 
To  ride  in  her  fine  gilt  coach  and  six, 

Like  her  Worship  the  Lady  Mayoress. 

Instead  of  stories  from  Edgeworth's  page, 
The  true  golden  lore  for  our  golden  age, 

Or  lessons  from  Barbauld  and  Trimmer, 
Teaching  the  worth  of  Virtue  and  Health, 
All  that  she  knew  was  the  Virtue  of  Wealth, 
Provided  by  vulgar  nursery  stealth. 

With  a  Book  of  Leaf  Gold  for  a  Primer. 

"The  very  metal  of  merit  they  told. 

And  praised  her  for  being  as  "  good  as  gold  !'* 

Till  she  grew  as  a  peacock  haughty : 
Of  money  they  talk'd  the  whole  day  round. 
And  weigh'd  desert  like  grapes  by  the  pound. 
Till  she  had  an  idea  from  the  very  sound 

That  people  with  naught  were  naughty. 

They  praised — poor  children  with  nothing  at  all ! 
Lord  !  how  you  twaddle  and  waddle  and  squall 

Like  common -bred  geese  and  ganders  ! 
What  sad  little  bad  little  figures  you  make 
To  the  rich  Miss  K.,  whose  plainest  see4>cake 

Was  stuflTd  with  corianders ! 

They  praised  her  falls,  as  well  as  her  walk. 
Flatterers  make  cream  cheese  of  chalk, 
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TKey  praised — ^how  they  praised — ^her  very  small  VtM    ^  ^ 

As  if  it  fell  from  a  Solon  ; 
Or  tbe  girl  who  at  each  pretty  phrase  let  drop 
A  ruhy  comma,  or  pearl  full-stop, 

Or  an  emerald  semi-colon. 

They  praised  her  spirit,  and  now  and  then. 
The  Nurse  brought  her  own  little  "  nevy  "  Ben, 

To  play  with  the  future  May'ress, 
And  when  he  got  raps,  and  taps,  and  slaps. 
Scratches,  and  pinches,  snips,  and  snaps, 

As  if  from  a  Tigress  or  Bearess, 
They  told  him  how  Lords  would  court  that  hand. 
And  always  gave  him  to  understand. 
While  he  rubb'd,  poor  soul. 
His  carroty  poll,  — 

That  bis  hair  had  been  pull'd  by  "  a  Hairess" 

Such  were  the  lessons  from  maid  and  nurse, 
A  Grovemess  help'd  to  make  still  worse. 
Giving  an  appetite  so  perverse 

Fresh  diet  whereon  to  batten — 
Beginning  with  A.  B.  C.  to  hold 
Like  a  royal  playbill  printed  in  gold 

On  a  square  of  pearl-white  satin. 

The  books  to  teach  the  verbs  and  nouns, 
And  those  about  countries,  cities,  and  towns, 
Instead  of  their  sober  drabs  and  browns, 

Were  in  crimson  silk,  with  gilt  edges : — 
Her  Butler,  and  Enfield,  and  Entick — ^in  short 
Her  "  Early  Lessons  **  of  every  sort, 

Look'd  like  Souvenirs,  Keepsakes,  and  Pledges. 

Old  Johnson  shone  out  in  as  fine  array 

As  he  did  one  night  when  he  went  to  the  play ; 

Chambaud  like  a  beau  of  King  Charles's  day —  ^ 


Lindley  Murray  in  like  conditions — 


/ 


Ba, 


am-  t^Mimiam  mt  Hmmciaim  uo.      mi 


r^gpiN*l«^  _—  -  - 


Tlitt  ends  with  Promeni  Spon, 
And  a  lkflier.iii4ur  «r  wmMij  and  grand, 
He  ooold  giTe  ohe^ue-mate  to  Ooatts  in  tiie  Strand ; 

N^wDD[|f  #iOf  it  iiii^' aiiif  pjij^i 
B#  fliido|wi  tfaa  9(ra0  Arab*  OdfeuiiM  oAiiiiiiriy 

ajPu  MXW9B  me  ureon  rovuu; 


Flap  iheytaeid  ^btif  A»UB»t^  hirt> 

llAdil^ebiMiy  gfjrtllfWfca  alinayi  peaieti^ 


^.io  ready  that  right  or  wrong 
'kMid)r  to  ge  ftr  tl  Mi|^ 
^^gmi^  i^  pncmiig  n  Krong*'*" 
1^  l|l^  imreet  a*  gxMtf  e^  long 
0idObd  db  GKgioUb; 


flii#wfchit  t>ato#^^[*e^to»ed  <ar  theeato 
I  pi^qea  they  pot  ip  ilr— 
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Gold !  still  gold  !~the  bright  and  the  dead, 
With  goldea  beads,  and  gold  lace,  and  gold  tbrea 
She  work'd  in  gold,  as  if  for  her  bread  ; 

The  metal  had  so  undermined  her, 
Gold  ran  in  her  thoughts  and  fill'd  her  brain, 
She  was  golden-headed  as  Peter's  cane 

With  which  he  walk'd  behind  her. 

HXS  ACCIDKKT. 

The  horse  that  carried  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
And  a  better  never  lifted  leg. 

Was  a  very  rich  bay,  called  Banker — 
A  horse  of  a  breed  and  a  mettle  so  rare, — 
By  Bullion  out  of  an  Ingot  mare, — 
That  for  action,  the  best  of  figures,  and  air. 

It  made  many  good  judges  hanker. 

And  when  she  took  a  ride  in  the  Park, 
Equestrian  Lord,  or  pedestrian  Clerk, 

Was  thrown  in  an  amorous  fever, 
To  see  the  Heiress  how  well  she  sat, 
With  her  groom  behind  her.  Bob  or  Nat, 
In  green,  half  smother M  with  gold,  and  a  hat 

With  more  gold  lace  than  beaver. 

And  then  when  Banker  obtain'd  a  pat. 
To  see  how  he  arched  his  neck  at  that ! 

He  snorted  with  pride  and  pleasure  ! 
Like  the  Steed  in  the  fable  so  lofly  and  grand. 
Who  gave  the  poor  Ass  to  understand. 
That  he  didn't  carry  a  bag  of  sand. 

But  a  burden  of  golden  treasure. 

A  load  of  treasure  ? — alas !  alas ! 

Had  her  horse  been  fed  upon  English  grass, 

And  sheltered  in  Yorkshire  spinneys, 
Had  he  scour'd  the  sand  with  the  Desert  Ass, 

Or  where  iK^e  American  whinnies — 
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1ll9^lNilriifiiHM|^'W#-iipiiar     < 

IftiyiMp  ^tii»tiiekof  well  pmperV  iMgi 

B«l  mri^^  UlM  li»  Ml  of  a  imbUt, 
Away  WOTI  te  bone  in  the  auukmi  of  fHg^t, 
AaA  iaray  went  tte  iioveewomaft  aaookiaf  tbe  eigfai- 
Wae  jpHlJIer  Umiluli  a  flaek  of  Hue  U^ 

0»  «iri7  tiM  ekift  of  lier  lyibil  t 


It  koto  tthe4  mile  of  tiie  CMmiick  knd, 
When  Eymm  hfmmM  U  the  Hafteir: 

Aailkii^ltM  iMee  tfst  lo  tlie  frorfboced  elr^ 

RMiil^  Mridiagi  u  tf  ibr  her  Itl^ 

While  tfioloftf  iMee  after  to  oaiohhioi  nwife, 
Althooghlfboatohiiig  a  Tartar. 
.  - '  '■  ''•,'.<. i^«    .  !  .■'*'■ 

%t  i|9^%m  M IM  hb  glH^ 

tlwiigh  he  dqmiMi  «gb  and  piiU  up  far ;t 

Alee!  hb hone  ie  a  til fo  I^t  ^ 
lb  eeB  to  a  rery  hm  Uih^^ 

Hil  lifpiliMliifi'd^  U«  ihoidte 


imJoT 


;l 
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On  Bets  that  notaUe  clipper ! 
She  has  circled  the  Ring  !— -she  crones  the  Park 
Mazeppa,  althoagh  he  was  stripped  wo  stark, 

Mazeppa  couldn't  outstrip  her ! 

The  fields  seem  running  away  with  the  folks ! 
The  Elms  are  having  a  race  for  the  Oaks ! 

At  a  pace  that  all  Jockeys  disparages ! 
All,  all  is  racing !  the  Serpentine 
Seems  rushing  past  like  the  "  arrowy  Rhine," 
The  houses  have  got  on  a  railway  line, 

And  are  off  like  the  first-class  carriages ! 

Shell  lose  her  lifo !  she  is  losing  her  hreath ! 
A  cruel  chase,  she  is  chasing  Death, 

As  female  shriekings  forewarn  her : 
And  now — as  gratis  as  hlood  of  Guelph — 
.She  clears  that  gate,  which  has  clear'd  itself 

Since  then,  at  Hyde  Park  Comer  ! 

Alas !  for  the  hope  of  the  Eilmanseggs ! 
For  her  head,  her  hrains,  her  body,  and  legs. 

Her  life's  not  worth  a  copper ! 
Willy-nilly, 
In  Piccadilly, 
A  hundred  hearts  turn  sick  and  chilly, 

A  hundred  voices  cry,  "  Stop  her !" 
And  one  old  gentleman  stares  and  stands, 
Shakes  his  head  and  lifts  his  hands, 

And  says,  "  How  very  improper !" 

On  and  on ! — what  a  perilous  run  ! 
The  iron  rails  seem  all  mingling  in  one, 

To  shut  out  the  Green  Park  scenery ! 
And  now  the  Cellar  its  dangers  reveals. 
She  shudders-Hshe  shrieks — she's  doom'd,  she  f 
To  be  torn  by  powers  of  horses  and  wheels, 

Like  a  spinner  by  steam  machinery ! 


wl^kMLiMi^l  «|»r fliiMllHi' bffrl . 

Of  t|ilitMi  lif  in  pMToiiMMrittfliited  iMie, 

Hi»4bfi^Mflb  A^lDg  tbe  elalter  of  sixii 
Like  a  BlMl^f  Mt^^j^hyadiHlh  iiftMi\^^ 

.  flto  »BWii  iiifiiftf  gtiiiitirt  '^-  .'^''^  ^'< '-  ;- 
nil|i|ft|Mi>ilifl     iiii  i|iiiiii»ifli>m  i\ui  'ttktM, 


aV^-Xh,^:,, 


?4^J^^>iliff!' 
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«  «  «  «  ♦ 

t  *  m  m 

<<  She  breathes !" 
"She  don't r 
"She'll  recover!" 
"  She  won't !" 
"  She's  stirring !  she's  living,  by  Nemesis  ?' 
Gold,  still  gold  !  on  counter  and  shelf! 
Golden  dishes  as  plenty  as  delf ! 
Miss  Kilmansegg's  coming  again  to  herself 
On  an  opulent  Groldsmith's  premises ! 

Gold  !  fine  gold  ! — ^both  yellow  and  red. 
Beaten,  and  molten — polish'd,  and  dead — 
To  see  the  gold  with  profusion  spread 

In  all  forms  of  its  manufacture ! 
But  what  avails  gold  to  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
When  the  femoral  bone  of  her  dexter  leg 

Has  met  with  a  compound  fracture  ? 

Grold  may  soothe  Adversity's  smart ; 
Nay,  help  to  bind  up  a  broken  heart ; 
But  to  try  it  on  any  other  part 

Were  as  certain  a  disappointment, 
As  if  one  should  rub  the  dish  and  plate. 
Taken  out  of  a  Staffordshire  crate — 
In  the  hope  of  a  Golden  Service  of  State-— 

With  Singleton's  "  Golden  Ointment." 
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"  As  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree  's  inclined," 
Is  an  adage  often  recall'd  to  mind, 

Referring  to  juvenile  bias: 
And  never  so  well  is  the  verity  seen, 
As  when  to  the  weak,  warp'd  side  we  lean, 

While  Life's  tempests  and  hurricanes  try  ui*- 

Even  thus  with  Miss  K.  and  her  broken  limb. 
By  a  very,  very  remarkable  whim, 


imnciovs  leg. 


»•  (*ow*d  her  •ul^lriliMM 
At  the  gimft  k  kapv^ligr  fiuitkml 


Mr  the  KiiB%  Phjrrioitt,  vfo  jNinied  die 
Hie  ▼ei4t0l  gttve  irflh  Mi « wfi|l  iMB» 

And  dkfee  odMS  eooeiBrr^d  to^iggUi 
Thet  tbePMieiit  10  gtea  ddDeelh  the  e% 
Lawclie  FBpe,iaele<d  rf  »  pgreonel  tripi 

Hmifeid  Im  Leg  ee  a  Legpile. 


The  Bmb  wee  doom'd— it  ooaldnH  be  eayed! 
And  mBmBtffi6fi»ib  tile  p«^  behcved, 
NaT,  biM^thet^niel  ptt^  hm^ 

WMl'Air^jiirii  W  thtir  ibeh,  and  boM  of  dieir 

Bm^i^Umm^^mxig  the  emmp 
indi  a  pmj  limb— 4ien  flatly  and  pliunp 
"""H^ilii^^^tfjb  ^t  «Ueii| ' 

'  \  iBieiddh  V-ihe  ivtelftft  HaTe 

rtf^'ike'iMmirilMd,^ 

I  o«tli/^  edoliaffilt  *io^^ 


.   Is  Ml  I 


Is  YuIguMiAi^airifMMslitni  ^^i  *K 

It  pierced  bar  heut  lik*  ftoodtiaf  fi%  i 
T»Uiiak»if«luidiii^:ap«iJtt'    uiif  eilT 

Sbiwli  ewe  mismiMm<if>^imi§kv     .^ 

S^  9iM(nrit»  iWwl<M>f  »W#<lM 

He  might  kiU  her^-Aa  d|ii«'|ji«4Miiag! 
He  WM  welcome  to  out  off  faanMberiliilAi- 
He  m%ht  va»tm40  «H**  lUttitit  w 

.     >.■.,..•  -.^)  111'  ,,c»iM  »,;»5 
All  other  pna4p0dJWil!•llJi^|ip^.^ 
GolikHi  CMfl.  or  (a(^|(^  .„ 
She  wr|tM  wjiA>W|lbw^«!»WJ 

But  a  li^  of  GcUil  ik,4m)if^^;m%^-j- 
It  danoed  befitre  hep-Ht,  ■»»  ia,|t(|f  ,|a(ip4  (a 

It  jwppfd.  «itl>  handfwwut  l!jp|mjlto»  ; 
6cId-:«old--|iK|r^ 
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The  atomach,  or  any  other  part, 

The  Legs  would  be  seized  by  vanity. 

There's  Bardus,  a  six-foot  columa  of  fop, 
A  lighthouse  without  any  light  atop. 

Whose  height  would  attraqt  beholders. 
If  he  had  not  lost  some  inches  clear 
By  looking  down  at  his  kerseymere, 
Ogling  the  limbs  he  holds  so  dear, 

Till  he  got  a  stoop  in  his  shoulders. 

Talk  of  Art,  of  Science,  or  Books, 
And  down  go  the  everlasting  looks. 

To  his  cruel  beauties  so  wedded ! 
Try  him,  wherever  you  will,  you  find 
His  mind  in  his  legs,  and  his  legs  in  his  mind, 
All  prongs  and  folly — ^in  short  a  kind 

Of  Fork— that  is  Fiddle-headed. 

What  wonder,  then,  if  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
With  a  splendid,  brilliant,  beautiful  leg, 
Fit  for  the  court  of  Scander  Beg, 
Disdain'd  to  hide  it  like  Joan  or  Meg, 

In  petticoats  stuflTd  or  quilted  ? 
Not  she  !  'twas  her  convalescent  whim 
To  dazzle  the  world  with  her  precious  limb. — 

^f^Yf  to  go  a  little  high-kilted. 

So  cards  were  sent  for  that  sort  of  mob 
Where  Tartars  and  Africans  hob-and-nob. 
And  the  Cherokee  talks  of  his  cab  and  cob 

To  Polish  or  Lapland  lovers — 
Cards  like  that  hieroglyphical  call 
To  a  geographical  Fancy  Ball 

On  the  recent  Post-Ofiice  covers. 

For  if  Lion-hunters — and  great  ones  too-^ 

Would  mob  a  savage  from  Dktakoo, 

Or  squeeze  fot  Sl  ^\\m\«&  qC  Prince  Le  Boo, 
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Another  crash — and  the  carriage  goes — 
Again  poor  Weariness  seeks  the  repose 

That  Nature  demands  imperious  ; 
But  Echo  takes  up  the  burden  now, 
With  a  rattling  chorus  of  row-de-dow-dow, 
Till  Silence  herself  seems  making  a  row, 

Like  a  Quaker  gone  delirious ! 

Tis  night — a  winter  night — and  the  stars 
Are  shining  like  winkin' — Venus  and  Mars 
Are  rolling  along  in  their  golden  cars 

Through  the  sky's  serene  expansion — 
But  vainly  the  stars  dispense  their  rays, 
Venus  and  Mars  are  lost  in  the  blaze 

Of  the  Eilmanseggs*  luminous  mansion  ! 

Up  jumps  Fear  in  a  terrible  fright ! 
His  bedchamber  windows  look  so  bright, 

With  light  all  the  Square  is  glutted  ! 
Up  he  jumps,  like  a  sole  from  the  pan, 
And  a  tremor  sickens  his  inward  man, 
For  he  feels  as  only  a  gentleman  can. 

Who  thinks  he's  being  «  gutted.'' 

Again  Fear  settles,  all  snug  and  warm  ; 
But  only  to  dream  of  a  dreadful  storm 
From  Autumn's  sulphurous  locker ; 

But  the  only  electric  body  that  falls. 
Wears  a  negative  coat,  and  positive  smalls, 
And  draws  the  peal  that  so  appals 

From  the  Eilmanseggs'  brazen  knocker ! 

'Tis  Curiosity's  Benefit  night — 

And  perchance  'tis  the  English  Second-Sight, 

But  whatever  it  be,  so  be  it — 
As  the  friends  and  guests  qf  Miss  Kilmansegg 
Crowd  in  to  look  at  her  Golden  Leg, 
As  many  more 


^  ^SS  KILMANSEGG  AKD  HER  PRECIOUS  LEG.  139 

Mob  round  the  door 
To  see  them  going  to  see  it ! 

In  they  go— in  jackets,  and  cloaks, 
Plumes,  and  bonnets,  turbans,  and  toques. 

As  if  to  a  Congress  of  Nations : 
Greeks  and  Malays,  with  daggers  and  dirks, 
Spaniards,  Jews,  Chinese,  and  Turks — 
Some  like  original  foreign  works, 

But  mostly  like  bad  translations. 

In  they  go,  and  to  work  like  a  pack, 
Juan,  Moses,  and  Shacabac, 

Tom,  and  Jerry,  and  Spring  heel 'd  Jack, 
For  some  of  low  Fancy  are  lovers — 
Skirting,  zigzagging,  casting  about, 
Here  and  there,  and  in  and  out, 
With  a  crush,  and  a  rush,  for  a  full-bodied  rout 

Is  one  of  the  stifiest  of  covers. 

In  they  went,  and  hunted  about, 
Open-mouth'd,  like  chub  and  trout. 
And  some  with  the  upper  lip  thrust  out, 

Like  that  fish  for  routing,  a  barbel — 
While  Sir  Jacob  stood  to  welcome  the  crowd. 
And  rubb'd  his  hands,  and  smiled  aloud. 
And  bow'd,  and  bow'd,  and  bow'd,  and  bow'd, 

Like  a  man  who  is  sawing  marble. 

For  Princes  were  there,  and  Noble  Peers ; 
Dukes  descending  from  Norman  spears ; 
Earls  that  dated  from  early  years  ; 

And  Lords  in  vast  variety — 
Besides  the  Gentry,  both  new  and  old — 
For  people  who  stand  on  legs  of  gold, 

Are  sure  to  stand  well  with  society. 

"  But  where — where— where  ?"  with  one  accord 
Cried  Moses  and  MufU,  Jack  and  my  Lord, 


140  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 

Wang-Fong  and  II  Bondocani — 
When  slow,  and  heavy,  and  dead  as  a  dump. 
They  heard  a  foot  begin  to  stump, 
Thump!  lump! 
«  Lump!  thump! 

Like  the  Spectre  in  **  Don  Giovanni  !** 

And  lo !  the  Heiress,  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
With  her  splendid,  brilliant,  beautiful  leg. 

In  the  garb  of  a  Goddess  olden*— 
Like  chaste  Diana  going  to  hunt. 
With  a  golden  spear — which  of  course  was  bl 
And  a  tunic  loop'd  up  to  a  gem  in  front, 

To  show  the  Leg  that  was  Golden  ! 

Gold !  still  gold !  her  Crescent  behold, 
That  should  be  silver,  but  would  be  gold ; 

And  her  robe's  auriferous  spangles ! 
Her  golden  stomacher — ^how  she  would  melt ! 
Her  golden  quiver,  and  golden  belt. 

Where  a  golden  bugle  dangles ! 

And  her  jewell'd  Garter?  Oh,  Sin!  Oh,  Shame! 
Let  Pride  and  Vanity  bear  the  blame. 
That  bring  such  blots  on  female  fame ! 

But  to  be  a  true  recorder, 
Besides  its  thin  transparent  stuff, 
The  tunic  was  loop'd  quite  high  enough 

To  give  a  glimpse  of  the  Order ! 

But  what  have  sin  or  shame  to  do 

With  a  Golden  Leg — and  a  stout  one  too  ? 

Away  with  all  Prudery's  panics  ! 
That  the  precious  metal,  by  thick  and  thin, 
Will  cover  square  acres  of  land  or  sin. 
Is  a  fact  made  plain 
Again  and  again. 
In  morals  as  well  as  Mechanics. 
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Just  like  a  love-apple,  huge  and  red. 
Some  Mussul- womanish  mystery ; 
But  whatever  she  meant 
To  represent, 
She  talk'd  like  the  Muse  of  History. 

She  told  how  the  filial  leg  was  lost ; 
And  then  how  much  the  gold  one  cost ; 

With  its  weight  to  a  Trojan  fraction  : 
And  how  it  took  off,  and  how  it  put  on  ; 
And  caird  on  Devil,  Duke,  and  Don, 
Mahomet,  Moses,  and  Prester  John, 

To  notice  its  beautiful  action. 

And  then  of  the  Leg  she  went  in  quest ; 
And  led  it  where  the  light  was  best ; 
And  made  it  lay  itself  up  to  rest 

In  postures  for  painters'  studies : 
It  cost  more  tricks  and  trouble  by  half, 
Than  it  takes  to  exhibit  a  Siz-Legg'd  Calf 

To  a  boothful  of  country  Cuddies. 

Nor  yet  did  the  Heiress  herself  omit 
The  arts  that  help  to  make  a  hit. 

And  preserve  a  prominent  station. 
She  talk'd  and  laugh'd  far  more  than  her  si 
And  took  a  part  in  "  Rich  and  Rare 
Were  the  gems  she  wore  " — and  the  gems  ^ 

Like  a  Song  with  an  Illustration. 

She  even  stood  up  with  a  Count  of  France 
To  dance — alas !  the  measures  we  dance 

When  Vanity  plays  the  Piper ! 
Vanity,  Vanity,  apt  to  betray. 
And  lead  all  sorts  of  legs  astray. 
Wood,  or  metal,  or  human  clay, — 

Since  Satan  first  play'd  the  Viper ! 

But  first  she  doff'd  her  hunting  gear. 
And  fayor'd  Tom  Tu^  with  her  golden  qpea 
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And  then  they  pledged  the  Hostess  and  Host, 
But  the  Golden  Leg  was  the  standing  toast, 

And  as  somebody  swore, 

Walk'd  off  with  more 
Than  its  share  of  the  "  Hips !"  and  honors ! 

"  Miss  Kilmansegg  !— 
Full  glasses  I  beg  ! — 
Miss  Kilmansegg  and  her  Precious  Leg  !" 

And  away  went  the  bottle  careering  ! 
^ine  in  bumpers  !  and  shouts  in  peals  ! 
Till  the  Clown  didn't  know  his  head  from  his  heels, 
The  Mussulman's  eyes  danced  two-some  reels, 
And  the  Quaker  was  hoarse  with  cheering ! 

HSR  DREAM. 

Miss  Kilmansegg  took  off  her  leg, 
And  laid  it  down  like  a  cribbage-peg, 

For  the  Rout  was  done  and  the  riot : 
The  Square  was  hush'd ;  not  a  sound  was  heard ; 
The  sky  was  grey,  and  no  creature  stirr'd, 
Except  one  little  precocious  bird, 

That  chirp'd— -and  then  was  quiet. 

So  still  without, — so  still  within ; — 
It  had  been  a  sin 
To  drop  a  pin — 
So  intense  is  silence  after  a  din. 

It  seem'd  like  Death's  rehearsal ! 
To  stir  the  air  no  eddy  came ; 
And  the  taper  burnt  with  as  still  a  flame, 
As  to  flicker  had  been  a  burning  shame, 
In  a  calm  so  universal. 

The  time  for  sleep  had  come  at  last ; 
And  there  was  the  bed,  so  soft,  so  vast, 
Quite  a  field  of  Bedfordshire  clover ; 
Softer,  cooler,  and  calmer,  no  doubt, 
11 
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From  the  piece  of  work  just  ravell'd  out, 
For  one  of  the  pleasures  of  having  a  rout 
Is  the  pleasure  of  having  it  over. 

No  sordid  pallet,  or  truckle  mean, 

Of  straw,  and  rug,  and  tatters  unclean ; 

But  a  splendid,  gilded,  carved  machine. 

That  was  fit  for  a  Royal  Chamber. 
On  the  top  was  a  gorgeous  golden  wreath ; 
And  the  damask  curtains  hung  beneath, 

Like  clouds  of  crimson  and  amber. 

Curtains,  held  up  by  two  little  plump  things, 
With  golden  bodies  and  golden  wings, — 
Mere  fins  for  such  solidities — 
Two  Cupids,  in  short. 

Of  the  regular  sort,  _ 

fiut  the  housemaid  call'd  them  "  Cupidities  ^ 

No  patchwork  quilt,  all  seams  and  scars, 
But  velvet,  powder*d  with  golden  stars, 

A  fit  mantle  for  JWg/U-Commanders ! 
And  the  pillow,  as  white  as  snow  undimm'd, 
And  as  cool  as  the  pool  that  the  breeze  has  skicn^  '' 
Was  cased  in  the  finest  cambric,  and  trimm'd 

With  the  costliest  lace  of  Flanders. 

And  the  bed — Of  the  Eider's  softest  down, 
^Twas  a  place  to  revel,  to  smother,  to  drown 

In  a  bliss  inferred  by  the  Poet ; 
For  if  ignorance  be  indeed  a  bliss. 
What  blessed  ignorance  equals  this, 

To  sleep— and  not  to  know  it  ? 

Oh,  bed !  oh,  bed !  delicious  bed ! 

That  heaven  upon  earth  to  the  weary  head  ; 

But  a  place  that  to  name  would  be  ill-bred, 

To  the  head  with  a  wakeful  trouble— 
'TIS  held  by  such  a  different  lease ! 


To  011%  s  fhae  of  oomfert  and  p^ioe, 
All  teoff^ jwith  Ibe  down  of  atubbfe  geow, 
To  another  with  only  the  stuhUe ! 

To  one^  a  perftot  Halcyon  neat,     . 
All  oahn^  and  balm,  and  qniety  and  rest. 

And  aoft  as  the  fur  of  the  oony — 
To  another,  ao  restleas  for  body  and  head. 
That  the  bed  aeems  borrowM  from  JNTettlebed, 

And  fhepllow  from  Stratford  the  Stony  ! 

To  the  happgr,  a  first-daai  carriage  of  eaae, 
Tb  the  Xand  of  Nod,  or  where  you  jOeaae ; 
Bnt,  alas!  for  the  watchers  and  wee(»ers, 
Who  tnni^  and  torn,  and  turn  again. 
But  tqm*  and  turn,  and  turn  in  vain, 
Wi^  an  anxious  brain. 
And  tbou^ts  In  a  train 
Thai  ddea  not  run  upon  «ZMper«  / 

liable  firak^  as  the  niouBiDg  owl, 
N^I|>Wwkft  or  other  nooturnal  fowl,—* 
^jB|t^||ti|6^fei^        vigUs  keeping,— 

^  ClTliM  '^^^  ^^^  ^7  ^^'^^ 
£ifimJ^^        the  vacant  lur, 
AiDtiJJ!i^P^-B^k'<l  Tyrant  Care 
id  |Mtod  to  kill  them  sleeping. 

A9A  At^%iim>^  Ue^  <Ifaiinal  11^ 
[  ^mpfbyideutial  ni^         ' 

yr^^i^thatw^    ''  '  -'- 
1  who.oiiaociillep 


"ili 


If  a  nilba  IMS  iiiftW) 
At  ^U  ttie  do«*\  _ ^ 

There's  Mori^d,  tU  bOff^  ind  ?«^«Mi^iHrijwmi, 
Where  oiher  pec^^  "INwM^^^ 

He  tuni  his  fruitt  fatb  j^t^SilV    ^  . 
Jealousi  enTKNifl,  eiid  f^Cfifl  bj^  idij^ 

At  night,  to  his  6wti  ittturp  ti^akiUii^j^t 
He  lies  like  a  hedgdiog  Mlied  ilp  Aiivkqg  wif, 
Tormenting  himsdf  with  his  {Hidtfas. 

But  a  child-^^hat  bids  the  1l^oiU|bod  fl^ 
In  downright  earnest  and  eats  k  qlitle^ 

A  Cherub  no  Art  oaa  oopfr-^' 
'Tis  a  perfect  picture  to  see  Mm  Its 
As  if  he  had  suppM  oH  dbnttooiie  jU 
(An  ancient  classical  dish  bj  the  lijr) 

With  a  sauce  of  s^rap  of  poppy. 

Oh,  bed!  bed!bed!delioioosbedt 
That  heav'n  upon  earth  to  the  weiry  bsali 

Whether  lofty  or  low  its  oooiiAoii  I 
But  instead  of  putting  our  plagues  m  ilwl^^ 
In  our  blankets  how  ofteh  we  toss  uiiiislfa^J 
Or  are  tossM  by  such  allqpiioal  i^tim 

As  Pride,  Hate,  Greed,  and  AnbMoiiI 

The  independent  Miss  inimsnsr\||yt 
Took  off  her  independent  Li^  , 

And  laid  it  beneath  her  fUtif^f 
And  then  on  the  bed  her  ttianibWk 4t4 
The  time  for  repose  had  odme  itt  lii^  ' 
But  long,  long,  after  the  sIflMi  £  jiil', 

Bolls  the  turbid,  tnifeisIiiA  biM*  ' 

No  part  she  ha^  tn  Tuir^^ii^^^^^ 
That  beloi«  lo  oQioiaiiii 
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TIpilriAi  jdbqr  we  oooohiiil  (a  Inttw  oiip  I) 
Tlwb  bietd  Mid  butter  fure  g^t^ 
JMid  the^  jpCMde*-rooiifciiiid  ^m  V- are  xmeg. 

No  Cmut  aba  had  her  deep  to  poetpooey 
Like  the  crippled  Widow  who  weeps  ahme, 
And  eaimot  joake  a  doro  her.owii» 

Fot  Uie  d^ead  that  mayhap  qi;i  ^the  jcoorrom, 
The  tine  and  Christian  reading  io!halk| 
A  broker  will  take  up  her  bed  and  walkt 

By.waj  of  curing  her  sorrow. 

No  cause  like  these  she  had  to  bewail : 

For  the  breath  of  applause  had  blown  a  gals^ 

And  moda  from  that  quarter  seldom  fail 

To  cause  some  human  commotion ; 
But  wheneTor  such  breezes  coincide 
With  the  very  spring-tide 
,     Of  iMiman  pride, 
There'll io such  sweU  on  the  oceani 

Peaooi  and  ease,  and  slumber  lost, 

She  tum'd,  and  roU'd,  and  tumbled,  and  toss'd, 

With  a  tunult  that  would  not  settle: 
Acemmctte^w,  indeed,  with  audi 
As  hate  Is*  Hide,  w  think  too  muchr    : 

or  die  piseeieiHi  and  gUttmng  nelal^    ^ 

■:0mh}^^mw  ei^Jisf  golden  fcot       . 
llll^ltMPI^  ttm  bad  an  oUen loof,^ . , 
ll#iMrib  the  Great,  the  Learned  to  boot, 
,  the  gay,  and  the  witfef*- 
Arsw   of  Aj^    .'' 
rdiriftbiit  at  nMMUw'js  jnarl^A 
fbtdsili  teik^flhy^i  ^'-'^' 


M  •.;-^^'Witite^*«^^ 
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From  her  Leg  through  her  body  it  seem'd  to  go, 
Till,  gold  above,  and  gold  below, 
She  was  gold,  all  gold,  from  her  little  gold  toe 
To  her  organ  of  Veneration  ! 

And  still  she  retain'd,  through  Fancy's  art, 
The  Grolden  Bow,  and  the  Golden  Dart, 
With  which  she  had  played  a  Goddess's  part 

In  her  recent  glorification. 
And  still,  like  one  of  the  self-same  brood. 
On  a  Plinth  of  the  self-same  metal  she  stood 

For  the  whole  world's  adoration. 

And  hymns  and  incense  around  her  roll'd, 
From  Golden  Harps  and  Censers  of  Gold, — 
For  Fancy  in  dreams  is  as  uncontroll'd 

As  a  horse  without  a  bridle : 
What  wonder,  then,  from  all  checks  exempt, 
If,  inspired  by  the  Golden  Leg,  she  dreamt 

She  was  turn'd  to  a  Grolden  Idol  ? 

HSR  COURIVHIP. 

When  leaving  Eden's  happy  land 
The  grieving  Angel  led  by  the  hand 

Our  banish'd  Father  and  Mother, 
Forgotten  amid  their  awful  doom. 
The  tears,  the  fears,  and  the  future's  gloom. 
On  each  brow  was  a  wreath  of  Paradise  bloom. 

That  our  Parents  had  twined  for  each  other. 

It  was  only  whil^  sitting  like  figures  of  stone. 
For  the  grieving  Angel  had  skyward  flown, 
As  they  sat,  those  Two,  in  the  world  alone. 

With  dbconsolate  hearts  nigh  cloven, 
That  scenting  the  gust  of  happier  hours. 
They  look'd  around  for  the  precious  flow'rs. 
And  lo ! — a  last  relic  of  Eden's  dear  bow'] 

The  chapVoX  \3l^«tX  I^n^  \«A  hi w^ti  t 
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And  sdU,  whoa  a  pair  of  Lofwn  i 
Therb^  aa^eatnen  in  i^,  nnaartUy  anraat, 
Tint  lavofa  adll  of  tliat  iMippy  ratiaat 

Where  Eve  bj  Adam  was  oonrted : 
Whilat  tiie  jojroos  thrnsli,  and  dM  geoda  Dove, 
Woo^d  tlwlr  mates  in  the  bof^^ha  abofe^ 

And  Ae  Serpent,  as  yet,  only  sported. 

Who  hath  not  felt  that  breath  in  the  air, 
A  psfffiime  and  freshness  str«ige  and  rare, 
A  warmth  in  the  light,  and  a  Uiss  oTerywhere, 

When  yonng  hearts  yearn  together  t 
AH  sweets  below,  and  all  sunny  abo? e, 
Oh  I  there's  nothing  in  life  like  making  lofo^ 

Save  making  hay  in  fine  weaAerl 

Who  hath  not  feond  amongst  liis  flow'rs 
A  blossom  too  bright  fer  this  worid  of  oors. 

Like  a  rose  among  snows  of  Sweden? 
Bot  to  torn  again  to  Miss  Kilraansegg, 
Where  most  love  have  gone  to  beg, 
If  siMdi  a  thing  as  a  Golden  Leg 

Ibd  pot  its  feo(  in  Bden ! 

And  yeH-4o  tell  the  rigid  truth— 

Her  ikim  wiis  sought  by  Age  and  Tooth— 

Mr  the  prey  will  find  a  prowler ! 
Sbs  was  feliow'd,  ilatter'd,  oourted,  addnte'd, 
liSi^^  Aid  eoo'd,  aiid  wheedled,  and  piess^d, 
J|iift4l^         North,  South,  Bast,  and  West, 
^^'^^iUi^mk'tianm,  in  Song,  TiUile  Fowler! 
.  .:iJu  ...-^'^ 

I  i|las!  fer  the  Woman'a  fete, 
lM|ii  iiifth  to  ehMHf^  tomt 
$%tM  |Mdnfta  ttiysliifyf  ' 
i^htth  tm  woiigHtis  hMsM 
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Give  her  between  a  brace  to  pick. 

And,  mayhap,  with  lack  to  help  the  trick,       ^^ 

She  will  take  the  Faustus,  and  leave  the  Old  ^-^^^ 

But  her  future  bliss  to  baffle, 
Amongst  a  score  let  her  have  a  voice. 
And  she'll  have  as  little  cause  to  rejoice. 
As  if  she  had  won  the  "  Man  of  her  choice  ^ 

In  a  matrimonial  raffle  ! 

Thus,  even  thus,  with  the  Heiress  and  Hope, 
Fulfilling  the  adage  of  too  much  rope. 

With  so  ample  a  competition, 
She  chose  the  least  worthy  of  all  the  group. 
Just  as  the  vulture  makes  a  stoop. 
And  singles  out  from  the  herd  or  troop 

The  beast  of  the  worst  condition. 

A  Foreign  Count — who  came  incog.. 
Not  under  a  cloud,  but  under  a  fog, 

In  a  Calais  packet's  fore-cabin, 
To  charm  some  lady  British-bom, 
With  his  eyes  as  black  as  the  fruit  of  the  thorn. 
And  his  hooky  nose,  and  his  beard  half-shom. 

Like  a  half-converted  Rabbin. 

And  because  the  Sex  confess  a  charm 

In  the  man  who  has  slash'd  a  head  or  arm. 

Or  has  been  a  throat's  undoing, 
He  was  dress'd  like  one  of  the  glorious  trade, 
At  least  when  Glory  is  off  parade. 
With  a  stock,  and  a  frock,  well  trimm'd  with  braid. 

And  frogs — that  went  a- wooing. 

Moreover,  a«  Counts  are  apt  to  do. 

On  the  lefl-hand  side  of  his  dark  surtout, 

4t  one  of  those  holes  that  buttons  go  through 

(To  be  a  precise  recorder), 
A  ribbon  he  wore,  or  rather  a  scrap. 
About  an  inch  of  ribbon  mayhap, 


raUfAll«M.Aia>  HB  FEECIOUS  LEO. 


m 


Thii  i»0  of  bit  riyalti  a  wbimtioal  ohap, 
Dewiibed  as  his  «« Rstaa  Ordar.'' 


And  then — and  much  it  helpM  bis  obaaoe— 
He  oould  sing,  and  play  first  fiddle,  and  dance, 
Perform  charades,  and  Prorerbs  of  France— 

i^qt  the  tender,  and  do  the  cruel ; 
For  anK»gst  bis  other  killing  parts, 
He  had  broken  a  braoe  of  firapale  hearts, 

And  murder'd  three  men  in  a  duel ! 

Savage  at  heart,  and  fitlse  of  tongue, 
Subtle  with  age,  and  smooth  to  the  young, 

Like  a  snake  in  his  coiling  and  curling — 
Such  was  the  Count — to  give  him  a  niche— 
Wbo  came  to  court  that  Heiress  rich. 
And  knelt  at  her  foot—one  neednH  say  which-^ 

Besieging  her  castle  of  Sterling. 

With  prajy'rs  and  vows  he  open'd  bis  trench. 
And  plied  her  with  English,  ^Mtnish,  and  French, 

In  phrases  the  most  sentimental : 
And  quoted  poems  in  High  and  Low  Dutch, 
With  now  and  then  an  Italian  touch, 
TBI  she  yielded,  without  resisting  moeh, 

To  hoamgp  so  continental. 


Anf  llien  the  sordid  baigain  to  dose, 
VfUk  a  minialnre  sketch  of  bis  hooky  nose, 

ApA  1^  ^l**' ^''^  ^^  ^  ^^''^  ** '^^'^ 
IjMi  beard.and  whidceis  as  Uaok  as  those, 

i^lp^iooiisent  he  requited— 
1  of  the  lock  that  lofers  b^ 
1  ttom  Ifisi  SSbnaaHg^ 
i  of  h«t  P^psdons  Lipf¥^ 
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Who  admires  his  lass  in  her  Sunday  gown, 

As  if  all  the  fairiei^  had  dress'd  her  ! 
Whose  brain  to  no  crooked  thought  gives  birt-- 
Except  that  he  never  will  part  on  earth  ^ 
With  his  true  love's  crooked  tester ! 

Alas !  for  the  love  that's  link'd  with  gold ! 
Better — better,  a  thousand  times  told — 

More  honest,  happy  and  laudable. 
The  downright  loving  of  pretty  Cis, 
Who  wipes  her  lips,  though  there's  nothing  ans 
And  takes  a  kiss,  and  gives  a  kiss. 

In  which  her  heart  is  audible ! 

Pretty  Cis,  so  smiling  and  bright. 

Who  loves  as  she  labors,  with  all  her  might, 

And  without  any  sordid  leaven ! 
Who  blushes  as  red  as  haws  and  hips, 
Down  to  her  very  finger-tips, 
For  Roger's  blue  ribbons — ^to  her,  like  strips 

Cut  out  of  the  azure  of  Heaven ! 

HER   MAJIRIAGE. 

*T  was  mom — a  most  auspicious  one  ! 
From  the  Golden  East,  the  Grolden  Sun 
Came  forth  his  glorious  race  to  run. 

Through  clouds  of  most  splendid  tinges ; 
Clouds  that  lately  slept  in  shade. 
But  now  seem'd  made 
Of  gold  brocade. 
With  magnificent  golden  fringes. 

Grold  above,  and  gold  below. 

The  earth  reflected  the  golden  glow. 

From  river,  and  hill,  and  valley  : 
Gilt  by  the  golden  light  of  mom. 
The  Thames— it  look'd  like  the  Golden  Horn, 
And  the  Barge,  that  carried  coal  or  corn, 

Like  C\eopa\i«t'a  0«X^^^\ 
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Blight  M  clusters  of  GroMeii-ix>d| 
SoburlMUi  poplars  begiui  to  nod, 

VhA  extempore  splendor  ftimkh'd ; 
WMe  London  was  briglit  witli  gUttefing  docks, 
Golden  dragons,  and  Golden  cooks, 
And  above  them  all, 
The  dome  of  St.  Paul, 
With  its  Golden  Cross  and  its  Golden  BaU» 
Shone  out  as  if  newly  bnirnish'd ! 

And  lo  I  for  Golden  Hours  and  Joys, 
Troops  of  glittering  Golden  Boys  • 

Danced  along  with  a  jocund  noise, 

And  their  gilded  emblems  carried  ! 
In  short,  'twas  the  year's  most  Golden  Day, 
By  mortels  call'd  the  First  of  May, 
When  Miss  Kilmansegg, 
Of  the  Golden  Leg, 
With  a  Golden  Ring  was  married ! 

And  thousands  of  children,  women,  and  men, 
Cennlad  the  clock  from  eight  till  ten, 

Fmn  St.  James's  sonorous  steeple ; 
For  MXt  to  that  interesting  job. 
The  hniging  of.  Jack,  or  Bill,  or  Bob» 
Ttee^  nothing  so  draws  a  London  mob  ' 

A4  the  Booefaig  of  yery  rich  people. 

And  si  treat  it  was  for  a  mob  to  behoM 
The  Bridal  Carriage  that  blazed  with  grid! 
AM  the  Poottnsn  tan,  and  the  Qpaehmaii  bold, 

ii  UveiieB  so  respiendrat— 
Oes#ytiQ  iiiOBdwr^  to  sea  hi  plaaa^ 
titifmimfi  so  iM  #Mi  goNhn  tae% 


H^i  '^ 
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Not  to  forget  that  saucy  lad 
(Ostentation's  favorite  cad), 
The  Page,  who  looked,  so  splendidly  clad. 
Like  a  Page  of  the  "  Wealth  of  Nations." 

But  the  Coachman  carried  off  the  state, 
With  what  was  a  Lancashire  body  of  late 

Tum'd  into  a  Dresden  Figure ; 
With  a  bridal  Nosegay  of  early  bloom, 
About  the  size  of  a  birchen  broom, 
And  so  huge  a  White  Favor,  had  Grog  been  Gr 

He  would  not  have  worn  a  bigger. 

And  then  to  see  the  Groom !  the  Count ! 
With  Foreign  Orders  to  such  an  amount, 

And  whiskers  so  wild — nay,  bestial ; 
He  seem'd  to  have  borrowed  the  shaggy  hair 
As  well  as  the  Stars  of  the  Polar  Bear, 

To  make  him  look  celestial ! 

And  then — Great  Jove ! — ^the  struggle,  the  crug 
The  screams,  the  heaving,  the  awful  rush. 

The  swearing,  the  tearing,  and  fighting. 
The  hats  and  bonnets  smash'd  like  an  egg — 
To  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  Golden  Leg, 
Which,  between  the  steps  and  Miss  Kilmanseg^ 

Was  fully  displayed  in  alighting ! 

From  the  Golden  Ankle  up  to  the  Knee 
There  it  was  for  the  mob  to  see ! 
A  shocking  act  had  it  chanced  to  be 

A  crooked  leg  or  a  skinny : 
But  although  a  magnificent  veil  she  wore, 
Such  as  never  was  seen  before, 
In  case  of  blushes  she  blush 'd  no  more 

Than  George  the  First  on  a  guinea ! 

Another  step,  and  lo  f  she  was  launched ! 
All  in  wVule,  a.^  'Btid^^  «lt^  bloncK'd^ 
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WiA  a  wnath  of  motl  woiuierfiil  Bplendor — 
Diunoodi,  and  pearls,  so  rich  in  ddvioe, 
Tfaatt  aooording  to  oaleulatitti  nice. 
Her  head  was  worth  as  royal  a  price 

Am  the  head  of  the  YouDg  Pretender, 

Brayely  she  shone— and  shone  the  more 

▲s  she  saiPd  through  the  crowd  of  squa)id  and  poor, 

Thief,  heggar,  and  tatterdemalion — 
Led  hy  the  Connt,  with  sloe-hlack  eyes 
Bright  with  triumph,  and  some  suq>rise, 
Like  Anson  on  making  sure  of  his  prize 

The  famous  Mexican  Gkdleon ! 

Anon  came  Lady  E.,  with  her  §BLoe 
Quite  made  up  to  act  wfth  grace. 

But  she  out  the  performance  diorter ; 
For  instead  of  pacing  stately  and  stiff, 
At  the  stare  of  the  vulgar  she  took  a  mifl^ 
And  ran,  full  speed,  into  Churoi^  as  if 

To  get  married  before  her  daughter. 

But  GKr  Jacob  walk'd  more  slowly,  and  bow'd 
R%fat  and  left  to  the  gaping  crowd, 

Wlieiever  a  glance  was  seizaUe ;   . 
For  £Kr  Jacob  thought  he  bowd  like  a  Guelph, 
And  therefore  bowM  to  imp  and  el^ 
And  .would  gladly  have  made  a  bow  to  himself, 

Jbd  such  a  bow  been  feasible. 

And  laal— -and  not  the  least  of  the  sight, 
Ifca  j(f  jQandnoie  Fortunes,"  all  in  while 
Owe  laMp.faiAe  marriage  riler- 
Airi  lyfciiff!?  their  own  hymeneals ;  ^ 

if      *  1  .  I( 
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Pursued  by  a  thunder  of  laughter : 
For  the  Beadle  was  forced  to  interYene, 
For  Jim  the  Crow,  and  his  Mayday  Queen, 
With  her  gilded  ladle,  and  Jack  i'  the  Greea  ^ 

Would  fain  have  foUow'd  after ! 

Beadle-like  he  hush'd  the  shout ; 

But  the  temple  was  full  "  inside  and  out," 

And  a  buzz  kept  buzzing  all  round  about. 

Like  bees  when  the  day  is  sunny — 
A  buzz  universal  that  interfered 
With  the  rite  that  ought  to  have  been  revered^ 
As  if  the  couple  already  were  smear'd 

With  Wedlock's  treacle  and  honey ! 

Yet' wedlock's  a  vefy  awful  thing ! 
'Tis  something  like  that  feat  in  the  ring 
Which  requires  good  nerve  to  do  it — 
When  one  of  a  "  Grand  Equestrian  Troop  " 
Makes  a  jump  at  a  gilded  hoop. 
Not  certain  at  all 
Of  what  may  befall 
After  his  getting  through  it ! 

But  the  Count  he  felt  the  nervous  work 
No  more  than  any  polygamous  Turk, 

Or  bold  piratical  schipper, 
Who,  during  his  buccaneering  search. 
Would  as  soon  engage  '^  a  hand  "  in  church 

As  a  hand  on  board  his  clipper ! 

And  how  did  the  bride  perform  her  part  ? 
Like  any  Bride  who  is  cold  at  heart, 

Mere  snow  with  the  ice's  glitter ; 
What  but  a  life  of  winter  for  her ! 
Bright  but  chilly,  alive  without  stir. 
So  splendidly  comfortless, — just  like  a  Fir 

When  the  frost  is  severe  and  bitter. 
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Sool^  wti^  Um  AiliiTO  OM  wul  wife  t 
WlMi  Ma  or  Uua  to  the^od  of  lift 
A  few  thort  words  were  to  aettle*- 
Wilt  thou  have  tbie  woomui  t 

Iwill^-endtben, 
Wflt  thou  have  thb  maa  f 
I  willy  and  AmeiH^ 
Attd  Ooie  Two  were  one  Flesh,  in  the  ^kngels*  ken, 
Baoept  one  Leg— that  was  metal. 

Then  the  names  were  signed— and  kiss'd  the  kiss : 
And  the  Bride,  who  oame  fiom  b^rodaoh  a  Miss, 

As  1  Otnintess  walkM  to  her  oarriage— - 
Whilst  Hymen  preenM  his  j^iimes  like  a  dove. 
And  Cupid  iflutler'd  his  wings  above. 
In  the  shaps  of  a  fly— as  little  a  Lore 

As  ever  biokM  in  at  a  marriaget 

Anqdier  orarii--^nd  awmy  they  dash'd. 
And  the  gilded  oarrisge  and  feotmen  flashed 

Prom  the  eyes  of  the  gaping  people— 
Who  tnra'd  h  gaze  at  the  toe-and-heel 
Of  die  Golden  Boys  beginning  a  reel. 
To  die  merry  sound  of  a  wedding  pwd 

From  St.  James's  musical  stogie. 

Tbois  wed^ng.bells!  those  wedding-bells  t 
Bow  sweetly  they  sound  in  pastoral  djBlls 
From  a  low'r  in  an  ivy-green  jaokett 
^ik  toim^Bade  jdys  how  deariy  diey  dost ; 
iitll^  alt  aro  tumbled  and  tort, 
Ll^  a  j^  from  a  London  steeple,  and  lost 


But  hcilioa  vlth  ] 

To  oloiiddie  6oe  of  d»  |Mlii#|i^ 

With  a  dtsmftl  oocidtfttilfKi  f  7/ 

Whatever  Fate's  oooqatla^  tiiclci     ; 
The  Gountaas  and  Qmnt,  «t  dyf  HpiH^rfpfc, 
Have  a  ohioken  and  not  a  ^R»fr,|p;|ipfc 

At  a  sumptuous  Cold  Collation. 

A  Breakfast^HU)  unsubstantial  inMBb    : 
But  one  in  the  style  of  Good  QneeH  Bteb 

Who, — hearty  as  htppooanyuv-*-*    " 
Broke  her  fast  with  ale  and  bee(  ' 
Instead  of  toast  and  the  ChiniMe  lip( 

And  in  lieu  of  anchovy    gmjaiiposl 

A  breakfkst  of  fowl,  and  fish,  and  lisili,    . 
Whatever  was  sweet,  or  salt,  or  firesb ; 

With  wines  the  most  rare  and  oniioua-- 
Wines,  of  the  richest  flavor  and  hue; 
With  fruits  from  the  worlds  both  (Md  aal|lav; 
And  fruits  obtained  before  they  wwe  due 

At  a  discount  most  usurious. 

For  wealthy  palates  there  be  Au  mmA    • 
What  is  m  season,  for  what  is  ouif 

And  prefer  all  preoocious  savnr ; 
For  instance,  early  green  pea%  of  the  soft,  ^ 
That  costs  some  four  or  five  fdneaa/fi  V^' 

Where  the  Mmt  is  the  principal  flsiiW* 

And  many  a  wealthy  man  was  ibeUr^     ' ' 
Such  as  the  wealthy  CiQr  oouU  spa^e^ 

To  put  in  a  pordy  appeaiwItNf^  '^ 
Ibn  whom  their  fkOsffS  liiif 
And  men  who  had  hait  l&iih: 
And-HDDudb  to  thi^ 

ThUr  purs^  by  jMriiy.iJ 


-I^V^tl 


'WsiB  lOSMAiHf^iba  km  lim  pkecious  leo.     1^ 


D,  by  popuhr  niftior  at  least, 
NoCliie  Ust  to  eiyoy  a  feMit ! 

And  truly  tbey  were  not  idle  t 
Luckier  &r  than  the  cheetnut  tit% 
Whichy  down  at  the  dooiTf  etood  Qhamping  their  bittSi 

At  a  difiereat  sort  of  bxidle. 

For  the  tine  was  come    and  the  wldeker^ 'Count 
HelpM  his  Bride  in  the  carrhige  to  monaty 

And  fiun  would  the  Muse  dei^  it. 
But  the  crowd,  including  two  butchers  in  blue 
(The  fofcular  kilUng  Whitechapel  hue). 
Of  her  Precious  Cdlf  had  as  ample  a  view, 

Asif  they  had  come  to  buy  it  t  ^ 

Then  awiyt  away  I  wiHi  all  tfie^eed 
That  golden  spurs  can  give  to  the  sleedr- 
BothTellow  Boys  and  Guineas  indeed, 

(hoomr^i  to  uige  the  cattle — 
Away  they  went,  with  fa?ors  white. 
Yellow  jackets,  and  pannek  bright, 
And  left  the  mob,  like  a  nx)b  at  night, 

Agifie  at  the  sound  of  a  rattle. 

Away  t  away!  diey  rattled  and  roll'd. 
The  Ppufit,  mid  his  Bride,  and  her  Leg  of  ^old— 
'Tkd  Med  charm  to  the  charmer!       '  [^ 
»Mh  Old  Brentford  rang  thiB:diQ, 
ai^lieels,  on  their  way  to  li^ 
learned  afU^r  one  of  herldii^    '  j  ^ 
'^  oif  IJM^Oolden  Farmer  I 


m 


Her  fickle  temper  htmOHmi^l^  T 
Now  shaay-Hiow  1»if|iitid^ 

But  of  en  die  lour  m^iiMtmm 

The  one  that  ahows  mdiillloUe^Bttl'iiiM^ 
And  talM  the  moat  epeeotrio  iwif^ 
la  the  moon    aoeaBe;!  -of  hpa^yf  ,  r 

To  aome  a  fidUgiown  oib  re^eil^, 
Aa  hig  and  aa  round  aa  NoTfdV  likid, 

And  aa  bright  aa  a  burner  lliidM^|||ll^ 
To  othera  aa  dull,  and  ttigj,  and  dimf^ 
Aa  any  oleaginoua  lamp, 
Of  the  regular  old  parophlal  8taBBi||^  * 

In  a  London  fog  beni|^iked« 

To  the  loving,  a  bright  irad  dooaMil  aphm, 
That  makea  earth*a  oomraoneit  aoeaia  effaar 

All  poetic,  romantic  and  taiider ; 
Hanging  with  jewela  a  oabbage-amBip^ 
And  inveating  a  common  poat,  or  a  pttBBfi^ 
A  currant-buah,  or  a  gooeaberry  «duflipi 

With  a  haloof  dreamlike  aplaiidor. 

A  aphere  auoh  aa  abone  from  Italkui  iUeiib 
In  Juliet'a  dear,  dark,  liquid  eya%/ 

Tipping  treea  with  ita'ai|piDt  tirkveifiei 
And  to  oouplea  not  fhTor'd  wiU^  ]^€Hrliii[kik  W 
One  of  the  moat  deUgbtfiil  of  ttMN^      ^ 
For  it  brightena  their  pewter  platteHi  fu£l^  apoooi 

Like  a  ailyer  aervioe.of  SamQr'f I 

For  all  ia  bright,  and 
And  the  meaneat  thii^ 
When  the  magie  of 
Love,  that  lenda  a  aweeii^  i^ 
Tothehumblaalkpt 


Msn  KiLMAHaoa  jam  bbr  vbecious  uo.      m 


Lorn  OtfU  •weetfliMi  ingMrkM  tea, 
ijid  pdBMOQfitMitiiieot  aod  Joj  agree 

Widb  die  ooaneit  boerding  aiid  beddiiii^: 
Love  that  no  folden  tiee  ean.  attaoh, 
Bat  neatlee  tuider  the  hmbket  thatoht 
And.  will  fly  away  firom  an  fimperor's  laateh 

To  daooe  at  a  Pemy  Wedding  t 

Ob,  hapfyy,  happy,  thrioe  happy  atate. 
When  aiioh  a  bright  Planet  gomm  the  Arte 

Of  a  pair  of  onked  love»{  ■  i 
ms  dieiis,  in  apita  of  the  SMpent's  Um, 
TottjoyAe  pnie  primeval  kk% 
Widi  at  anieh  of  the  M  original  bike 

Ae  mortalirjr  ever  leooyen! 

Theie'e  etrength  in  doable  jofaita,  no  dodbl^ 
In  doiiMe  X  Ale,  and  Dnblin  Sloiit, 
That  di6i.rfiigle  iorta  knownodiiog  aboQl— 

And  a  liit  ie  atroiigeet  when  doubled^ 
And  doable  aqoa-flHrf^  of  oonree. 
And  dooUe  aoda-water,  perftfoe. 

Are  Ae  ataoanit  that  ever  babbled  t 


i>  (lanHe  beaiity  idienelrer  a  GNran 
'fi^ioj^'a  tai^  whh  her  doable  thefeon : 
^^  ^NBTgiu^ener,  Lake  or  John, 
/jliR^y  of  doable-bfewini^ 
i^ddkhtatlheeye; 
,        'OeWelleataightiniheiljr 


,M 


There's  a  mMOli 
AndadeaiUblMuMi 

«01feflienNMMttlt\     ,v^    . 
There's  loiiUe  stfct^m  Jip  1 
And  dmilAb  Mtim  lU^ 
And  an  aie  %(iild  faibW  fU^^ 
Are  geitfOity's  aioiflislifcciyM^       ^^"^ 


There's  a  doable  i 

Alsl  a  dovUe  «l  WUsi  s«lm{< 

In  profit  are  eeiiaiiifydeafaW^i.;  .^i 
By  doabHiq(,  Ike  Hais  mtHmm  tsiiii|ig 
And  all  8eaiiisDdsli|lit  i«  a^snhMcOfSi 

And  a  doaUe.red'd  It^sirfl  klmdM 

There's  a  doable  chaek  at  a  doable  diiiit 
And  of  oouise  there^s  a  doable  |ile»isinpe  ltiteiB» 

If  the  parties  wers  brogglit  to  »»lij|ip;?t    * 
And  however  our  Deonisis  tahe  o(lis|eM|, 
A  douUe  meaniqg  shows4oable  senpry^  .< 

And  if  proverbs  tell  tnHlv  >  ^  t ,  . 

A  double  tooth  ,    ?.{;»,»:.  i  * 

Is  Wisdom's  adopted  dwel]|n|^|  ^Vr  .-  ; 


But  double  wisdom,  and  pleasure^  foid  i 
Beauty,  respeot,  streiigth,  otxpf^^iSiiimaob 

Through  whatever  the  list  illlb^^ '  ' 
They  are  all  in  the  double  fttAsaM^^ilB^ 
Of  what  was  formerly  ^babb.ffiri|biK4  / 

The  Marriage  of  iwb^e  1^1^^ 

'    •  -rut  .    i,  L«t). 

Now  the  KOmansea  l^Mi^MiM^ 
Thoi^  instead  of  silver  it  tipp'd  with  gold— 
fihoo6  MSier  wan,  «M  mMLmm^itt  ■'" 
Aild  before  its  da^rsWIMl^ii^itt^^^v.  »A 

Suoh  gloomy  ddodi^igia'tf ^M      ^l 
With  an  emtfaoi»  Aiif^a^Wl%^^(^'i>  ^ 

As  e^t9h^tohFAAmkmkM    >»<■ 


KMtAii^q^  Ajyy,Hia^  ^lIBcio^  leg.       p 

Aadyit  %popii  w^tht/^  J<wi|;^|^^ 
And  tli»  tof^  hf^^^lD^  1|^  taoSpoB^^l^fD^ 

And  the  thrnah  and  die  blaokbiid  were  linging 
The  now-vlyte/btBibi  weie  efwPMw  In  fl^!* 
And  thQ:li«»  wm  tomming  «!  t^fipe  eH  4»]r 
iTo  flowen  as  w^lome  9m  floir^  u^^fd^n 

B«|(,wh||  were  the  hues  of  the  blooming  earth, 
Ite  aoeote— Its  sounds— or  the  mupic  and  ^drth 

Of  its  furr'd  or  its  feathered  cieaturesy 
To  a  P|#  i;^  tlie  world's  last  sordid  stage» 
Who  J^  ^sTer  lopliL'd  into  Natiiie>  vm^ 
And  ha4  0mw  ideas  of  a  Golden  Ag^^ 

WiO^m  nj  Arpadiaii  featqjoQs,  % 

Ajpd  IfT^I  ^ere  joyf  of  the  paftoral  kind 

To  a  Bride-«rtown-inade---with  a  heart  and  mind 

Witb  rfn^plidt^  ever  at  battle  1 
A  bridi  of  an  ostentatious  raoei 
Who»  thrown  in  the  Golden  Farmer's  plaee, 
WMjAkm^x^fosKi^i  her  sheph^rda  wit)i  gQ)iji||Hi  laoe. 

She  eool^ii^^iMMM  the  pigs  with  her  «rhim, 
Aad  dw  siiM  ^irouIdnH  oast  their  eyei  at  njimb 

P#j^1^  4e  hiMl  been  s«0h  a  oia^: 
Th»:W#'thepiurl^a^^       oeItsal|r^ 
Aad  m  6^ws  lintie^ded  let  it  pass; 

E<^: 
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Without  the  bribe  of  a  mob  to  gape 
At  the  Leg  in  clambering  over ! 

O  blessed  nature,  <'0  rus  ?  O  rus !" 
Who  cannot  sigh  for  the  country  thus. 

Absorbed  in  a  woridly  torpor —  # 

Who  does  hot  yearn  for  its  meadowsweet  breac^ 
Untainted  by  care,  and  crime,  and  death. 
And  to  stand  sometimes  upon  g.oss  or  heath — 

That  soul,  spite  of  gold,  is  a  pauper ! 

But  to  hail  the  pearly  advent  of  mom. 
And  relish  the  odor  fresh  from  the  thorn, 

She  was  far  too  pamper'd  a  madam — 
Or  to  joy  in  the  daylight  waxing  strong, 
While,  after  ages  of  sorrow  and  wrong, 
The  scorn  of  the  proud,  the  misrule  of  the  strong 
And  all  the  woes  that  to  man  belong. 
The  lark  still  carols  the  self-same  song 

That  he  did  to  the  uncurst  Adam ! 

The  Lark !  she  had  given  all  Leipsic's  flocks 
For  a  Vauzhall  tune  in  a  musical  box  ; 

And  as  for  the  birds  in  the  thicket. 
Thrush  or  ousel  in  leafy  niche. 
The  linnet  or  finch,  she  was  far  too  rich 
To  care  for  a  Morning  Concert  to  which 

She  was  welcome  without  any  ticket. 

Gold,  still  gold,  her  standard  of  old. 
All  pastoral  joys  were  tried  by  gold. 

Or  by  fancies  golden  and  crural— 
Till  ere  she  had  pass'd  one  week  unblest. 
As  her  agricultural  Uncle's  guest. 
Her  mind  was  made  up  and  fully  imprest 

That  felicity  could  not  be  rural ! 

And  the  Count  ? — to  the  snow-white  lambs  at  play 
And  a\i  the  Bc%ti\B«.iid\]ki^  %\^Kta  of  May, 
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And  tiM  Mnfo  that  warUed  their  pMdoo, 
ffli  eu%  tad  darii  eyei,  and  dbdded  ooie^ 
W«TO  M  daftf  and  as  bUnd  and  as  doll  as  thoae 
That  cmflook  the  Booquet  de  Boiet 
The  Hoik  Antique, 
And  Parfoin  Uniqaey 
In  a  Barber's  Temple  of  Ftbdiloii. 

Te  teU,  indeed,  the  tme  extent 
Of  hiartural  Uas  so  &r  it  irent 

Ae  to  ooyet  estates  in  ring  fences 
And  fer  rural  lore  he  had  leam'd  in  town 
That  the  country  was  green,  tum'd  up  with  brown, 
Andgirnifii'd  with  trees  that  a  man  might  out  down 

butoad  0^  his  own  eiqpenses. 

And  yet  had  that  feult  been  his  only  one, 
The  Fair  might  have  had  few  quarrels  or  none, 

For  their  tastes  thus  far  were  in  common ; 
But  fitidts  he  had  that  a  haughty  bride 
With  a  Golden  Leg  could  hardly  abide— 
Faults  dial  would  eren  have  roused  the  piUe 

Of  a'  ftr  leas  metalsoroe  woman  I 


It  was  early  days  itideed  i>r  a  wife. 
In  the  YSty^  spring  of  her  married  lifei 

Tb  teeUIPdl^ite  wintry  weathei^ 
Blit  iilleid^  ef  sitting  as  Lore-Birds  idcv 
Or  HjMMf s  tuitfes  that  bUl  and  eeo^ 
ifaig^lig<dM^  and  hooey  fMrtwD^L 

iigf  weseeoaveely  seen  logalheri  t 

r»Afc  ¥ilmsnsm>s 

I  iMir  ^fse  in  tMr  soehsts  t 


im^ 


And  thnt  Jiiifiiit  botn  thl  MiiMwii  ■  iimm  i 

And  when  be  pUyM  wJti^jMMCi^M^I^ 
She  found,  to  her  ei|i%,  .,1 
ForsheelwejeloitRt.i     v..    t 

That  the  Count  did  not  oount  quite  fciily. 

And  then  oame  derii  iiN8tEtt||t,(MML  ^W 
Gather'd  by  wonning  hie  ieoiele<Hil^ 

And  elipe  in  his  conyeiBetione 
Fean,  whiob  all  her  peaoe  deeMcogr'd^ 
That  hie  title  wae  jaull-4iie  ooiSm^weie  wen— 
And  his  French  ChAteau  was  in  8p(|||^a^ 

The  nxwt  airy  of  situations. 

But  still  his  heart— if  he  hadetteh  apail-*- 
She— only  she— night  possess  Ue  heai^ 

And  hold  his  affeotioBe  in  ftittefa'-^ 
Alas !  that  hope,  like  a  oraiy  sUp^ 
Was  foroed  its  anchor  and  cable  Iq^  slip 
When,  seduoed  by  her  ftaie,  she  Ipok  adip 

In  his  private  papers  and  lettmns.     * 


Letters  that  told  of  dangerooe  leagMa; 
And  notes  that  hinted  ae  many  wtaigtm 

As  the  Count'e  in  the  '<  Barber jaCflevillB''-- 
In  short  such  mysteriee  came  torlighi^ 
That  the  CottnteaeBride,  on  thefUWiibnlght, 
Woke  and  staited  up  inaiiighli! 
And  kick'd  and  scream'd  with  all  her  migbt, 
And  finally  ihinted  away  ooli^iri^     uu 

For  she  dieami  ehe  bad  nmaaiitiilmtMl  t 


nmAwiBWfl  um  via  pioeciovs  ubg. 
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And homeonade  wiaestiMtt xack  the  hetdt 

Aod  liooie-inacte  liquenn  and  waters  t 
Home-made  pop  that  will  not  feam, 
And  kjinae-made  (Uahee  that  dii?  e  one  firem  home, 
Not  t»  Dame  each  maaij 
For  the  &ee  or  die«y 
Home-made  by  the  homelj  daughtas  1 


Home-made  phyeiOy  thai  siekeiiiHhe  eiok; 
Thiok  for  thin  and  thin  for  thiek ; — 
In  short  eaeh  homogeneoue  trick 

For  poieoDing  domeetioitjr  ? 
And  dnce  our  Parentis  called  the  First, 
A  Ht^  fomfly  squabble  nnrst, 
Of  all  our  evils  the  worst  of  the  worst 

b  home-made  infelbity. 

There's  a  Golden  Bird  that  olaps  its  wings. 
And  dances  for  joy  on  its  perch,  and  sings 

Vn&  a  Persian  eznltatbn : 
For  the  Snn  is  shining  into  the  room, 
AndM^^itens  up  the  carpet-bloom. 
As  if  it  were  new,  bran  new  firom  the  knm, 

Or  the  kne  Nun's  Mrication. 


And  dienoe  the  glorious  radiance  flames 
On  piotares  in  niassy  gilded  firames^ 
Boriuri^il^  tewever,  no  painted  Dames, 

^  die  bard's  ftimiliar  line, 
l^liiim  of ''gilded  littee.'' 


ti&ldiA^  inii%ht  abarse 


^ 


To]r»  and  tiinkfit,  ud 
That  Peace  and  Parii 


r 


And  lo !  with  the  Mfjti»#i^^^ 
The  glowing  eanbeamliiBtiiiyitt'^-  - 

On  an  object  as  rai«  li^qiAeBdl^-^  • 
The  golden  loot  of  the  Ooldeii  Leg' 
Of  the  CountoM    once  Ifiii  KQmaiieegg^ 

But  there  all  mmahlne  it  eodid. 

Her  cheek  is  pale,  and  her  qne  ia  d^   . 
And  downward  cast,  yet  not  attbeluri^ 

Once  the  centre  of  all  qieonlatioii  j 
But  downward  droof^  in  confMrA  deatdi, 
As  gloomy  thoughts  are  drawn  to  the  eaidh- 
Whence  human  sorrows  drnve  their  hMi— 

By  a  moral  gravitation. 

Her  golden  hair  is  out  of  its  braids. 
And  her  sighs  betray  the  gloomy  shades 

That  her  evil  planet  revolves  in— 
And  tears  are  fklling  that  catch  a  gleam 
So  bright  as  they  drop  in  the  sonny  beamy 
That  tears  of  aqua  regia  they  seem. 

The  water  that  gold  dissolves  in  I 

Yet,  not  in  filial  grief  were  riled 

Those  tears  for  a  mother's  insani^; 
Nor  yet  because  her  father  was  dead^  , 
For  the  bowing  Sir  Jacob  had  bow'd  his  head 

To  Death— with  his  usual  urbaidty: 
The  waters  that  down  her  visage  riUM 
Were  drops  of  unrectified  spirit  distdl^  ' 
From  the  Umbedk  of  Pride  and  HM^j^- 

Tears  that  fell  alone  and 
Without  relief  and  widUmt 
Liketibe  fatJM  ipei^  ttat 
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And  of  dl  the  grieii  Aat  moiteb  dian^ 
Tbe  <»a  thst  ieenit  tiM  hardeil  to  bear 
'  b  the  grief  without  oommaiiitj. 

Bow  blflw'd  the  heart  thill  hM  ft  friend 
A  qrmpethiilng  eer  to  knd 

To  troables  too  gieet  to  mother  I 
For  m:  lie  end  porter,  when  flat,  ere  reetored 
Till  a  apariding  bnhUing  head  they  a&rdt 
So  aonow  is  eheer'd  by  being  pour'd 

From  one  veael  into  another. 

But  friend  or  gonip  she  had  not  one 

To  hear  the  vile  deeds  that  the  Count  had  done. 

How  night  after  night  he  rambled ; 
Airi  how  ibe  had  leam'd  by  sad  degrees 
That  he  dranli,  and  smokedy  and  worse  than  thessi 

That  he  <<  swindled,  intrigued,  and  gambled." 

How  he  kiss'd  the  maids,  and  sparr'd  with  John; 
And  oame  to  bed  with  his  garments  on ; 

With  other  offenoes  as  heinous — 
And  brought  wlrange  gentlemen  home  to  dine, 
That  be  said  were  in  the  Fanqy  Line, 
And  they  faioied  qpirits  instead  of  wine. 
And  eall'd  her  lap-dog  <<  Wenus." 

Of  OflMkiBg  a  book**  how  he  made  a  stir, 
Bui  never  had  written  $  line  to  her, 
» Us  idd  and  Oara  Sposa : 
^  he  had  stoifu'd,  and  treated  her  iU, 
I  rsliiBsd  to  go  down  to  a  mill, 
:  where,  but  remembered  still 


sibiiJteiaMli^ikeft'anJil  irfaiiti;  »t  i 
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Except  by  beggars  and  thieves  unhung — 
Or  volleying  oaths,  that  a  foreign  tongue 
Made  still  more  horrid  and  awful ! 

How  oft,  instead  of  otto  of  rose, 

With  vulgar  smells  he  offended  her  nose, 

From  gin,  tobacco,  and  onion  ! 
And  then  how  wildly  he  used  to  stare ! 
And  shake  his  fist  at  nothing,  and  swear, — 
And  pluck  by  the  handful  his  shaggy  hair. 
Till  he  look'd  like  a  study  of  Giant  Despair 

For  a  new  Edition  of  Bunyan  ! 

For  dice  will  run  the  contrary  way. 
As  well  is  known  to  all  who  play. 

And  cards  will  conspire  as  in  treason : 
And  what  with  keeping  a  hunting-box. 

Following  fox — 

Friends  in  flocks, 

Burgundies,  Hocks, 

From  London  Docks ; 

Stultz's  frocks, 

Manton  and  Nock's 

Barrels  and  locks,  ^ 

Shooting  blue  rocks. 

Trainers  and  jocks. 

Buskins  and  socks, 

Pugilistical  knocks, 

And  fighting-cocks. 
If  he  found  himself  short  in  funds  and  stocks. 
These  rhymes  will  furnish  the  reason ! 

His  friends,  indeed,  were  falling  away~- 
Friends  who  insist  on  play  or  pay — 
And  he  fear'd  at  no  very  distant  day 
To  be  cut  by  Lord  and  by  cadger. 
As  one  who  was  gone  or  going  to  smash, 
For  his  cViecka  no  \otk^<&T  dx^^  thd  cash. 


Msaa  KIUIAN8M0  ja^  Mft'itecious  leg.      m 


,  ms  bk  «oiiifiiiMi  aqfliteM  lii4iMk, 
*'  He  had  oreidniim  Mt^adger.'' 

€Md»  gdd-HLksI  tot  tiM>«oM 

Spent  wlMte  touls  am  boi^glil  Mid  sold 

In  Vice's  Walpurgie  revel ! 
Alas!  iMT muffles,  and bultddga,  and gdni, 
The  leg  that  walks,  and  ^  leg  that  yuus 
All  real  evik,  though  Pa&dy  <»mms 
WlMHithey  lead  to  deht,  dUhenor,  and  do^ 

Nay,  to  death,  and  perehamee  the  devil  t 

Alas!  tot  the  last  of  a  Golden  raoe! 

Had  she  cried  her  wirongs  in  the  market-place, 

Sheliad  watraatlhr  all  her  elamoi'^ 
For  the  worst  of  vegiies,  and  hnHes,  and  rakes. 
Was  breaking  her  heart  by  eonslant  adhes, 
With  as  little  remorse  as  die  Fanper  who  breaks 

A  flint  with  a  parish  hammer  I 

nm  lULST  wha. 

Now  the  Precious  Le^  wh3e  cash  was  Audi, 
Or  th^  tSount^B  acceptance  worth  a  rush, 

Had  never  excited  dissension ; 
Bin  no  sooner  the  stocks  hegan  to  toU, 
Than,  without  any  ossification  at  alt, 
The  Uqab  became  what  people  call 
.,,  A^fsffe^t^oneofco^ 

For  tft^d  -(^ys  btoughl  aher'Aih^ys, 
And  ytUM  or  the  oonliplliiiientafjr  iimmi 
oOL^nf^^Bfit  .b(i|bitihet^^  '  ' 


poiaCi 


AMiimwmMliml 

It  made  aa  infenwd  JtipipiDJpft  }^  1^ 
WheieM  a  member  of  ocheIe^  or  «do4 
Would  be  lii^iter  aad  ( 

Witboiit  die  tmbeurmUe 


P'lhape  die  thought  it  mdeewfcthfam   ' 
To  ibow  her  eelf  to  oobUer  «ad  ida!§t 

But  nothing  oould  be  ebeiiidefrr^    . 
While  none  but  the  erasy  wmii  admHiie 
Their  gold  before  dbeir  eenranli' flf«i»    . 
Who  of  oourse  aome  night  would  mab  k  a  fam. 

By  a  Shocking  and  Btutereoe  Muoriir* 

But  spite  of  hint,  and  threat,  aad  ooQi^ 

The  Leg  kept  iti  ntuatioa  2 
For  legs  are  not  to  be  taken  off 

By  a  verbal  amputatkm. 

And  mortals  when  they  take  a  whim, 
The  greater  the  folly  the  eti&r  the  limb 

That  stands  upon  it  or  by  it — 
So  the  Countess,  then  Miss  Kilmansid^ 
At  her  marriage  refused  to  stir  a  peg^ 
Till  the  Lawyers  had  fastened  on  her  L^ 

As  fast  as  the  Law  could  tie  it.  ^ 

Firmly  then— and  more  firmly  yet— 

With  scorn  for  scorn,  and  widi  Areil  far  thieitf 

The  Proud  One  ccmfiontod  th(»  CtimI: 
And  loud  and  bitter  the  quarml  aioi% 
Fierce  and  merciless    one  of  Aww^ 
With  spoken  daggers,  and  looks  Q^  b)oi|% 

In  all  but  the  bloodshed  adqelt 


iM: 


Rash,  and  wild,  and 
Were  the  words  Aat 
Tin  maddea'd  for 
Fiafce  as  tipeas 


MEM  MUJUmnQ  AMP  p»  PBECI0U8  LEa         IH 

She  11^ to hwd^kirrimM openM    anfl 
Ir  thA  tine  U  tokee  to  ti7  a  peo, 
Or  tlw  derk  to  utter  hie  dow  Aiiieii« , 
Her  Wm  wee  in  fifty  tetteiel 

But  the  Count,  inetoed  of  o^ireee  wild, 
Only  nodded  hie  heed  and  imiled, 
As  if  at  the  epleen  of  an  angry  obdld ; 

But  the  oalm  wee  deoeitfiil  and  einieter  I 
A  loll  like  the  lull  of  the  treaoheroue  eea— 
For  Hate  in  that  moment  had  ewom  to  he 
The  Golden  Leg'e  tole  Legatee, 

And  that  Tery  night  to  edminietor  I 


Tie  a  etem  and  startling  thing  to  think 
How  often  mortality  itands  on  the  brink 

Of  its  grave  without  any  mi^ving : 
And  yet  in  this  slippery  world  of  strife, 
In  die  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife. 
There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  thet  Life 

b  dying,  and  Death  is  living  I 

Ay,  Bei^  the  Girl,  and  Love  the  Boy, 
Bi%^  ae  they  are  with  hope  and  joy. 

How  their  souls  would  sadden  instanter. 
To  remember  that  one  of  thoee  wedding  bells^ 
Whieh  ring  so  merrily  through  die  den% 
;  It  the  same  that  fa^A^jy 
V.fi^IastfturBwells, 
Oiii^  hmMt  iv^  »  oanter  I 

I  |lbod  eft  dobos  at  nai|j|^^ 
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As  she  look'd  at  her  clock  of  or-molu, 

For  the  hours  she  had  gone  so  wearily  throu^^^ 

At  the  end  of  a  day  of  trial — 
How  little  she  saw  in  her  pride  of  prime 
The  dart  of  Death  in  the  Hand  of  Time — 

That  hand  which  moved  on  the  dial ! 

As  she  went  with  her  taper  up  the  stair. 
How  little  her  swollen  eye  was  aware 

That  the  Shadow  which  follow'd  was  double  I^ 
Or  when  she  closed  her  chamber  door, 
It  was  shutting  out,  and  for  evermore, 

The  world — ^and  its  worldly  trouble. 

Little  she  dreamt,  as  she  laid  aside 

Her  jewels — after  one  glance  of  pride— 

They  were  solemn  bequests  to  Vanity — 
Or  when  her  robes  she  began  to  doff, 
That  she  stood  so  near  to  the  putting  off 

Of  the  flesh  that  clothes  humanity. 

And  when  she  quench'd  the  taper's  light. 
How  little  she  thought  as  the  smoke  took  flight 
That  her  day  was  done — and  merged  in  a  night 
Of  dreams  and  duration  uncertain — 
Or,  along  with  her  own, 
That  a  Hand  of  Bone 
Was  closing  mortality's  curtain ! 

But  life  is  sweet,  and  mortality's  blind. 
And  youth  is  hopeful,  and  Fate  is  kind 

In  concealing  the  day  of  sorrow ; 
And  enough  is  the  present  tense  of  toil — 
For  this  world  is,  to  all,  a  stiffish  soil — 
And  the  mind  flies  back  with  a  glad  recoil 

From  the  debts  not  due  till  to-morrow. 

Wherefore  else  does  the  Spirit  fly 
And  bid  i\a  doAV^  Q%.t^  ^ood-bye^ 
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Along  with  its  daily  clothing  ? 
Jmt  as  the  felon  condemned  to  die-— 

With  a  very  natural  loathing — 
Leaving  the  Sheriff  to  dream  of  ropesi 
From  bis  gloomy  cell  in  a  vision  elopes, 
To  caper  on  sunny  greens  and  slopes, 

Instead  of  the  dance  upon  nothing. 

Thus,  even  thus,  the  Countess  slept,  , 

While  Death  still  nearer  and  nearer  crept, 

Like  the  Thane  who  smote  the  sleeping — 
But  her  mind  was  busy  with  early  joys. 
Her  golden  treasures  and  golden  toys. 
That  flashed  a  bright 
And  golden  light 
Under  lids  still  red  with  weeping. 

The  golden  doll  that  she  used  to  hug ! 
Her  coral  of  gold,  and  the  golden  mug  I 

Her  godfather's  golden  presents ! 
The  golden  service  she  had  at  her  meals. 
The  golden  watch,  and  chain,  and  seals. 
Her  golden  scissors,  and  thread,  and  reels. 

And  her  golden  fishes  and  pheasants ! 

The  golden  gumeas  in  silken  purse — 

And  the  Golden  Legends  she  heard  from  her  nurse, 

Of  the  Mayor  in  his  gilded  carriage-— 
And  London  streets  that  were  paved  with  gold — 
And  the  Golden  Eggs  that  were  laid  of  old — 
With  each  golden  thing 
To  the  golden  ring 
At  her  own  auriferous  Marriage ! 

And  still  the  golden  light  of  the  sun 
Through  her  golden  dream  appear'd  to  run 
Though  the  night  that  roarM  without  was  one 

To  terrify  seamen  or  gipsies — 
While  the  moon,  as  if  in  malicious  mirth, 
13 
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Kept  peeping  down  at  th^  ruffled  earth, 
As  though  she  enjoyed  the  tempest's  birth. 
In  revenge  of  her  old  eclipses. 

But  vainly,  vainly,  the  thunder  fell,, 

For  the  soul  of  the  Sleeper  was  under  a  spell 

That  time  had  lately  embitter'd — 
The  Count,  as  once  at  her  foot  he  knelt-^^ 
That  Foot  which  now  he  wanted  to  melt ! 
But — ^hush ! — 'twas  a  stir  at  her  pillow  she  felt- 

And  some  object  before  her  glitter'd. 

'Twas  the  Golden  Leg  ! — she  knew  its  gleam ! 
And  up  she  started,  and  tried  to  scream, — 

But  ev'n  in  the  moment  ^she  started— 
Down  came  the  limb  with  a  frightful  smash, 
And,  lost  in  the  universal  flash 
That  her  eyeballs  made  at  so  mortal  a  crash. 

The  Spark,  called  Vital,  departed ! 


Gold,  still  gold  !  hard,  yellow,  and  cold. 
For  gold  she  had  lived,  and  she  died  for  gold— 
By  a  golden  weapon — ^not  oaken ; 
In  the  morning  they  found  her  all  alone- 
Stiff,  and  bloody,  and  cold  as  a  stone — 
But  her  Leg,  the  Golden  Leg  was  gone. 
And  the  "  Golden  Bowl  was  broken !" 

Gold — still  gold !  it  haunted  her  yet — 
At  the  Golden  Lion  the  Inquest  met — 

Its  foreman,  a  carver  and  gilder — 
And  the  Jury  debated  from  twelve  till  three 
What  the  Verdict  ought  to  be. 
And  they  brought  it  in  as  Felo  de  Se, 

<'  Because  her  own  Leg  had  killed  her  I'' 


MiMXIIJfAllipipf  4P?PI^  nHP 


GoMI  Goldl  Gold!  CMd! 
Bri^  and  yeUow,  hud  and  oold, 
Holtn,  gntTen,  hammered,  and  idl'd; 
HflaTjr  tD  get,  and  ligl]^  to  bold ; 
Hoaidod,  bartered,  boughty  and  add, 
SuAenf  (lonow^  mitaoitarMi  doled : 
Bffonfi  by  tbe  young,  but  hugg'd  by  the  oU 
To  the  Tery  Teige  of  the  ohuichyaid  mould; 
Piioe  of  many  a  orime  untold ; 
Gold!  Gold!  Gold!  Gold: 
Good  or  bad  a  thoiMnd-ftld  t 

How  widely  itt  agisnbiei  Tary— 
To  aaTe*-lo  ruin— to  outbo-^q  Ueai^^ 
As  oTon  its  minted  ooinB  expfeaiy 
Now  alam^d  with  tho  unage  of  Good  Queen  Beoi, 

ijid  now  of  a  Bloody  Mary  t 


f$  mum  oA  aaim  bbdda  oit  la4T 
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FAIR  IN£S. 


I. 

O  SAW  ye  not  fair  Ines  ? 

She's  gone  into  the  West, 

To  dazzle  when  the  sun  is  down. 

And  rob  the  world  of  rest : 

She  took  our  daylight  with  her. 

The  smiles  that  we  love  best, 

With  momiiig  blushes  on  her  cheek. 

And  pearls  upon  her  breast. 

n. 

0  turn  again,  fair  Ines, 
Before  the  fall  of  night, 

For  fear  the  moon  should  shine  alone, 

And  stars  unrivall'd  bright ; 

And  blessed  will  the  lover  be 

That  walks  beneath  their  light, 

And  breathes  the  love  against  thy  cheek 

1  dare  not  even  write ! 

in. 
Would  I  had  been,  fair  Ines, 
That  gallant  cavalier, 
Who  rode  so  gaily  by  thy  side. 
And  whisper'd  thee  so  near ! 
Were  there  no  bonny  dames  at  home. 
Or  no  true  lovers  here, 
That  he  should  cross  the  seas  to  win 
T\ie  &«8iXQiX  o^  \)ka  ^^vt  1 


IT. 

I  Mw  tlie6^  loTeiy  Ines, 

Deiecnd  alopg  the  Aore, 

With  btads  of  noUe  gentleoMO, 

And  bMmen  wavM  before; 

And  gentle  youth  end  maidens  ge j. 

And  nowy  plirtM  tii|^'i#ve ; 

It  would  heTO  been  a  beavteoos  dieam, 

--If  ithadbeennamml 


Ala%  alaa,  fidr  Inea^ 

Sb^  nmt  fway.  w|j(l|ac|ng)^ 

VflSiltk  Mnsio  waidny  on  hur  •tepS|» 

And  ihontinga  of  the  throngj 

But  aome^iprtrQ  aed  and  feft  no  mird^ . 

But  only  Miuib^s  wrong/ 

In  ioiuids  thaj^aang  Faxewelli^Faieireny 

To  her  youVe  kned  ao  ]pog% 

Tl. 

FaieweU,  fitiewell,  fldr  Inea, 
That  teaf  el  never  bore 
So  ftir  a  lady  on  its  deok, 
Noor  danoed  ao  light  before, — 
Alaa  far  pleaaore  on  the  aaa. 
And  aomw  on  the  ahore  t 
The  amfle  that  Ueat  one  lofer^|  beiit 
Haa  broken  many  mora  t 


^r.^,,,,,:. 


f  aib  }i^if  db  oara  b&>  aa  omo  ladW 


US'  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 


BALLAD. 


SpRDfO  it  is  cheery, 

Winter  is  dreary, 
Green  leaves  hang,  but  the  brown  must  fly ; 

When  he's  forsaken. 

Withered  and  shaken. 
What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 

Love  will  not  clip  him, 

Maids  will  not  lip  him, 
Maud  and  Marian  pass  him  by ; 

Youth  it  is  sunny. 

Age  has  no  honey, — 
What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 

June  it  was  jolly, 

O  for  its  folly  ! 
A  dancing  leg  and  a  laughing  eye ; 

Youth  may  be  silly. 

Wisdom  is  chilly, — 
What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 

Friends  they  are  scanty. 

Beggars  are  plenty, 
If  he  has  followers,  I  know  why ; 

Gold's  in  his  clutches 

(Buying  him  crutches  !) —        ^ 
What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 


MD1& 


BUTE. 


Shb  stood  breast  high  amid  tae^xxm, 
Clasp'd  by  the  golden  li^  of  moR^ 
Like  the  aweetheart  of  the  nm, 
Who  many  a  glowing  kin  had  wen. 

On  her  oheek  an  autumn  flush 
Deefdy  ripened ;— auoh  a  blush 
In  the  midst  of  biown  was  l^rn, 
Like  red  pof^jnes  grown  with  com. 

Bound  hereyes  her  tresses  Ml, 
Which  were  blackest  none  could  teU, 
But  kmg  lashes  vdSM  a  light, 
That  had  else  been  all  too  bright 

And  her  hat,  with  shadjr  brim, 
Made  her  tressy  ibrebead  d&n ;— • 
Thus  die  stood  amid  die  stpok%   , 
Praising  Qod  with  sweel^st  looks  9— 

Sine,  I  said,  heat'n  did  not  liieii^' 
Where  I  rssf  ibon  shouHst  but  l^san. 
Lay  thy  sheaf  ideNmimdeo^  ' 

IMHUU  W^^WmrfWm  am  l|iy  BOnMii 
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AUTUMN. 


The  Autumn  is  old, 
The  sere  leaves  are  flying ; — 
He  hath  gather'd  up  gold, 
And  now  he  is  dying  ; 
Old  age,  begin  sighing ! 

The  vintage  is  ripe, 
The  harvest  is  heaping ; 
But  some  that  have  sow'd 
Have  no  riches  for  reaping ; — 
Poor  wretch,  fall  a  weeping ! 

The  year's  in  the  wane, 
There  is  nothing  adorning  ;-* 
The  night  has  no  eve, 
And  the  day  has  no  morning  ;— 
Cold  winter  gives  warning. 

The  rivers  run  chill. 
The  red  sun  is  sinking, 
And  I  am  grown  old, 
And  life  is  fast  shrinking ; 
Here's  enow  for  sad  thinking  I 


SOH&. 


O  lady,  leaTe  thy  riUnn  tfamid 

And.  flowtiy  t^eftm: 
There's  liTinf  rons  on  die  biidi» 

And  bloMQflM  09  the  tree) 
Suwp  wheie  tboa  wUt^  thy  caitieii  Band 

Some  random  bod  will  meet ; 
Tho^  «aai*  not  tiMd»  but  thou  wilt  find 

lie  dftiv  at  thy  ftet. 

Tii  like  the  birthday  of  the  world* 

When  eaith  wae  bom  in  bloom  ; 
The  11^  iji  made  of  many  dye% 

Theairieallperfiime; 
There's  erimson  bads,  and  white  and 

The  Tery  rainbofw  show'm 
BMn  tmed  le  bk«omi  whese  they  ttV 

And  sown  dM  eaitk  wilk  floiwemi 


There's 
The 
The  very 


of  dM  son  ; 


i^of  <i(Ujwahk{ir?/ 


ttifi^^^* ! 
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ODE  TO, MELANCHOLY. 


Comb,  let  us  set  our  careful  breasts, 
Like  Philomel,  against  the  thorn, 
To  aggravate  the  inward  grief, 
That  makes  her  accents  so  forlorn ; 
The  world  has  many  cruel  points, 
Whereby  our  bosoms  have  been  torn, 
And  there  are  dainty  themes  of  grief. 
In  sadness  to  outlast  the  mom, — 
True  honor's  dearth,  affection's  death. 
Neglectful  pride,  and  cankering  scorn, 
With  all  the  piteous  tales  that  tears 
Have  water'd  since  the  world  was  bom. 

The  world  ! — ^it  is  a  wilderness, 
Where  tears  are  hung  on  every  tree ; 
For  thus  my  gloomy  phantasy 
Makes  all  things  weep  with  me ! 
Come  let  us  sit  and  watch  the  sky. 
And  fancy  clouds,  where  no  clouds  be ; 
Grief  is  enough  to  blot  the  eye, 
And  make  heaven  black  with  misery. 
Why  should  birds  sing  such  merry  notes. 
Unless  they  were  more  blest  than  we  ? 
No  49orrow  ever  chokes  their  throats, 
Except  sweet  nightingale ;  for  she 
Was  bom  to  pain  our  hearts  the  more 
With  her  sad  melody. 
Why  aVimea  the  aun,  except  that  he 
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HalMs'l^cMimy  nobla  for  Grief  to  Ude, 
And  penaiTe  shadei^  hr  Melanobofy, 
When  all  the  earth  is  bright  beside  f 
Let  olay  wear  anQeii  and  green  gran  waTe, 
Mirth  shall  not  win  US  back  again. 
Whilst  man  is  made  of  his  own  graTe, 
And  fidrest  clouds  but  gilded  rain! 

I  saw  my  mother  in  her  duNmd, 
Her  cheek  was  cold  and  rery  pale ; 
And  erer  since  Pto  lookV  on  all 
As  creatures  doom'd  to  ftil  I 
Why  do  buds  opOf  esoept  to  diet 
Ay,  let  us  watch  the  roses  wither. 
And  think  of  our  lofes*  cheeks ;      . 
And  oh  I  how  quiekly  time  doth  fly 
To  bring  death's  winter  hither  t 
Minntssi  hours,  day%  and  weeks, 
Months,  year%  and  ages,  shrink  to  naught; 
An  age  past  is  but  a  thought  t 

Ay,  1^  us  think  of  Him  a  while, 
'ribat,  with  a  coffin  fer  a  boat». 
Rows  dafly  o'er  the  Stygian  moat, 
And  for  our  table  choose  a  tomb: 
There's  daA  ei^ough  in  any  skidl 
To  oktagf^  with  Uaok  m  raven  plumes 
And  for  the  saddest  fimmd  thou|0its 

A  w&idii^  sheet  halh  an^le  room,  .     

WhsTO  Death,  with  Ids  keen-pdi^  s^le, 
JuBwOii  writ  the  comoifiBi.imQin*  -       . 

Antf  faiea||||.9|p|il|tt..nesiiv^.  ^^  ;  „  ...t.-,,«.i 
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Lo !  here  the  best,  the  worst,  the  world 
Doth  now  remember  or  forget, 
Are  in  one  common  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  love  and  hate  are  calmly  met ; 
The  loveliest  eyes  that  ever  shone, 
The  fairest  hands,  and  locks  of  jet. 
Is  't  not  enough  to  vex  our  souls. 
And  fill  our  eyes,  that  we  have  set 
Our  love  upon  a  rose's  leaf. 
Our  hearts  upon  a  violet  1 
Blue  eyes,  red  cheeks,  are  frailer  yet ; 
And  sometimes  at  their  swift  decay 
Beforehand  we  must  fret : 
The  roses  bud  and  bloom  again ; 
But  love  may  haunt  the  grave  of  k>ve. 
And  watch  the  mould  in  vain. 

O  clasp  me,  sweet,  whilst  thou  art  mine. 
And  do  not  take  my  tears  amiss ; 
For  tears  must  flow  to  wash  away 
A  thought  that  shows  so  stern  as  this : 
Forgive,  if  somewhile  I  forget. 
In  wo  to  come,  the  present  bliss. 
As  frighted  Proserpine  let  fall 
Her  flowers  at  the  sight  of  Dis, 
Ev'n  so  the  dark  and  bright  will  kiss. 
The  sunniest  things  throw  sternest  shade. 
And  tfiere  is  ev'n  a  happiness 
That  makes  the  heart  afraid  ! 

Now  let  us  with  a  spell  invoke 

The  full-orb'd  moon  to  grieve  our  eyes ; 

Not  bright,  not  bright,  but,  with  a  cloud 

Lapp'd  all  about  her,  let  her  rise 

All  pale  and  dim,  as  if  from  rest 

The  ghost  of  the  late  buried  sun 

Had  crept  into  the  skies. 

The  Moon  I  aVie  Is  tlie  source  of  sighsi 
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The  tvry  face  to  make  us  md ; 

If  Imt  to  tlunk  in  other  tinm 

Tbe  same  calm  quiet  look  she  had, 

As  if  the  woild  <he)4  notfiii«  ^baeo,  • 

Of  tOo  and  meaui  of  fierce  and  had ; 

Tl^  SMM  &ir  l%hl  that  «hoM  in  I 

llle  fidry  lamplhat  chami'd  the^lad ; 

For  so  it  is,  with  spent^Mights 

She  taunts  men's  hiainii  and  makes  them  mad* 

^j|Ungs«i»toddird  ivMrJbiamthQfy, 
Bom  of  the  secret  soul's  mistrust, 
To  feel  her  fiur  ethtfcal  irings 
Weigh'd  down  with  vile  degraded  dust ; 
Sven  th9  hiight  eatnmes  of  jcgr 
A^ontcoaelusioBB  of  disgust, 
lake  the^sweetUossoms  of  the  Mag, 
Whese  finipaBoe  «ndi  in  mast. 
O  give  her,  then,  her  tribute  just, 
fiar  si|^  and  teaisi  And  iMisings  holgr  I 
nm  Is  00  music  in  the  life 
Xhal  sounds  with  idiot  lau|^il»r  aoWgri 
fiew's  not  m  string  attuned  to  mbth, 
'  fittlasita ohotds of  Mslanoholy. 
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moft  rabjecta  and  dUn  with  great  aninwtiwir  "^JLmmbmM 

*<  Tliii  if  an  unprotandini 
thing  to  our  pronona  know! 
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lodge,  «iidtet»l««Br^ 
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*«Theaidijocth«itho  dlTa«li«a  cCMMUgrt «» 

eommoce  if  cazried  on  along  the  oqf«t  bj  Brilpal^d 
they  employ  are  not  exactly  of  a  literary  torn;  nainier  do 
royal  nary  appear  uudoiia  to  gitiB  the  mriilieltefiMil 
—weighed  down,  per|M^w.  by  the  pmrnmUmsMmtm  mUL  vmm  «■"—  ^f 
aet^lr  their  labm:  whilft  the  dreaded  peililflil|e  jpitMlly  ftop  tke 
touriat  in  aearch  of  tiiv  irfbtateaqtte.  1^  btkTiiS&Wb^lie  tatt  doaM 
yews  have  only  producea  three  hooka  toochiag  opea  Weatam  Aftiea;  tlit 
of  Holman,  the  blind  traveller^  who  called  at  Bum  hmmt  mk  0^  Coait 
Caatle,  but  of  courae  foie  nothinc ;  BankenPa  *  WUe  Man'ia  Gnie/  whieii 
waa  confined  to  Sierm  Leone,  and  which  pieiBriedtibeallnBtioaa  of  lilMf 
effect  to  aolid  accuracy;  with  Dr.  Madden'a  aeoii-dielil  npeil^  irilin 
were  obnozioua  to  the  aame  remark  with  a  hiaa  inniiaMail  BMOi^tke 
*  Journal  of  an  African  Cmiaer*  ia  not  eplj  fte^i  in  iti  aaliee^hiltabm- 
ing  in  ita  matter,  eapecidly  in  ^nAii&^'  fc  <fe  aatperiiMt  of  Ltak  B 
haa  the  fturther  adTantage  of  girins  tM  an  Americen  How  of  (jha  ikm  t«^ 
and  the  Nej^  character,  without  tbm  prejudieea  of  Iho  ■oatettfkiM* 
the  fknaticiam  of  the  abolitioiiiat'*->Xeiidwi  %wclMr« 
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'*  As  pleaaant  and  intelligent  a 
in  a  candid,  obeanrant,  and  gentlemanfar  apirilt  m  hail 
the  IMetwry  OoBttte  welcomed  WaduiKfeOB  Ufim  la  | 
— iMd^  JW.  G«a.  JMy  19, 1845. 

A  Toiy  eotartaining  Toliune,  a  worthy 
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THE  GREAT  CONFLAGRATION. 


^ajJADFUI*  FIKE — DESTRUCTIOIf  OF  BOTH  HOUSES  OF  PA.RLIAMElfT — THE 
SFEAKEK's  HOUSE  GUTTED— KEP0KT8  OF  INCENDIARISM. 

Xt  is  our  unexpected  lot  to  announce  that  the  Houses  of  Lords 
and  Commons,  so  often  threatened  with  combustion,  are  in  a  state 
of  actual  ignition.  At  this  moment,  both  fabrics  are  furiously 
burning.  We  are  writing  this  paragraph  without  the  aid  of  lamp 
or  candles ;  by  the  mere  reflection  of  the  flames.  Nothing  is 
known  of  the  origin  of  the  fire,  although  it  is  throwing  a  light 
upon  everything  else. — Evening  Star, 

The  devouring  element  which  destroyed  Covent  Garden  and 
Drury  Lane,  the  Royalty  and  the  Pantheon,  has  made  its  appear- 
ance on  a  new  stage,  equally  devoted  to  declamatory  elocution. 
St.  Stephen's  Chapel  is  in  flames  !    The  floor  which  was  trodden 
by  the  eloquent  legs  of  a  Fox,  a  Burke,  a  Pitt,  and  a  Sheridan, 
is  reduced  to  a  heap  of  ashes ;  and  the  benches  which  sustained 
the  Demosthenic  weight  of  a  Wyndham,  a  Whitbread,  and  a 
Wilbcrforce,  are  a  mere  mass  of  charcoal.    The  very  roof  that 
re-echoed  the  classicalities  of  Canning  is  nodding  to  its  fall.     In 
Parliamentary  language,  Fire  is  in  possession  of  the  House  :  the 
Destructive  spirit  is  on  its  legs,  and  the  Conservative  principle 
can  offer  but  a  feeble  opposition. — Daily  Post, 

The  blow  is  struck.    What  we  have  long  foreseen  has  come  to 

pass.     Incendiarism  triumphs  !    The  whole  British  Empire,  as 

reoresented  by  the  three  estates,  is  in  a  blaze !    The  Throne,  the 

•rds,  and  the  Commons,  are  now  burning.     The  cycle  is  com. 

ete.     The  spirit  of  Guy  Fawkes  revives  in  1834 ! 

1     Part  u.  2 
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Englaiid  seems  to  hare 
with  Naples.  We  stand  hourlj  m^ 
slep  we  take  is  on  a  sdfaterm-HM  « la^i  il^^ 
musical  people  would  transli^tiMy  lM, 
tieaoheious  subeoSl  of  ardent  1iimn#Miiil  • 
our  rulers  are  opened ;  but  we  must  ask,oevlt  ( 
such  an  eruption  awaken  them  to  a  sense  of  file  ] 
of  the  country  ?   For  weeb|»  nsjr,  months, Mi^k 
being  considered  alarmists,  we  l^te  oalldt  wt 
legislature  and  magistracy  to  a  yariety  of  i 
and  signs  of  the  times,  and  in  particular  to  the  i 
cal  inventions,  fi)r  the  purpose  of  obtaioii|g  Jp 
Well  are  certain  matches  or  fire-boxes  calM^ 
may  be  applied  to  the  most  diabolical  purposes  I 
the  fire  cannot  raise  the  riiadow  of  «  teihi  1*'^ 
mind.    Accident  is  out  of  the  qaestkai*    IW^IIal 
We  have  just  tried  our  milk.woman's»  isad  hi 
water,  that  nothing  could  make  itigilili 

The  Houses  of  Parliament  are  bk 
press  to  give  full  particulars.  Our  r^rl•n^«|N►^i 

Mens.  C ,  the  celebrated  SaUunaader,  k 

description  of  the  biasing  tiilcndrf,  eatctellt^ljr  i_ 


Tllf< 


FROM  ▲  coasBSPonsistir* 


«4ii  «  OP  tM_ 


On  Thursday  evening,  towards  seven  si^diMdli  f^' 
the  singular  appearance  of  the  moon  silfiifia|; 
neys  with  a  blood-red  light,  a  lunar 
ceived  belonged  only  to  our  theatres.   It 
that  there  must  be  a  con&igratioii  hi  Wf-^ 
little  huntmg  by  scent  as  well  as  s^;hi^  I  IMi 
of  the  Houses  of  Lords  and  CkwittDirti  <»iMfc%liaf 
a  rapidity  and  brilliancy  that  I  ftxiako  VM 
ehmotorize  their  prooeedhigs.   ISfttfm 
attDOi  which  seemed  to  fdentify  lUi 
idfewed  to  pass  Arough  AelinMoT 
mrronnded  the  biasing  )^^  adl  iiria^ 

$ 
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fc^tmilookiiigthe  w&ofeioene.  ft  iriMr  iii 
1%6  flsnieB  10B6  fnMn  l)i6  Peers'  iti  ft  rtSMm, 
iiU^  llztrfter&iftTy  Red  Book,  ftnd  die  Boiue  of  Ch^ 
JMI  at  an  beUnd-hand  in  volSiig  svippUiee  of  thttberaiid 
Weetminster  HaH  ramioded  me  Yividljr  of  a 
erf^  '^  Hall  hot,  Hall  hot/'  that  was  ikmiUar  in  onr  dtaHi^ 
the  Gothio  architectnre  of  tie  Abbey  seemed  mmsQ. 
Instead  of  dingy  stone,  theyenemble  pile  appeared 
of  the  well-baked  brick  of  the  EUseabethan  age. 
80'  i^-hot  was  its  aspect,  that  it  led  to  a  ludicious  mb- 
eii  the  part  of  the  populace.  A  procession,  bearing 
and  female  figures  in  k  state  of  insensibffity,  nafo- 
;we  itse  to  the  most  painful  conjectures,  inferringloss  of 
^  by  the  derouring  element,  but  I  hare  reason  to  beVeTe 
itm  Dean  and  Chapter  saving  the  Wax-Work.  As 
oUtt  obserration  went,  the  first  object  canted  oi^t  oer- 
a  strong  resemUance  to  Oeaerat  Honk. 
0aft  time  a  select  party  had  efl^ted  an  entrance  iiflo 
but  not  without  some  serious  d^Iay,  occasioneii^.  I 
by  somebody  within  brbgmg  die  wrctfig  key,  thit 
lot  tMucaddy.  However,  at  last  they  entered,  and  I 
iMr  example.  The  first  perMu  I  beh^d  was  the  vefs^ 
ibottom,  so  unfairly,  but  i)M»tiously,  put  to  deatb  tq^ 
of  the  Rejected  Addresses;  ftrnomanismoreaUfs 
But  he  was  sadly  hampered.  First  came  one  Beii* 
10  be  Mr.  Morrison,  and  insisted  on  ditecdng  the  ttii$ 
I  and  awrt  arrived  a  noble  Lord  from  (^odkibf4^% 
sk  ottt,  bill  persisted  in  takii^  a  hand,  afid  flkf^ 
<iaii^iyiiody  agreed  that  he  played  loo  h%tl*  I  SMI* 
iMie  of  tfte  jourmds  have  impvted  tOmAM^ 
and  hft!^  iasintnted  that  the  ^0a  WftoK^ 
r  myself  ovsitoaid  ft  ncMe  it^^t^^ 


>Mi^i 
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ber  of  members  had  arrived,  aad  without  any  alteotioa  I0  I 
usual  parliamentary  rules,  were  all  making  motions  at 
which  nobody  seconded.  The  most  prominent,  I  was  inforn 
were  Mr.  Hume,  Mr.  O'Connell,  Mr.  Attwood,  Mr.  Bucking- 
ham, Mr.  Pease,  Sir  Andrew  and  Mr,  Buxton — ^the  latter  alnxMt 
covered  with  blacks.  The  clamor  was  terrific,  and  I  really 
expected  that  the  poor  foremen  who  held  the  pipes  would  be  torn 
in  pieces.  Everybody  wanted  to  command  the  Coldstream. 
Nothing  but  shouts  of  "  Here  !  here  !  here !''  answered  like  an 
Irish  echo  by  cries  of  "  There  !  there  !  there !"  "  Oh,  save  my 
savings  !" — "  My  poor,  poor  Bill !"  "  More  water — more  water 
for  my  Drunkenness  !"  "  Work  awa,  lads,  work  awa — it's  no 
the  Sabbath,  and  ye  may  just  play  at  what  ye  like  !" 

In  pleasing  contrast  to  this  tumult,  was  the  unusual  and  cor- 
dial unanimity  of  the  members  of  both  Houses,  in  rescuing  what- 
ever was  portable  from  the  flames.  It  was  a  delightful  novelty 
to  se6  the  Lords  helping  the  Commons  in  whatever  they  moved 
or  carried.  No  party  spirit — no  Whig,  pulling  at  one  leg  of  the 
table,  whilst  a  Tory  tugged  at  another  in  the  opposite  direction. 
They  seemed  to  belong  to  the  Hand-in-Hand.  Peers  and  Com- 
moners were  alike  seen  burthened  with  loads  of  papers  or  fumi- 
ture.  Mr.  Calvert,  in  particular,  worked  like  any  porter.  Of 
course,  in  rescuing  the  papers  and  parchments,  there  was  no  time 
for  inspecting  their  contents,  and  some  curious  results  were  tlie 
consequence.  Everybody  remembers  the  pathetic  story  in  the 
Tatler,  of  the  lover  who  saved  a  strange  lady  from  a  burning 
theatre,  under  thp  luea  that  he  was  preserving  the  mistress  of  his 
affections,  and  some  similar  mistakes  are  currently  reported  to 
have  occurred  at  the  late  conflagration — and  equally  to  the 
chagrin  of  the  parties.  I  go  by  hearsay,  and  cannot  vouch  for 
the  facts,  but  it  is  said  that  the  unpopular  Six  Acts,  including 
what  I  believe  is  called  the  Gagging  Act,  were  actually  preserved 
by  Mr.  Cobbett.  Mr.  O'Connell  saved  the  Irish  Coercion  Bill, 
whilst  the  Reform  Bill  was  snatched  like  "  a  brand  out  of  the 
fire,"  by  a  certain  noble  Duke,  who  resolutely  set  his  face  against 
it  in  all  its  stages !  Amongst  others,  Mr.  Ricardo  saved  an  old 
tattered  flag,  which  he  thought  was  "  the  standard  of  value." 

However  deficient  in  general  combination,  and  coucentratkHi 
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of  energies,  individual  efforts  were    beyond  all    praise.      The 
instances  of  personal  exertion  and  daring  were  numerous.     Mr. 
^ice  worked  annidst  the  flames  till  he  was  nearly  baked  ;  and 
everybody  expected  that  Mr.   Pease  would   be  parched.     The 
greatest  danger  was  from  the  melted  metal  pouring  down  from 
the  windows  and  roof     The  heads  of  some  of  the  Hon.  Gentle- 
men were  literally  nothing  but  lead.     Great  apprehensions  were 
entertained  of  the  falling  in  of  one  of  the  walls,  which  eventually 
^ve  way,  but  fortunately  everybody  had  retreated  on  the  timely 
warning  of  a  gentleman,  Mr.  O'Connell  I  believe,  who  declared 
that  he  saw  a  Rent  in  it. 

I  did  not  enter  the  House  of  Lords,  which  was  now  one  mass 
of  glowing  fire,  but  directed  my  attention  towards  the  Speaker's 
mansion,  which  was  partially  burning.  The  garden  behind  was 
nearly  filled  with  miscellaneous  property — and  numbers  of  well- 
dressed  gentlemen  were  every  moment  rushing  into  the  house, 
from  which  they  issued  again,  laden  with  spits,  saucepans,  and 
other  culinary  implements.  I,  myself,  saw  one  zealous  individual 
thus  encumbered — with  a  stew-pan  on  his  head,  the  meat-screen 
under  one  arm,  the  dripping-pan  under  the  other,  the  frying-pan 
in  bis  right  hand,  the  gridiron  in  his  lef\,  and  the  rolling-pin  in 
his  mouth.  Indeed,  it  is  said  that  every  article  in  the  kitchen 
was  saved  down  to  the  salt-box  ;  and  the  cook  declares  that  such 
was  the  anxiety  to  save  her  she  was  "  cotched  up  in  twelve  gen- 
tlemen's arms,  and  never  felt  her  feet  till  the  comer  of  Abingdon 
Street." 

The  whole  of  the  Foot  Guards  were  in  attendance,  as  well  as 
a  great  number  of  the  police,  but  the  thieves  had  mustered  in 
great  force,  and  there  was  a  good  deal  of  plundering,  which  was 
however  checked  temporarily  by  a  gentleman  said  to  be  one  of 
the  members  and  magistrates  for  Essex,  who  jumped  up  on  a 
railing  and  addressed  the  populace  to  the  following  effect,  "  How 
do  you  hall  dare  !" 

The  origin  of  the  fire  is  involved  in  much  mystery  ;  nor  is  it 

correctly  ascertained  by  whom  it  was  first  discovered.     Some 

say  that  one  of  the  Serjeants,  in  taking  up  the  insignia,  was 

astonished  to  find  the  mace  as  hot  as  ginger.     Others  relate 

I    that  a  Mr.  Spell,  or  Shell,  or  Snell,  whilst  viewing  l\v^  Ho\3fflfc-i 

r 


I«fc^^v^ 


mgnigkm  d«oer,  begui 

l^miimeiiieiilofhis< 

Ipijpei^  la  jomp  aiid  oi4^r  like  m  1 

ttmj'  oegtuMj  floemi  to  ( 

Qftf^DAted  in  tbe  wunniiig  appMiii^^Al^ 

oumut,  but,  for  my  own  par^  loioaQl 

lootiTe  Wiadom,  which  knows  how  to  hqr  i 

ihould  not  know  how  to  lay  down  turn* 

Am  are  alao  very  generally  pevaleiit»i«4  ^ 

latltm  of  the  finding  of  half-bont  maidM  <^^ 

hies.    Butthese  &ct8  rest  on  very  frail  j 

said  to  have  been  found  in  the  fi^peiJKet^  piiij|||ili 

out  to  be  nothing  but  German  sausagsi ; 

a-bull  that  has  got  abroad  will  probafaty  ocpte  |o  j 

A  Mr.  Dudley  affirms  that  he  smell  the ^fiml 

at  Cooper's  HiU ;  but  such  ol&ctories  axe  loo  ] 

fltetories  to' be  beliered. 

I  am,  Sir,  your  i 


\ 


AXOTBBa  AOOOUHT. 

The  writer  of  these  lines,  who  lesidei  in 
awakened  to  a  sense  of  conflagration  by  a  ciy  of^ 
number  of  persons  who  were  running  in  the 
minster  Bridge.    Owning  myself  a  warm 
ject  of  igmtiooy  and  indeed  not  havi^  fttfsa^  § 
fifty  yearsi  except  one,  and  that  wto  only  a 
supposed  the  exclamation  in  question  hlA 
We  are  all  the  slaves  of  some  physieal  ttl^^ 
appear  to  others  with  opposite  tendenoiei.    It 
great  manhal  that  he  disliked  musiq, -^11 
pleasure  at  a  salvo  of  artillery  or  n 
nunbleof  an  engme  has  the  san 
Unee, ,  To  say  I  am  a  gneWe^  or 
o(|^ihetn^.   Ihme  9Lmo0ii\ 


qMM9V<Wffir^fM»MTiON. 


pHMl^m7»k€fil 


jim^  ^  w)lkai,4f  Oiere  be  a  biwMuJt  wilbto  «• 
[■%  illobQ^K^  it  may  be  disooTtredt  and  befim  gedf 
!  jfllp^l^y  yp4%  tbie  lookout, 
'^ipapi  hae  bii  bobby^boise}  andi  figuratively  speakuifi, 
t  bameased  and  r^adj  to  run  to  a  fire  in$k 
Many  a  time  I  bave  arrived  before  the  tam^ 
I  perbapi  bad  to  traverse  half  London,  and  I 
Ifuqember  an  instance  that  I  did  not  appear  long  ba* 
valer.  Habit  is  second  imture— I  verily  believe  I 
Pa  conflagration  by  instinct ;  and  if  I  was  not»  I  ought 
I  Ji^iMy  the  trainer  of  the  firemen's  dog,  which  at  preseol 
lr«po  much  of  the  public  attention,  by  his  eager  runaiag 
the  Sun,  the  Globe,  the  British  and  the  Hand.t». 


Mj9t 


I  have  seen  a  great  many  fires  in  my  time^ROr 
^  tb€i  theatres,  the  Custom-bouse,  dec.,  drc.    I  remambw 
I  of  Tbistlewood  and  Co.,  when  the  metropolis  W90 
Im  be  set  on  fire,  I  slept  jbr  thx«e  weeks  in  my  clothes 
r  to^be  ready  fi>r  the  first  alarm ;  for  I  had  the  good  fa^ 
f  wita^ss  the  great  riots  of  1780,  when  no  less  than  e(ght 
biasing  at  once,  and  a  lamentable  sight  it  was*    I 
b1«,  beoause  it  was  impossible  to  be  present  at  them 
but  my  good  genius  directed  me  to  Lai^ 
IMitiller,  which  made  (excuse  the  vulgar  populiNr 
'  satisAictory  flare-up. 

ifiye,  not  the  recent  little  job,  but  seme  6fte«i 

ago,  was  also  on  a  grand  soale,  and  very  ta|t? 

tispffaie-pipee  were  wilfully  cut;  and  I  remesdNf 

faUying  me  on  my  well-known  prapeqdMl^ 

[me  itf  lendhig  my  knife  and  ngr  esahtangani 

HM  a  disappointment;  it  oerUufily  eleMwl 

I  to  WM  done  by  di^-Ugl^  and  oooaMiiiiHi^ 

ibcHrt  of  my  au^pa^tona*   V^j-immmik 

l9tt»riJM|t  I  have  ob(OTfi4fiQiiPVyiil|i( 


l**t^) 


f  km  oQiiftnurjr  to  tM 
\I  ooDoeiftt  the  DartfMd 
Powder  ^aiagasiDM  make  r^ 
•se  no  looiier  on  fire  than  thej- 
hnow  where  you  are,  and  theiiliWi^ 
piUi  you  out.  But  fires,  gene^a^^^UH 
be.  What  with  gas,  and  new  pbUc^^ 
olher».  they  hare  beoome  what  one  4nig^  IMF' 
A  body  of  flame  bursts  from  mil  the  winMi  m' 
fore  B  25  oan  eall  fi-er  in  two  sylUible^  Aef  ^ 
all  is  oyer.  It  was  not  so  in  sqrtime;  JPMt^ 
would  issue  from  a  window^utter,  like  tfisi  jfil 
and  after  a  long  spring  of  hk  rat^  the  liWrtiwil 
had  time  to  knock  double  and  treble  knooksb  firooi 
35,  before  a  spark  made  its  appeaimnoe  cwtt  ef  ^Ae| 
The  Volunteers  had  time  to  assemble  oiMkir  eiiil 
their  drums,  and  the  beU-ringers  to  di^lecl  ^^'tli 
pull  an  alarm  peal  backwards.  The  pailsii 
though  pulled  along  by  the  puny  ehurdi^wavieiii; 
l3rtio  paupers,  contrived  to  arrire  before  the  fins 
in  the  shape  of  a  little  squib-like  eruptkMi 
dow.  The  affrighted  family,  fourteen  in 
drest  in  their  best  Sunday  clothes^  saved 
street-door,  according  to  seniority,  Uie  fiuttitim'^ 
removed,  and  after  an  hour's  pumping,  the  Ibw 
without  extending  beyond  the  room  where  It 
a  bedroom  on  the  second  floor.  Suoh  wee  A# 
time  of  a  fire,  but  it  is  the  foshion  now  to^Mriil 
pace.  Look  at  our  race-horses,  and  took  il'^dwr^ 
and  I  will  add  look  at  our  ooliflagratk»i« 
is  a  burst— no  matter  how  Aort,  if  it  be  iM 
vouring  element  never  sits  down  nowlo  4. 
pitches  on  a  house  and  Mtf  it.  *    >» 

But  I  am  wandering  finom  the  pdinlt 
both  Houses  of  Parliament  being  in 
Om.    It  seemed  to  promise  what  I^nMi|HNiB  i^^ 
to  the  Conflagrationary  RemialMleabie 
1  iqp  my  hat,  iud  fusbia  intii 


k^ 


tHS  ^ii^f  dmrmmmm. 


i  widi  the  aUority  of  eighteeo,  when  I  ran  from  Highgate 
irdown,  to  be  present  at  the  gutting  of  a  ship  ohan- 


^i\k         *•  £t*ii  in  am  aahes  Irf^piniwrtnfiid/fw/'     '^^  . 

almost  have  supposed  myself  a  fireman  belonging 
li^Bniz.    My  first  step  into  the  street  discouraged  me, 
i;bt  was  so  brilliant,  and  in  such  cases  the  most  splen* 
somewhat  "  shorn  of  its  beams."    But  a  few  steps 
I  me.    Even  at  the  Surrey  side  of  the  river  the  sparks, 
particles  were  falling  like  flakes  of  snow — I  mean- 
» the  red  snow  formerly  discovered  by  Captain  Ross,  and 
so  great  that  I  could  have  read  the  small  print 
Grazette  with  the  greatest  ease,  only  I  don't  take  it 
\  course  made  the  best  of  my  way  towards  the  scene, 
^^wd  was  already  so  dense  that  I  could  only  attain  a 
en  the  strand  opposite  Cotton  Grardens,  up  to  my  knees 
ififodh  Houses  of  Parliament  were  at  this  time  in  a  blaae, 
abt  presented  as  striking  objects  of  conflagration  as 
lis  oould  offer.    I  say,  <<no  doubt,'' — for  getting 
a  barge  with  my  back  towards  the  fire,  I  am 
^  anything  on  my  own  authority  as  an  eye* witness, 
]  the  buildings  on  the  Surrey  side  exhibited  a  glow., 
for  some  hours.    At  last  the  flowii^  of  the  tule 
kdlffiiltltude  to  retreat,  and  releasing  me  from  my  re- 
allowed  me  to  gaze  upon  the  ruins.    By. 
|-I|M  a  most  imposing  sight— -but  in  spite  of  my 
1 1  cannot  help  thinking  that  Westminster  Hall  ,^ 
'||U|gp|  would  have  made  up  an  admirablis  fire, 
igree  with  the  many  that  it  was  an  Ino^ndiaiy 
^f|f|«^h  both  bouses  so  rapidly.    To  enjoy  the 
'  |r^lid[;i^  darker  night  would  oertaii^ly  have,  be^n, 
"^^^   "^  moon-Iigto  40  nd|  Aiis  wd!/  ."-"^beyiiie 


Ul 


YIBIOW: 


^1 


We  am  ooooerned  to  state  dial 
ber  fer  Shrops  was  severely  ImiBi^ligr'iiiiif 
HoQsey  on  a  benoh  that  was  bisiii^  jnte  MiiSt^ 
oi  his  situation  was  several  times  pdnled  Mt  te 
plied  that  his  seat  had  cost  him  fsii 
wouldn't  quit.    He  was  at  length  femoved  bf 
Ledger. 

A  great  many  foolish  aneodotes  of  the  fin  ijM'iiil 
One  of  our  contemporaries  gravely  aaseits  duit  ikMi 
Culpepper  was  the  last  person  who  left  Am  ^ 
fact  we  beg  leave  to  question,  fbr  the  exqufste  teiiil^ 
noble  Lord  alluded  to  is  at  present  at  i 
Sun. 

We  are  enabled  to  state  that  the  individiial  wlio  ( 
much  coolness  in  the  South  Turret  was  Capia&i 
PubUc  Journal, 

It  is  said  that  considerable  interest  was  evtiieed  bflfcii 
hers  of  the  House  of  Commons  who  were  present  tf  the  in^ii 
to  the  fate  of  their  respective  Bilb.    One  baoofmUe  | 
in  particular,  was  observed  anxloudy  watdiiog  the  1 
lations  of  some  burnt  paper.    <<  Oh,  my  Sabbadi,  ObeenrsnoiP 
he  exclaimed,  << There's  an  end  of  rd^km f    Aeis  |S  1 
Parson  and  Clerk  V*—PubHc  Diary. 

The  Earl  of  M.  had  a  very  nanow  ei^ci^. 
was  on  the  point  of  kicking  a  badBetwhaii  i 
forward  and  snatched  it  out  of  the  way.    Thai 
is  M'Farrel.    We  understand  he  is  a  sob6r,  i 
ing  man,  and  has  two  wives,  and  a  numeioiie  j 
not  above  a  year  old. — DaUy  Chrmdeb. 

The  exclamation  of  a  noble  Lordt  }ii^  ii  -^ 
very  active  at  the  fire,  has  been  very  f     '''''  '^ 
-words  were  as  follows : — **  Blow  the  T   ' 
— ^but  oh, — ^for  a  save-all  f  a  save^."*— J         ^ 

The  public  attention  has  been  giea%tMi||<^ 
dinary  statement  of  a  oommefoial  _ 
$XB  at  UieCock  and  Bottloi  k  Co^bMJF^: 
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lentioned  the  fact  in  the  commercial  room  to  a  deaf  gentleman, 
nd  likewise  to  a  dumb  waiter,  but  neither  have  any  recollection 
r  the  circumstance.  He  has  been  examined  before  the  Common 
Souncil,  who  have  elicited  that  he  actually  arrived  at  Coventry 
D  the  night  in  question,  by  the  Tally-ho  !  and  the  near  leader  of 
bat  coach  has  been  sent  for  by  express. — New  Monitor, 

We  were  in  error  in  stating  that  the  Atlas  was  the  first  engine 
It  the  scene  of  action.  So  early  as  five  o^cIock  Mr.  Alderman 
L  arrived  with  his  own  garden  engine,  and  began  immediately 
0  play  upon  the  Thames. — British  Guardian. 

It  must  have  struck  every  one  who  witnessed  the  operations 
A  the  House  of  Commons,  that  there  was  a  lamentable  want  of 
*  order!  order!  order!"  A  great  many  gentlemen  succeeded 
n  making  pumps  of  themselves,  without  producing  any  check  on 
he  flames.  The  conduct  of  the  military  also  was  far  from 
mexceptionable.  On  the  arrival  of  the  Coldstream  at  the  fire, 
bey  actually  refused  to  fall  in.  Many  declined  to  stand  at  ease 
ID  the  burning  rafters — but  what  is  the  public  interest  to  a  pri- 
rate  ? — Public  Advertiser. 


MONSIEUR  C.'S  ACCOUNT.      (bXCLUSIYB.) 

Wheh  I  am  come  first  to  the  fire,  it  was  not  long  burnt  up ;  and 
[  was  oblige  to  walk  up  and  down  the  floor  to  keep  myself  warm. 
it  last,  I  take  my  seat  on  the  stove  quite  convenient  to  look  about. 
[d  the  House  of  Commons  there  was  nobody,  and  I  am  all  alone. 
the  first  thing  I  observe  was  a  great  many  rats,  ratting  about — 
Nit  they  did  not  know  which  way  to  turn.  So  they  were  all 
mmt  dead.  The  flames  grew  very  fast :  and  I  am  interested 
rery  much  with  the  seats,  how  they  burned,  quite  different  from 
>iie  another.  Some  seats  made  what  you  call  a  great  splutter, 
uid  popped  and  bounced,  and  some  other  seats  made  no  noise  at 
ai*  Mr.  Bulwer's  place  burned  of  a  blue  color;  Mr.  Buck- 
rtooe's  turned  quite  black ;  and  there  was  one  made  a  flame  the 
Dolor  of  a  drab.  I  observe  one  green  flame  and  one  orange,  side 
by  side,  and  they  hiss  and  roar  at  one  another  veiy  t\it\o\]A« 


OIV- 


ItogitHMrf  cleared  Hselfilii! 
liim  fbe  T^pcnten  explodM 
fMrfe.    The  apeaking  ebdr 

When  eYerjthing  Is  quite  doMrlJ^ 
oC  and  go  to  the  House  of  Loiik'irUi^  _ 

sheet,  and  almost  the  whole  oflfe"te^^Wii|1My 
in  Ais  room  to  take  off  my  greatooi^  *  I 
be  saved  except  one  great  ink-staod  thilt  wifc^' 
I  oarrj  away  in  my  two  hands.    Iike#ke  ^ifl^ii. 
the  Commons,  I  bottled  up  several  botdes  tif  i$mm^ 
afterwards,  at  five  guineas  a  pi^ce,  ttiid  itAy'P^I 
know  the  Bnglish  people  admire  such  thfailpb  iwM 
reliques,  like  a  madness  almost.    I  did  iM  tiialsb%^ 
for  whenever  I  was  visible,  the  pompiers  was  ttct 
water  upon  me,  and  I  was  afraid  of  a  catoll>obld.  -^In 
I  arrive  at  home,  I  find  myself  stuflM  in  lay  hiii^* 
my  chest,  and  my  throat  was  a  little  horse*  '  f  €m' 
into  a  bath  of  boiling  water,  and  cannot  wiile 
length., 


A  LBtTXa  TO  A  LABOBtNS  iiAlti''0/. 


fiirSHBLC, 

When  you  made  a  holiday  lasl 
Sights  of  London,  in  your  wmy  to  the  Wi 
ster  Abbey,  you  probably  noticed  m  vut^fAtit 
Palace  Yard,  and  you  stood  and  somiolMd  Ail^  ' 
yours,  and  wondered  whose  fine  hoiMi'dMlf  ^l«tai^' 
to  be  a  country  clodpole,  no  doubt 
by  way  of  putting  a  hoax  upon  tiie  lunvkmolV'^i 
those  buildings  congregated  att  the  laknli  "^""^ 
public  spirit  of  the  country— >tfaat  h^umA 
wisest,  and  the  most  honest  men  to  Jam 
met  to  deliberate  and  eiMot  tke  nesl 
jodioiotts  lawn  for  the  good  i>f 
OMudes  of  our  oonstimtieii,  the 


•ijj  Hid  i 
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asertors  of  our  liberties.  Of  course,  Bushell,  you  were  told  all 
bis ;  but  nobody  told  you,  I  dare  say,  that  within  those  walls 
'our  roaster  had  liAed  up  his  voice,  and  delivered  the  only  sound, 
ational,  and  wholesome,  upright,  and  able  speeches,  that  were 
tver  uttered  in  St.  Stephen's  Chapel.  No,  nobody  told  you  that. 
But  when  I  come  dome,  Bushell,  I  will  lend  you  all  my  printed 
^eches,  and  when  you  have  spelt  them,  and  read  them,  and 
4udied  them,  and  got  them  by  heart,  bumpkin  as  you  are, 
Bushell,  you  will  know  as  much  of  legislation  as  all  our  precious 
Dembers  together. 

Well,  Bushell,  the  fine  houses  you  stood  gaping  at  are  burnt 
3own,  gutted,  as  the  vulgar  call  it,  and  nothing  is  lefl  but  the 
bare  walls.  You  saw  Farmer  Guhbins'  house,  or,  at  least,  the 
ibell  of  it,  after  the  fire  there ;  well,  the  Parliament  Houses  are 
exactly  in  the  same  state.  There  is  news  for  you !  and  now 
Bushell,  how  do  you  feel  ?  Why,  if  the  well-dressed  vagabond 
lold  you  the  truth,  you  feel  as  if  you  had  had  a  stroke — for  all 
tbe  British  Constitution  is  affected,  and  you  are  a  fraction  of  it, 
that  is  to  say,  a  British  subject.  Your  bacon  grows  rusty  in  your 
mouth,  and  your  table-beer  turns  to  vinegar  on  your  palate. 
You  cannot  sleep  at  night,  or  work  by  day.  You  have  no  heart 
for  anything.  You  can  hardly  drag  one  clouted  shoe  after 
aoolher.  And  how  do  you  look  ?  Why,  as  pale  as  a  parsnip, 
and  as  thin  as  a  hurdle,  and  your  carrotty  locks  stand  bolt  up- 
right, as  if  you  had  just  met  old  Lawson's  ghost  with  his  head 
under  his  arm.  I  say  thus  you  must  feel  and  look,  Bushell,  if 
what  the  well-dressed  vagabond  told  you  is  the  truth.  But  is 
that  the  case  ?  No.  You  drink  your  small  beer  with  a  sigh 
and  smack  of  delight ;  and  you  bolt  your  bacon  with  a  relish,  as 
if,  as  the  virtuous  Americans  say,  you  could  "  go  the  whole  hog.'* 
Your  clouted  shoes  clatter  about  as  if  you  were  counting  hob- 
nails with  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  you  work  like  a  young  horse,  or 
an  old  ass,  and  at  night  you  snore  like  an  oratorio  of  jews'  harps. 
Your  face  is  as  bold  and  ruddy  as  the  Red  Lion's.  Your  car- 
y  locks  lie  sleek  upon  your  poll,  and  as  for  poor  old  Lawson's 
St,  you  could  lend  him  flesh  and  blood  enough  to  set  him  up 
in  in  life.  But  what,  say  you,  does  all  this  tend  to  ?  I  will 
you,  Bushell.     There  are  a  great  many  well-dressed  N^ia^- 


rtl 
Itaai^JlnrfdM  te  OM  7011  Milfli^ 
■iMdb  mfmKtmUL  that  m  Bmm^ 
#Mb  4m  Ut  broikd,  beer,  bed| 
Ihevilbfe  I  adUbress  this  to  yM^ 
rIglMi  by  ea  appeal  to  your  oMltft'iii^ 
iKiU  letl  yoo  what  you  ahaU  di^ '  1^ 
tveak  to  the  Red  Lion  (when  your  wifA'lik 
woone  by  a  pint  of  beer,  at  my  (O^mHk 
paiaoo,  or  the  ezoiseraaiii  or  the  tas-gkdi^M;^' 
try,  begin  to  talk  of  the  deplorabk  gveat 
national  oalamity,  and  sueh-lifce  traih»  yoli- 
letter  and  read  to  them— I  say,  Binbellt  yoii  Mt(i 
to  them,  twice  over,  loudly  and  distino^,  abi'ipi 
that  the  burning  of  twenty  Parllamettt  BiMiaei 
a  national  calamity  as  a  five  at  No.  1,  Boh  OmtL 


•*#''n^^ 
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To  Mart  Paic%  F^amg  Halt,  lAidpliriii.' 

O  Mabt,— I  am  writing  in  suoh  a  qaitWt  ^rtdti^f^ 
mouth,  and  my  tang  sticking  to  it.    For  too  hole  T^      "^ 
Doin  nothink  but  taking  on  and  going  ofl^  I  melcft  tti^l 
ing  and  blessing  goodness  for  my  tniradtti  i 
week  I  wear  inwallopped  in  flams,  ani  lldbl$|i  i 
and  fire  evverlasting.    But  thenks  to  Difing  f 
am,  althowgh  with  loss  of  wan  high  hrafir  1 
and  my  rite  shew.    Bot  I  hav  bead  1 
ate,  or  it  might  be  nine,  I  fidi  on  tho  itow; « 
dred  of  fire  evver  since.    Oodga  then  htfir  to#1 
of  burning  along  with  the  Lords  aal  f 
Wamin,  and  nerer,  no  neyer  never  aiiv^l 
desthiy  parties  behind  Missis  bacife 
temtashun  prevaled,  the  the  cteMnlblfi 
hand  in  it  all :  Oh  Mary/doira  tti 
jm^itiaiibr  iHatiii|^9w  ^^  liiWai^l 
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'W1^%b  Ktett^         gayty»  if  you  was  ever  ao 
Wi^  wfpittg  Willies  and  a  windmill  is  a  dullish  luck 

I  M$afft  iMiii'ilii  bettaf  tbeh  moor  ambidius  prospez,  aod 
j'atia  jgrite  fire,  like  a  suckin  pig,  till  yure  eyes  is  reddy 
l%if  ofyure  hedt 

Mipeii  Lady  Mamiers  is  absent,  a  certin  person  always 
llbdd  rbwt: — and  I  had  a  card  in  Ckmrse.    I  went  very 
,  my  Cloke  cost  I  wont  say  Wot,  and  a  hat  and  fethers  to 
Bat  it  wamt  to  be.    After  takin  off  my  things,  I  had 
ridown,  wen  at  the  front  dore  there  cums  a  dubble  nock 
rend  to  it,  and  a  ring  of  the  bell  at  the  saim  time,  like 
fceepin  cumpany  with  a  big  drum.    As  soon  as  the  door 
f  a  man  with  a  pail  face  asked  for  the  buckits,  and  that 
i  news  we  had  of  the  fire.   Oh  Mary,  never  trust  to  the 

I I  They  are  all  Alick  from  the  Botcher  and  Backer 
I  at  the  front  dore,  down  to  the  deer  dissevers  you  throw 

Pyore  arts  upon.  For  all  their  fine  purfessions,  they  are  only 

)  ears  with  picrust,  they  make  trifles  of  yure  afections, 

r  your  comfits  for  life.    They  think  no  more  of  peijur- 

res  then  I  do  of  sweeping  the  earth.    If  yure  wise  you 

I  fttee  agin  all  menkind  and  luv  nonsense,  as  I  meen  to 

^d^  may  be,  wen  you  are  dreeniing  of  brid  cake  and  wite 

i  may  find  yureself  left  with  nothink  but  breeches  of 

lokn  Putman  is  a  proof  in  pint.    Menny  tims  I  ve  give 

:  at  faumber  Ibre,  and  he  always  had  the  besi  of 

\  our  stolin  meatings,  and  .God  nose  Ive  ofiun  alloiid 

I  me  when  I  prt  to  have  bean  at  my  wurks,  besides 

» far  his  sfu^k.   Twenty  housis  afire  ort  not  to  have 

|l^«Mth,  insled  of  witch  to  jump  up  at  the  fir^t  aUuim 

I  leaving  mp  to  make  my  hone  shifts.  A  treii  louver 

]  Ip  shepr  my  &t.    O  Maiy,  if  ever  there  was  m 

'^iimi  was  wont    Flams  before  and  flaps 

i(^*head.   ffi<di  axing  aid  b^owiiM^ 

/ibd  eusdng  and  swaiimi  M^^f^fli^ 


.L  -.. ,.  ^ 


.*:.'/iv,^T 


nS^  tliort  0D6  i^denm  was ; 
IbV^^fsmd  the  fiih  kettlel 
^  dM  wind  Mller,  and  the 
IfMurre  the  guaberry  gam. 
ntm^  hr  toy  bed  was  unsenaible  1 
piokid  pinted  ratings  of  St.  Ma  _ 
alt  fruBotdy  at^d  a  shew  off.    fi^^of  <^ 
moat  serius,  for  it  had  my  puss  in  it* 

How  and  ware  it  broke  out  is  a 
Howses  was  under  minded.    Sum  say  dlfL^ 
got  over  heatid  in  their  fluency.    A  gnt^  Ab 
burned,  in  spit  of  liOrd  Allthorp,  who  iiqpBg^  ( 
and  gobbing  porter  as  ocmyeyanoers. 
his  Lordship  it  did  not  tose  its  All.    Thejf  jM^J 
Communs  was  oonnectid  with  a  grate  mi 
ciashuns,  wich  of  coarse  will  hav  to  make  go6l  fin  i 

Fortnately,  the  Speker's  momini  noon,  and  iaV|ni^| 
plait  was  not  at  horn,  or  it  mite  hav  sn£(ai4»  W^i 
and  silver  as  stud  the  fire  verry  wetl,  nieltsdi  ~ 
furthur  off.    Tanking  of  plait  a  gentitmaa,  whift^ 
Mr.  William  Soames,  were  verry  kind  and 
inquerries  efter  Mr.  Speker's  vallybtes.     I  bp 
place  givn  him  for  hb  indevvers. 

Ware  the  poor  burnt-out  creturs  wilt  g6 1 
say  Exter  Hall,  sum  say  the  Refudge  for  tlie 
say  the  King  will  lend  them  his  Bensh  toael  njp^tl 
Pve  had  a  frite  that  will  go  with  me  to  my  grav^^* 
snifing  fire  by  day  and  dreeming  on  it  hy  nite. 
I  allarmdthe  hole  naberhood  by  soreacbi^g  o^SJl 
the  warter  to  be  plugged  up.  Liting  fi]re%  ot  ^ 
making  tindur,  throes  me  into  fits. 

I  shall  newer  be  the  womman  I  was;  Wl  Up 
John's  unconstanoy.    I  don't  dare  to  ti^  nnrl 
bed,  and  I  practice  clambering  up  and   "^    ' 
and  I  giv  Police  M  25  a  shillitt  now  and  j 
eye  to  number  fore,  and  be  red^  tQ^[ 
hiirms.    But  it  cums  to  mtmnyyi 
kiMper  a  pint  of  hear  fibm  time  fi>  I 


k^ 


it  a 


, .-^^.y.--^  ^fi!R^°»  howevver  oerefiill 
yoameif.   I  dred  our  two  nex  doies ; 
faminiljr,  aod  th^in  orrid  foqriofn 
i|  iilggfun  in  l^y  witch  will  ketch  suoi 


fimt. 


eerttinty.  ""Mfumb&^fiv  la  wus;  since  his  wifs  death 
I  has  betuck  himself  to  cornicle  stadis,  and  offin  has 
hip  ap  anpting  his  pistles  and  morters,    0 !  Mary,  how 
i  as  livs  Uck  you,  as  the  song  sayis ''  Fur  from  the 
I  idif  fben.^'    If  you^re  inflamd  its  nobbody's  felt  but 
Ptay  take  the  greatest  car.   Have  yure  eyes  abcMit 
tHldt  imt  fer  sparks;  watever  the  men  may  say,  don't 
'  pipt  or  long  snufsi  and  let  ewery  boddy  be  thur- 
Don't  neglect  to  rake  out  ewery  nile„  see  that 
i  in  the  hows  is  turned  down  ztinguished>  and  allways 
^  0ftt  befeur  you  go  to  yure  piller.    Thenk.  gudness 
'  hihid  to  reedy  and  therefor  will  not  take  anny  bucks 
vba.    Allways  ware  stuff  or  woolliay  insted  oS  Ute 
ringumsy  in  case  of  the  coles  thiowin,  out  coffens  or 
it^  menny  persons  gains  their  ends.    la  case  of 
( catchin  don't  forgit  standin  oa  yure  heady  as  re- 
liy  thei  Human  Societyy  beooz  fire  buma  uppanis, 
Mii^iin  as  requiers  practis.     Have  yure  cymUy 
wcmce  a  munthy  and  wen  visiters  cum  newer  put 
ttie  warmin  pan,  for  fear  you  forgit  and  leava  it  in 
f^lieH.'   Remember  fire  is  a  good  sarvent  but  a  bad.mas- 
"  M  ettuff  wen  it  is  master  it  never  gives  a  sanreola 
ifo  be  shure  we  have  won  marvjr  in  town  that 
^'fll^die  oountryy  and  that  there  is  Swingeing;  u 
^.^<  ^      ~  ;  in  St.  Jima's  Square.    That  is  yim  wmk 
ibr  the  barns;  a  roddte  ox  a  ipamiim  candtl 
^'  a  blase.    Bnt  I  b^p  att4.  ytm  w«^  I  91^7  ^^ 
1^^  truth.    OppydiUppJc  is  good  fiv  hmna^  Mad  I 

H^ni^H^  I      .nor  I  'Mi  J^iifi  ,u^^"  :>^*«  --"^•*^  5^-^^J^ 

itirm  nk*aii<  «^fwi  ^»»'-'»^ 


**!• 


THB 


^nNim  LiJxt  iiWB  to  Mbs. 


-^n^ 
.....d. 


L^Ul 


Ifaui.  Pmrrs: 

Tou  will  pi^pare  the  bouae  ^^^7  tar  Oft  fiuna/s  1 
ittt  that  (mr  oomkig  biusk  is  ah^iiti^ir  otita^ 
faiippened  to  render  our  stay  in  Tprlbod-f^jboe  wy  [ 
jlkll  depend  Upon  Sir  Jacob.    In  TarlianpMMif  W  P0  rf  ] 
inent  iiis  icnotionB  ttiudt  guide  ours,    ^y  t|i^  tiiiia  wlipl  j 
pened  will  be  knoWn  in  Shrop^re,  b&  t  |M^ , 
Pdlities  l)elo&g  to  people  bjf  property,  aojl  ^f!^ 
Toioe  in  the  countiy  oij^bt  ndl  to  qpeak.    b  joiiv  J 
tions  it's  a  duty  to  be  ignoiint  of  WU^  you  npw^ 
is  out  of  your  sphere,  aild  besides,  p^|^  .W  |;l  ii|^ 
Imow  the  state  of  the  cotliitry.    I  Waiit  iqj  Ijlii  i"  '  "~ 
guard*;  thanks  to  the  press,  Us  ^  Jtabobf  ""' 
cannot  be  kept  private,  and  the  conse^v^oe^li^   ^  ^ 
as  well  informed  as  their  betters,    llbelninu^ 
<^  Parliament  I  am  afraid  cannot  be  huiUsd^i^f^^T^ 
subject  for  servants,  that  haVe  neltti^  upper  iii||rT^  ^  ^ 
amongst  them,  and  represent  nobody.   I'trust  toj 
to  discourage  all  discussions  in  die  ]ktto^,/^ 
far  parliamentary  canvassing.    Hlb  most  ii 
abioad.     I  should  not  be  surprised  %i^  io 
had  k)st  his  seat,  becsiiise  the  beneh(|Sto^eira| 
been  deprived  of  none  of  our  di^Ql&8;&  j^ 
observe  this  letter  ia  franited;  ^  jil^'mii 
your  master,  he  is  not  dissolVej^,  lliteiW^(fe*1il^i 
he  is  still  Sir  Jacob  JuBb,  B4fbi^,  M.¥^. . 

The  election  of  Sir  Jacob  Misifobk^  crf^'  ^i 
dence.  His  firmness  at  the  fir^  *^^  *f 
although  the  bench  was  bi^rtfiilg^ilidifiii^  v^ 
rep^lng  emphatically,  <<  I  will  nt  by  my  < 
goes  you  may  mention,  and  no  more.  I ' 
diplomatic  silence.  Sir  Jacob  himssif ' 
aiid  whatever  may  be  the  nature  of  lilt  1 
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ko  curiosity  may  be  indulged  in,  and  above  all,  that  you  enter- 
mln  no  opinions  of  your  own.  You  cannot  square  with  the 
apper  circles.  I  would  write  more,  but  I  am  going  to  a  meet- 
Jig,  I  need  not  say  where,  or  upon  what  subject.  I  rely,  Mrs. 
Phipps,  on  your  discretion,  and  am,  dec, 

Arabella  Anastasli  Jttbb. 


To  T.  Crawfurd,  junior,  Esquire,  the  Beeches,  near  Shrewsoury, 

Shrops, 
Dear  Tom: 

Throw  up  your  cap  and  huzza.  There's  glorious  news, 
and  so  you'll  say  when  I  tell  you.  I  could  almost  jump  out  of 
my  skin  for  joy !  Father's  dismembered !  The  House  of  Com- 
mons caught  fire,  and  he  was  dissolved  along  with  the  rest. 

I've  never  been  happy  since  we  came  up  to  London,  and  all 
through  Parliament.  The  election  was  good  sport  enough.  I 
liked  the  riding  up  and  down,  and  carrying  a  flag ;  and  the  bat- 
tle, with  sticks,  between  the  Blues  and  the  Yellows,  was  famous 
fun ;  and  I  huzza'd  myself  hoarse  at  our  getting  the  day  at  last. 
But  afler  that  came  the  jollup,  as  we  used  to  say  at  Old  Busby's. 
Theme  writing  was  a  fool  to  it.  If  father  composed  one  maiden 
^ech  he  composed  a  hundred,  and  he  made  me  knuckle  down 
lod  copy  them  all  out,  and  precious  stupid  stuff  it  was.  A  regular 
physicker,  says  you,  and  I'd  worse  to  take  after  it.  He  made  us 
all  sit  down  and  hear  him  spout  them,  and  a  poor  stick  he  made. 
--Dick  Willis,  that  we  used  to  call  Hand  post,  was  a  dab  at  it 
compared  to  him.  He's  no  better  hand  at  figures,  so  much  the 
worse  for  me.  Did  you  ever  have  a  fag,  Tom,  at  the  national 
debt  ?  I  don't  know  who  owes  it,  but  I  wish  he'd  pay  it,  or  be 
made  bankrupt  at  once.  I've  worked  more  sums  last  month 
than  ever  I  did  at  school  in  the  half  year, — ^geography  the 
same.  I  had  to  hunt  out  Don  Carlos  and  Don  Pedro,  all  over 
the  maps.  I  came  in  for  a  regular  wigging  one  day,  for  wish- 
ing both  the  Dons  were  well  peppered,  as  Tom  Tough  says. 
he  seen  none  of  the  sights  I  wanted  to  see.  He  wouldn't  let 
ne  go  to  the  play,  because  he  says  the  theatres  are  bad  schools^ 
md  would  give  me  a,  vicious  style  of  elocullon.    TYv&  oi^^ 
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pleasure  he  promised  me  was  to  sit  in  the  gallery  at  th 
mons  and  see  him  present  his  petitions.  Short-hand  woul 
come  next,  that  I  might  take  down  his  speechifying — fori 
the  reporters  all  garble.  An't  I  well  out  of  it  all — and  ) 
he  was  to  get  for  me  besides,  from  the  Prime  Minister  ? 
pose  the  Navy  Pay,  to  sit  on  a  high  stool  and  give  Jack  Ju 
pound  two  and  nine  pence  twice  a  year.  I'd  rather  b 
himself,  wouldn't  you,  Tom  ?  But  father's  lost  his  wick 
huzza  for  Shropshire  !  In  hopes  of  our  soon  meeting,  1 1 
my  dear  Tom, 

Your  old  chum  and  schoolfellow, 

Frederick  J 

P.  S. — A  court  gentleman  has  just  come  in,  with  a  kno 
down-again.     He  says  there's  to  be  a  new  election, 
you'd  do  something ;  it  would  be  a  real  favor,  and  I  wil 
much  for  you  another  time.     What  I  want  of  you  is,  to  g( 
father  to  set  up  against  mine.     Do  try,  Tom — ^there's 
fellow.     I  will  ask  every  body  I  know  to  give  your 
plumper. 


To  Mr.  Roger  Davis,  Bailiffs  ike  Shrubbery,  near  Shreu 

Davis, 

I  hope  to  God  this  will  find  you  at  home — I  am  writir 
state  of  mind  bordering  on  madness.  I  can't  collect  my 
give  particulars — you  will  have  a  newspaper  along  with 
read  that,  and  your  hair  will  stand  on  end.  Incendiari; 
reached  its  height  like  the  flaming  thing  on  the  top  of  the 
ment.  Our  crisis  is  come.  To  my  mind — political  suici 
as  bad  as  felo  de  se.  Oh  Whigs,  Whigs,  Whigs — whal 
you  brought  us  to!  As  the  Britannic  Guardian  well  i 
England  is  gone  to  Italy — London  is  at  Naples — and  we 
standing  on  the  top  of  Vesuvius.  I  have  heard  and  I  1 
it — ^that  an  attempt  has  been  made  to  choke  Aldgate  Purr 
Waltham  Abbey  paper  says  positively  that  the  mills 
recently  robbed  of  513  barrels  of  powder,  the  exact  num 


-irf^'- 


di^c)fi!d£^0N. 


a 


4taW9l€B.    W)mt  a  diabolical  re- 
M  gpvehunent  i^ith  fts  own  powder  t    I 
-^msMti'  ttjriair  I  atn  in  Eiigland.    God  knows 
Ttc^f  mean  the  incendiary  spirit.    The  dry 
~:  suppose  the  springs  are  all  dry.    Keep  the 
[  In  tlie  stable,  hr  fear  of  a  out  at  the  pipes.    Fll 
two  more.    Let  all  the  laborers  take  a  turn  at 
^  6f  pvaotice.    Pm  persuaded  the  Parliament  houses 
^purpose.     The  flue  story  is  ridiculous.    Mr. 
fh'U  gresEt  deal  more  to  the  point.    I  believe  everything 
''ii.  tench  of  matches  was  found  in  the  Speaker's 
aiir  something  suspicious  myself-nsome  said  treacle, 
Hare  your  eyes  about  you — ^lock  all  the  gates, 
^%f  night — knd  above  all,  watch  the  stacks.    One 
f  enough— ^et  three  or  fbur  more,  I  should  have  said 
;  you  know  I  mean  the  house-dog.    Good  mastifi,-— 
■^^;aild  savagest  you  can  get.    The  gentry  will  be  at- 
ginning  with  the  M.  P.'s.    You  and  Barnes  and 
;  sti  up  by  turns — and  let  the  maids  sit  up  too— women 
» eaiii  and  sharp  tongues. — ^If  a  mouse  stirs  I  would 
•quail— danger  or  no  danger.    It's  the  only  way  to 
comfort.     I  have  read  that  the  common 
ilimt  creature^ — and  saved  Rome.    Get  a  score  of 
f  nest  market— don't  stand  about  price — ^but  choose 
caoklea.    Alarm  them  now  and  then  to  keep 
Fire  the  blunderbuss  off  every  night,  and  both 
tuA  the  pistols.    If  all  the  gentry  did  as  mudi, 
iiie  country  quiet.    If  you  were  to  ring  the  ala^m* 
^tstioe  in  the  middle  of  the  nTght,  it  would  \m  » 
[ihiow  tiben  what  help  to  depend  upon.    Search 
^    [i'-dkci  ^rret  to  the  x^ffar,  ibr  oombosiSt^^ 
^  lo  go  withoftt  candles,  or  any  8c^^l||^ 


r  aeoQiity — *nd 


WSt  liDjjWji^i/^^  m^km  me  i 

|g^  ii^ili  before  they  I 

pme  la  w»  oowhouee  for 

hiliiitfuiig.    Surely  there  wera^ 

W\}nm  coald  not  have  heeit 

becni  watched  as  well  as  they  we^ 

oaiit  aoy  Uame  ou  iadividuahp.    4 1 

been  our  bane.    A  few  Bhillingii  Wbi|ld  1 

d|og ;  and  <me  or  two  geese  in  mh  hcHiie . 

oi^itol  of  the  constituticm !    Bui  Itfe  iiiom^^p|^| 

ohoose  his  time— an  adjouniment  when  tlpfu^^ 

I  say,  incendiary,  because  no  doubf  ca^  f3^%^ 

that  enters  into  the  conflagration.    I 

tracts  from  several  papers^  the  editon  c^  ^)i^J 

upright  men,  and  they  all  write  on  one  ii4e«.     \ 

<'We  are  confidently  infi^rmedt"  ^Jl'^'  ^^Mtrv. 
(|uantity  of  tar-barrels  was  pui^obased,  ii^t  l^ey',^^^ 
Shadwell,  about  ten  o'clock  on  the  moiiibig,c|!!^^f 
was  abundant  time  before  six  a.  m.,  for  I^ni9(^jbig^t)^^ 
bles  to  Westminster.    The  purchaser  was  a  ma^j^  ' 
looking  man,  and  the  name  on  his  cart  was  h  B|B^9»^ 

"Trifling  circumstances,"  says    the  '^ 
point  to  great  results.    Our  own  opinion  is 
made  it  our  business  to  examine  the  XTuypjp 
impending  anniversary  of  the  Gunpowjeir 
that  every  one  of  the  effigies  bore  a  stiilpng 
member  or  other  of  assemblies  we  need  PfffC 
sigps  of  the  times." 

"We  should  be  loth,"  says  the  Deteolor^  ^^ 
calamity  to  any  particular  par^ :  but  W|f^ 
what  relative  stake  in  the  country  is 
the  Tories.    The  English  langua^s, 
standard.    The  first  may  lay  claim 
tiB'U^f  bob-to^,  in  short,  the.  wh9|e 
l0)^p)aleery.    The  latter,  not  to 
Ui^ve  a  vested  ng|it  if  orlf^^  faf 
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^^ 


of  oommoo^  Mtriotlam  ]i%yc|.%4oubt  whioh  side  it^is 

paragmpjii  jDayu;,  is  wbi^t  I  call  «Qiitid  i^rguiiiei^t. 
4oq\  see  how,  it  is  to  be  answaied.  You  seo  they  ai^ 
oon.  as  to  our  danger^  and  deeidedly  reckon  fire  an 
7  agent.  Take  care  what  you  read.  Very  per- 
are  abroad,  and  especially  across  the  Western 
The  Irish  are  really  frightful.  I'm  told  tbey  tie  the 
together,  and  then  saw  off  their  horns  for  insurref|«> 
The  foundations  of  society  are  shaken  all  oyer 
Whiteboys  in  Ireland,  and  the  Blacks  in  the  West 
seem  to  fight  under  the  sime  colors.  It's  time  for 
to  rally  round  themselves— but  I'm  sorry  to  say 
and  love  of  one's  ootintiy  are  at  a  low  ebb.  There's 
Americanism.  One  writer  wants  us  to  turn  all  our 
wheat  to  Indian  com,  and  to  grow  no  sort  of  apples  h:aft 
pippins.  We  want  strong  measures  against  associa- 
upiops.  There's  demagc^ues  abroad — and  they  wear 
fiy-the-bye,  I  more  than  half  suspect  that  fellow 
a  delegate.  Take  him  to  the  ale-house,  and  treat 
iy<— it  may  warm  him  to  blab  something.  Besides, 
see  what  sort  of  papers  the  public-houses  take  in. 
drop  a  hhit  about  their  licenses.  GHlve  my  compliments 
and  tell  him  I  hope  he  will  preach  to  the  tiiiies»i 
texts.  I  wish  I  could  be  down  amongst  you,  but 
my  post.  Tou  may  tell  the  tenantry,  aqd  ele^. 
It  QUI  and  gutted — ^but  my  heart's  in  ^e  rig&t 
'  *  to  constituents,  Conrie  what  may,  I  wfll  be 
[ar  on  the  bans  of  my  circular  letter.  I)ofl^ 
utions.  I  am,  iiorry  I  did  not  brinj|;  al|.. 
ut  at  the  firrt  alarm  buiy  it.  Take  ift 
hr  what  you  kkipw  tliey  may  be  threfifi^ 
applies  hr  work»  disdbiarge  tiiiiji  Uuit^ii  '^ 


^ 


10  die  small  faggoUstady  ai^l 
-jifiifire'f  nothing  woiae  iSaa 
tUa  letter  firequently,  %nd 
It  ia  a  Bad  change  for  Bnglat^d 
fiery  furnace.    I  have  not  the 
the  burning  cliff  at  inre3rmoiith  wo(|l|  ^ 
with  Incendiarism,  and  the  Ekrthgiiiifea^^ 
political  convulsions.    Thank  Proyileiioei|r 
that  your  own  station  forbids  your 
in  parliament  is  little  better  ^n  ^t1 
powder.    Honor  forbids  to  resign,  or  t  ahdi 
but  a  simple  country  gentleman     ~ 
Once  more  I  cry  Watch,  Watch,  Waulbi 
motions  I  propose,  a  conflagration  miay  be 
which  is  a  petition  perpetually  presentea  m 

Tour 
but  uhooniip] 


7b  Ladt  Jitvb»  m  4ft»  P^rtkM 

Rbspegtbd  Madam, 

.%  * 

I  received  your  Ladyship's  obllj^ng 
my  best  endeavors  to  conform  to  thf 
therein.     In  respect  to  political  oontr^er^^ 
imposed  a  tacit  silence  on  the  domestic 
the  sphere  of  ray  control,  but  lament;  to. 
Davis,  is  a  party  unamenable  to  my  a^l 
talcen  liberties  with  decorum  quite  i|i 
and  the  decency  due.     Howeye?  reli 
duty  compels  to  communicate  mib^j 
formable  to  decency's  rules  and  Qrdi 
lishment.    I  allude  to  Mr.  Dayiif'a  j^] 
behind  doors  and  in  obscure  dark  < 
tioi,  foir  no  reasonable  purp(Ml|j|{ 
them  exert  their  voices  m  a  very  alai 
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lee3»,o6DBhmme  hj  sayi^  in  her  own  wordi,  **  he  oqq- 
t  )i^  skreek  th^st  skreek  in  the  family.''  If  itnpioprie^ 
I  no  funWy  I  should  haye  hesitated  to  tioable  your 
jp  with  partioulars;  but  Mr.  Davis,  not  satisfied  with 
irorkiog  on  the  unsophisticated  terrors  of  ignorant  femalesi 
\  proper  to  horrify  with  inflammatory  reports.  One  night, 
linent  instance,  about  twelve  o'clock,  he  rang  the  alarm 
yiolently,  at  the  same  tipe  proclaiming  conflagration, 
law  of  preservation  becatne  our  paramount  duty,  and, 
|uence,  we  all  escaped  in  a  state  of  dishabille  only  to 
juously  hinted  at,  by  saying  that  time  did  not  allow  to 
iny  best  lutestring  to  meet  the  neighboring  gentry — and 
Id,  with  indignation,  in  the  full  blaze  of  a  heap  of  straw, 
,  proper  to  be  set  on  fire  by  Mr.  Davis  in  the  fore-court, 
jrour  Ladyship  will  excuse  a  little  warmth  of  language, 
:  it  was  highly  reprehensible ;  but  I  have  not  depictured 
I,  one  evening,  lighted  up  what  I  conceived  to  be  a 
[  oandle,  and  your  Ladyship  will  imagine  my  undescriba- 
when  it  exploded  itself  like  a  missile  of  the  squib  dea> 
,  an  unwarrantable  mode,  I  must  say,  of  convincing  me, 
.Davis  had  the  audaciousness  to  own  to,  that  we  may  be 
li  io  be  actors  in  our  own  combustion.  To  suppose  at  my 
nPiiid  eiperienoe,  I  can  be  unsensible  of  the  danger  of  fire, 
^^  a  preposterous  notion ;  but  all  his  subsequent  acts  par- 
'igrseable  character.  For  fear  of  being  consumed  in 
'^fUm  he  insidiously  professed,  he  exerted  all  his  influen. 
eats  to  petsuado  the  females  to  sit  up  nocturnally  all 
'pieo&tition  of  course  declined,  as  well  as  bis  following 
;  almost  too  much  broached  with  absurdity  to  enii* 
^f  tnean  every  retiring  female  reponng  her  ooafidenoe 
i^ii^  her  chamber,  as  wer^'purbhaiied  for  the  ex. 
,  biit  beed  not  add  were  disp0nsed  with  by  ratibbal 
*foisLr  Ladyship  wiD  acquit  of  titU^teriUbleiu^ 
V6iit  rftiodidthe  ibeH^  atli^^ 


fltfl 


nine  iefBxixxii&iApS^    ^  !^J 

Diitb  to  apend  tlifi  a^lii' 

wfik  the  bWt  rtiooff  ^        ^^ 

whicliy  by  way  <^<sliniax  tp 

ord«r  of  Sir  Jaioob  hiisiaeiC    ^    .  _ 

repetttedly  di8chai]gii|j^  his  ahflb^?| 

shoct^    principally  ocmcemiijg  jnT  |yi^^ 

which  was  bo  Vibrated  as  to  rei|uir«^  <^^m^ 

and  Doctor  Tudor,  considering  adTa"     ^ 

of  opinion  I  may  require  to  be  liode^  1 

ensuing  twelvemond).    Of  startliiig 

may  make  comments  more,  unra8ervi»4 

tenuation  must  say,  his  lefllDg  off  re^ 

frequently  when  the  females  had  Talud; 

in  their  hands,  or  on  their  tray%  was  hu 

to  express  the  least  of  it.    Another  fe^tp^  ' 

unpleasantness,  was  Mr.  Dayis  per«flt|itt!|^|Pj 

mage  the  entire  premises  from  top  td  bMpiab  j 

teristio  tediousness  forbids  to  dwell|  fund 

mainly  affecting  himself,  such  fts  the  &>yf^  $ 

and  two  coagulated  eyes,  from  the  oetU^^^^ 

liar  whim  of  looking  for  eveiytUng  in  i^,( 

rity.    I  may  add,  by  way  of  incideoj^     ^  ,    _^ 

lame  from  a  canine  injury  in  the  c^^ot  1^  ^k 

will  not  prove  rabid  in  the  end|--4>at,  i^  |j-*— ^^ 

own  responsibility  introduced  o^.the  pi(!^ 

begging  your  Ladyship's  pardon  tot  ti^,  < 

denominate^  D.'s  incarnate. 

Such,  your  Ladyship,  is  the  unpropit^oa.!  _^ 
affairs  at  the  Shrubbery,  onginatins,^r^^ 
from  the  unprecedented  deviations  ojf        '*^    ' 
struction  would  infer,  from  su^h.  < 
conduct,  a  flightiness,  ox  aberratid 
but  I  deeply  lament  to  say  a^  moii^  i|b^ 
native  on  such  a  surmise,    ^br  In^r 
betrayed  an  unusual  pippensi^  j^ jMpJ 
""       tt,  and  in  opDs^qneppe  ^li  I 
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jilian  cliaracter  to  our  extreme  disooiQforturey  and 

[oooaaloii  actually  trespassed  so  far  beyond  the  botrnffs  oJT 

J,  aa  to  offer  me  the  rudeness  of  a  sal|ite.    I  blusfai  to  im^ 

I  detaQs  to  your  Ladyship ;  but  justipe  demands  an  ez- 

Dty  however  repulsive  to  violated  reserve  and  tfale 

f  virlue.    Amongst  less  immoral  actionsy  I  must  advert  to 

^Vfi  of  two  new  engines  with  a  vast  number  of  leathern 

f  I  fei^r  ordered  by  Mr.  Davis  at  my  honored  master's  ex- 

i  which  are  periodically  exercised  in  pumping  every 

\  gardeners  and  the  hinds,  being  induced  thereto  by 

averages  of  strong  beer.    By  such  means  the  aquatic 

,  0%  the  well  is  frequently  exhausted  by  playing  upon 

^-»and  at  this  present  moment  I  am  justified  in  stating 

1  not  sufficient  water  to  fulfil  culinary  purposes,  or  the 

of  cleanliness.    I  feel  ashamed  to  say  there  is  not  a 

[jOleaii  cap  in  the  whole  household. 

» JHadam,  we  labor  under  an  aggravated  complication 

ordination,  deprivation,  discomfort,  and  alarm,  daily  anfl 

,  aoeh  as  to  shock  my  eyes  whilst  it  grieves  my  hefu^ 

ay  almost  say  turns  my  head  to  be  present  at,  without  suffix 

ity  to  dictate  or  power  to  enforce  a  course  more  opn* 

i  the  line  of  rectitude.    As  my  sway  does  not  extendf  tp 

,  I  humbly  beseech  your  Ladyship's  interference  and 

\  in  the  proper  quarter,  in  behalf^  I  may  say,  of  a  body 

^ated  females,  some  of  whom  possess  cultivated  minds 

re  feelings  beyond  their  sphere. 

I  remain,  respected  Madam 
rlnadysbip's  most  obliged  and  very  hooibb  Servant^ 

Ajoou  Psimf*; 
J  oC  Mr.  Davis's  savage,  bulkbaiting  dofi  ha«  |oMit 
^f  firighlM  crash  into  the  china.^doa^  in  pursuit  of 


^  &9ua  Jfeosi^BB^  Jhnvfi^jr.^^  -v  ^ 
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hed.  It  cam  like  the  bust  of  a  thunder  bolt.  You  mite  !iav 
nockt  me  down  with  the  fether  of  a  ginny  ren.  My  bran  swum. 
I  seamed  rooted  to  the  hearth — and  did  not  no  weather  I  was  a 
slip  or  a  wack,  on  my  hed  or  my  heals.  I  was  perfecly  uncon. 
shunable,  and  could  no  more  kollect  meself  than  the  Hirish  tiths. 
I  was  a  long  Tim  be  for  I  cud  perswade  meself  that  the  trooth 
was  trew.  But  sich  a  dredful  fire  is  enuffto  unsettil  wons  resin. 
A  thowsend  ears  mite  role  over  our  beds,  and  not  prodeuce  sich 
a  bio  to  the  constitushun.  I  was  barley  sensible.  The  Currier 
dropt  from  my  hands  wen  I  cam  to  the  perrygraft  witch  sayj 
"  Our  hops  are  at  an  end.  The  Hous  of  Communs  is  a  boddy 
of  Flams,  and  so  is  the  Hous  of  Pears!     The  Lords  will  be  dun!" 

Honnerd  Sur,  I  beg  to  kondole  as  becums  on  yure  missin  yure 
seat.  It  must  have  bean  the  suddinest  of  shox,  &  jest  wen  goin  to 
sit  after  stand  in  for  the  hole  county,  on  yure  hone  futting,  at  your 
sole  expens.  But  I  do  hop  and  trust  it  will  not  be  yure  dissolu- 
shun,  as  sum  report ;  I  do  hop  it  is  onely  an  emty  rummer  pict 
up  at  sum  publick  Hous.  At  such  an  encindery  crisus  our  wust 
frend  wood  be  General  Elixion,  by  stirrin  up  inflametory 
peple,  particly  if  there  was  a  long  pole.  You  see,  Sir  Jacob,  1 
konker  in  evvery  sentashus  sentemint  in  yure  respected  Letter. 
The  Volkano  you  menshun  I  can  enter  into.  Theres  a  great 
deal  of  combustibul  sperits  in  the  country  that  onely  wants  a 
spark  to  convart  them  into  catarax  : — and  I  greave  to  say  evvery 
inflametory  little  demy  Gog  is  nust,  and  has  the  caudle  support 
of  certin  pappers.  Im  alludin  to  the  Press.  From  this  sort  of 
countenins  the  nashunal  aspec  gits  moor  friteful  evvery  day.  1 
see  no  prospex  for  the  next  generashun  but  rocking  and  swinging. 
I  hav  had  a  grate  menny  low  thorts,  for  wat  can  bb  moor  dis- 
piritin  then  the  loss  of  our  two  gratest  Public  Housis  I  There  is 
nothin  cumfortable.  There  is  a  Vesuvus  under  our  feat,  and 
evvery  step  brings  us  nearer  to  its  brinks.  Evvery  reflective 
man  must  say  we  are  a  virgin  on  a  precipus. 

Honnerd  Sur!  In  the  mean  tim  I  hav  pade  attenshuns  to  yure 
letter,  and  studid  its  epistlery  direc3hun.s,  witch  I  hav  made 
meself  very  particlar  in  fulfiling  to  the  utmost  xtent.  If  the 
most  zellus  efluts  have  not  sucksedid  to  wish  I  humbly  beg  no 
blame  but  wal  \a  dew  mvj  ^^W  ^xv  \xv^,  and  hope  other  peples 


THE  OWBAT  CaiTFI^AOIUTION 


I  will  Tisit  their  hone  beds.    The  axidenl  with  the  qiriog 

I  no  oeglex  of  mine.    After  Barnes  aettin  it  hinael(  his 

kOTexthewiermustbeladeto  hishooe  dore  along  with  his 

I  sent  for  two  surgings  to  sea  to  him,  and  they  cauld 

l-^flioor,  80  that  he  is  certin  of  a  good  dressin,  hut  he  was 

Ldown-harted  about  gittin  a  livin,  till  I  tolled  him  yure 

r  wood  settle  on  him  for  the  rest  of  his  days.    I  may  say  the 

tha  other  axident  to  Sanders  and  Sam,  who  got  badly 

[  wile  wotchin  the  stax,  by  apprebendin  won  another  after 

I  oonflio  by  mistake  for  incinderies.    I  have  promist  in 

I  nam  to  reword  them  boath  hansumly  for  their  vigi- 

iit  they  stedfistly  refus  to  padrol  anny  moor  after  du;^ 

ar  agreble  by  daylit,  which  leaves  me  at  my  whits  ends 

,  as  strange  men  would  not  be  trussworthy. 

erd  Sur — ^I  am  sorry  I  oood  not  git  the  mad  servents  to 

br  tbeavee,  even  for  wun  nile  runnin.    I  tried  the  Currier 

but  it  didn't  wurk  on  there  minds ;  they  tuck  lites  in 

llMMEids  and  waukd  to  there  pillers  as  if  they  hadn't  a  car  on 

k  l|edsy  and  wen  I  insistid  on  their  allarmin  me  they  all  give 

As  for  the  swetharts  there's  a  duzzen  domesticat* 

I  in  the  kitchen,  and  I'm  sorry  to  say  I  can't  give  them 

I  ketchd  the  cook's  bo  gettin  in  at  a  winder,  and 

hif  pockets  for  feer  of  fosirus,  but  he  contaned  nothin 

I  oniokid  sizpens,  a  taler's  thimbel,  and  a  tin  backy-box, 

ij  Idek:  of  hare  witch  did  not  match  with  cook's.    It  is  dan- 

Ifrmik*.   Beoos  I  luck  after  the  mades  candels  they  tie 

» the  banesters  to  ketch  my  fut,  and  I  have  twice  pitcht 

I  ]|^  to  the  fut  of  the  stars.    I  am  rlting  with  my  forrid 

^  §iid  brown  pepperd,  and  my  rite  hand  in  a  poltus  from 

[IB  the  dark  &r  cumbustibils  in  the  cole- seller,  and dls- 

^^IM^H;^  but  the  torturous  kat  and  her  kittings. 

^  Siir— I  got  six  oapitol  gees  a  bai^in,  but  am  verry 

'  they  Dossess  the  property  that  ort  to  make  them 

'-'ofmtes.    The  old  specious  may  be  lost.  The 

iQMMhua  wood  certtnly  hav  newer  siiAifd 

witfioiit  a  oakeling  as  our  hoiia  Si  ibd 
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verry  fust  nite  they  were  let  lose  they  flew  in  a  rag,  and  began 
to  vent  their  caning  propensites  on  each  other's  curcases.  I  re- 
gret  to  say  too  was  wurried  to  deth  before  the  next  mourning, 
and  the  rest  were  so  full  of  bad  bits  and  ingeries  in  there  vittles 
they  were  obligated  to  be  kild.  In  shutting  Seazer  with  the 
blunderbush,  1  lament  to  ad  it  hung  fire,  and  in  liflin  it  went  off 
of  its  hone  bed  and  shot  the  bucher's  horse  at  the  gait,  and  he 
has  thretind  to  tak  the  law  if  he  isn't  made  good,  as  he  wu 
verry  vallyble. 

Honnerd  Sur — Accordin  to  orders  I  tuck  Johnson  the  suspishus 
man  evvery  nite  to  the  Gorge,  and  told  him  to  caul  for  wat  be 
likt,  witch  was  all  ways  an  ot  suppir  and  Punch.  As  yet  be  as 
diskivered  nothin  but  sum  lov  nonsins  about  a  deary-made,  90 
that  its  uncertin  weather  he  is  a  dillygate  or  not ;  but  I  shood 
say  a  desinin  won,  for  by  sum  artful  meens  he  allways  manniged 
to  make  me  drunk  fust,  and  gennerally  lent  a  hand  to  carry  me 
home.  I  told  the  landlord  to  let  him  have  aney  thing  he  wantid 
and  yure  Honner  wood  pay  the  skore,  but  I  think  it  was  unpni- 
dent  of  Mr.  Tapper  to  let  him  run  up  to  ten  pound.  But  it  isn't 
all  drink,  but  eating  as  well — ^Johnson  has  a  very  glutinous  ap- 
petit,  and  always  stix  to  the  tabel  as  long  as  there  is  meet. 

Honnerd  Sur — Last  fridy  morning  there  was  grate  riotism 
and  sines  of  the  populus  risin,  and  accordin  I  lost  no  time  in 
berryin  the  plait  as  derected  by  yure  ordirs.  I  am  gratifid  to 
say  the  disturbans  turned  out  onely  a  puggleistical  fit ;  but 
owen  to  our  hurry  and  allarm,  the  spot  ware  the  plait  was  berrid 
went  out  of  our  heads.  We  have  since  dug  up  the  hole  srub- 
bery,  but  without  turnin  up  anny  thing  in  its  shape.  But  it 
cant  be  lost,  tho'  it  isnt  to  be  found.  The  gardner  swares  the 
srubs  will  all  di  from  being  transplanted  at  unproper  sesin — ^but 
I  trust  it  is  onely  his  old  grumblin  stile  witch  he  cannot  git  over. 

Honnerd  Sur — The  wust  is  to  cum.  In  casis  of  Fire  the 
trooth  is  shure  to  brake  out  sunner  or  latter,  so  I  may  as  well 
cum  to  the  catstrophy  without  any  varnish  on  my  tail.  This 
morning,  according  to  yure  order,  I  hignitted  the  littel  faggit  stak, 
fust  takin  the  precawshuny  meshure  of  drawin  up  a  line  of  men 
with  buckits,  from  the  dux-pond  to  the  sene  of  combusting. 
Nothing  can  lay  vYveiefox  on  \k^  ^o\Aat^ :  it  all  riz  from  the 


(triking  for  bear,  wen  they  ort  to  hav  bean  handfn  Varter 
I  another.  I  felt  my  deuty  to  aigy  the  plnti  which  I  trust 
d  ai^myedy  and  wile  we  were  cuasin  and  discussin  the  fire 
bed  that  defide  all  our  unitted  pours  to  subdo.  To  con- 
16  fiuc,  the  fire  inguns  ware  all  lokt  up  in  a  stabble  with  a 
»y  that  had  lost  itself  the  day  befiira,  fnd  was  not  to  be 
en  we  wantid  to  lay  hands  on  it.  Not  that  we  could  haye 
id  the  inguns  if  they  had  faverd  with  their  presens,  for 
>f  hands.  Evvery  boddy  had  run  so  ofien  at  the  allarm 
tat  they  got  noboddy  to  go  in  there  steed.  It  was  an  haw- 
» ; .  the  devowring  ellemint  swallerd  won  thing  after  ano- 
|L  mfoid  as  cotched,  and  rushed  along  roring  with  friteful 
U  Were  the  finger  of  Providins  is  the  hand  as  does  we 
lot  arrange  it,  but  as  the  him  says,  *'  we  must  submit  and 
A  Bm."  Heavin  direx  the  winds,  and  not  us.  As  it  blue 
b  the  sow  the  piggry  sune  ootchdi  and  that  cotchd  the 
tousisy  and  then  the  bam  cotchd  with  all  the  straw,  and 
§igKj  ootofaed  next,  witch  it  wood  not  have  dun  if  we  had 
bwn  the  Cow  Hous  that  stud  between.  That  was  all  the 
Dg,  excep  the  hay-stax,  from  Jenkins  rannin  about  with  a 
tale  to  his  smoak-frock.  At  last,  by  a  blessin,  when  there 
io  moor  to  bum  it  was  got  under  and  squentched  itself, 
hb  given  without  loss  of  lif  or  lim.  Another  comfit  is  all 
idbur«d  in  the  Sun,  enuff  to  kiver  it ;  and  I  shud  hop  they 
9l  lefus  to  make  gud  on  the  ground  that  it  was  dun  wilfiil 
f  bone  ax  and  deeds.  But  fire  officii  are  somtimes  yerry- 
maif  and  will  ketch  hold  of  a  burning  straw,  and  if  &x 
ft^  on  dieir  oths  I  couldn't  deni  a  bun<Bl  at  rag%  eUltchisy 
l^ands^  and  other  combustibils  pokt  into  the  fiupgits,  and 
|te  wp  with  my  hone  hand.  Tiin  will  sho.  In  tne^pieen. 
§0aiHbti^^  easy,  it  was  dun  ^r  the  best,  tibough 

M  Uie  %i^  itnd  am  gratifid  to  le^  thM^I  hay 
but  have  liovttppleusly  kSJSSA  er^ifj  paii^er  of 
in^Mikk^^^^^  in  Inp  <^a^p^ 


.o, 
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*  Old  womtn,  old  woman,  will  joo  go  %4 
Speak  a  little  louder,  for  Tin  yrmj  ImA  of 


Of  all  old  women  hard  of  heariag, 

The  deafest,  sure,  was  Dame  Elmior  SpMLifiiy f ' 

On  her  head  it  is  true. 

Two  flaps  there  grew. 
That  served  for  a  pair  of  gold  lini 
But  for  any  purpose  of  ears  in  a  pailej. 
They  heaid  no  more  than  ears  of  bariej*   . 

No  hint  was  needed  from  D.  E.  F. 
Tou  saw  in  her  face  that  the  woman  wii  deaf: 
From  her  twisted  mouth  to  her  eyei  mf^ffif- 
Each  queer  feature  askM  a  query  ;  ^ 

A  look  that  said  in  a  silent  way, 
"Who?  and  What?  and  How?  and  Bait 
I'd  give  my  ears  to  know  what  you  «ay  P*     /;  »u. 

And  well  she  might !  for  each  auricular   f.,     ^^^  ■^,. 
Was  deaf  as  a  post — and  that  post  in  ii|^i;||pi|u^.^  ^ 
That  stands  at  the  comer  of  Dyott  StneetiM^  j^^. 
And  never  hears  a  word  of  a  row !       r     ^    :i;if/i 
Ears  that  might  serve  her  now  and  ilhm,^  i  \  ^^futn 
As  extempore  racks  for  an  idle  P^f  .^;^  h-  i;.f4Vtt'^ 
Or  to  hang  with  hoops  from  jeweIljbl|iP|^liopi     . 
With  coral,  ruby,  or  garnet  dropt;  i  !,f  aiarj  w?!  ^ 
Or,  provided  the  owner  so  inclined,  ^^_^ /  i'^.^ 
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Ban  to  stick  a  blister  behind ; 

But  M  for  hearing  wisdom,  or  wit. 

Falsehood,  or  folly,  or  tell-tale-titi 

Or  politics,  whether  of  Fox  or  Pitt, 

Sermon,  lecture,  or  musical  bit,        ' 

Harp,  piano,  fiddle,  or  kit. 

They  might  as  well,  for  any  such  wish, 

Have  been  butter'd,  done  brown,  and  laid  in  a  dish! 

She  was  deaf  as  a  post, — as  said  before — 
And  as  deaf  as  twenty  similes  more. 
Including  the  adder,  that  deafest  of  snakes^ 
Which  never  hears  the  coil  it  makes. 

She  was  deaf  as  a  house — ^which  modem  tricks 
Of  language  would  call  as  deaf  as  bricks— 
For  her  all  human  kind  were  dumb, 
Her  drum,  indeed,  was  so  muffled  a  dnun. 
That  none  could  get  a  sound  to  come. 
Unless  the  Devil  who  had  Two  Sticks ! 
She  was  deaf  as  a  stone— say  one  of  the  stones 
Demosthenes  sucked  to  improve  his  tones ; 
And  surely  deafness  no  further  could  reach 
Than  to  be  in  his  mouth  without  hearing  his  speech!/ 

She  was  deaf  as  a  nut — ^for  nuts,  no  doubt, 

Are  deaf  to  the  grub  that -s  hollowing  out^ 

As  deaf,  alas  I  as  the  dead  and  fbrgotteiH- 

(Oray  has  noticed  die  waste  of  breath, 

In  addressing  the  *<dull,  odld  ear  of  deadi*'). 

Or  the  Fekn's  ear  that  wis  stttflTd  with  Ootton^ 

Or  Cbiriaa^Ae  Fiist»  ia  jMHe  file  ; 

Or  die  still-born  figures  of  Madame  Tussaod, 

WHA  dMir  eye^iir  gt^siy  and  dMii"  hatr  of  flut, 

igfl^m0  aanibTM  taMMTy  apettoditeg^tetihix; 

ide^vlil  Ihs  4nelv  dliiewaB?lii  ibapsaiy^'^i  A 


m 


Ai  deaf  as  any  Freochi n a n^ i||t|i|Hi|M  |t^ jljjfc ft^i^i; ; 
Whea  he  puts  his  Bhoddem4i||p^iri^^|g^^      ^  )^: 
And— whatever  the  okiasa  tn|1i|btpjifii  |||  Jiedb?^^ 
As  deaf  as  Gog  and  Msgog^fptl^  j^^  yr^k«{  *J 
Or,  still  to  he  a  simile-aeekert  .v  j,-^^  .^^j^, , 

As  deaf  as  dogs'^ars  to  Enfield**  %i[|f|iq4^,^^^  ^.^ 

She  wss  deaf  as  any  tradesman's  i«i9l|||i  .^   ,,    ^ 
Or  as  Pharaoh's  mother's  mother's  mumarf ; 
Whose  organs,  for  fear  of  our  modskm  i 
Were  plugg'd  with  gums  and  i 


She  was  deaf  as  a  nail— that  yoa  < 
A  meaning  into,  &r  all  your  clamor— 
Thererdeter^iM^aoh  adeaf  oUrGuHnirf^^ 
So  formed  to  worty 
Both  Lindley  and  MtuMy^ 
By  having  no  ear  fiNT  Music  er  .Gbmttmiupi 


Deaf  to  sounds,  as  ashipimt-of  rseqnfHijgi^ 
Deaf  to  verhs,  and  all  their  oompmipidwig»     , 
Adjective,  noun,  and  adverb^  «Ad:p«iitiol% 
Deaf  to  even  thedefinite  articlia*- 
No  verbal  messi^  was  wofth  r^pin^ 
Though  you  hired  an  earwig  to  cany  ft  in  f 

'  •\  ■  i- 

In  short,  she  was  twice  m  deaf 'as  Deaf  SvAii 
Or  all  the  Deafhew  in  ¥eai«l«y^s  Wofky 
Who  in  spite  of  his  siull  in  i 

Boriiig,  blasting,  >and  >: 

To  give'the  dunny^oiigni  a«< 


!l 

Gould  never  have  curol^v 

Of  comae  the  loss  wasaigiMltffbitiQii^-  .;  ,f'  >' 
For  one  of  her  sex — whaleverhafff  ifatisiiiii  v' 1 1  mT 
And  none  the  less  that  the  Dameihid^Jni  t*f  ii  r^ : 
For  maldng  all  families  one  concern, 
And  Isaarniog  whatever  Ihew  was  (ii^lsMl^'^^^^1^  ^^^ 
In  the  pratdmg  tattliq;  Village  ilT'OM^iyiNi''  ^^'' 
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rore  mlk  ?  and  who  wore  gioghftm  f 
t  the  Atkins's  shop  might  bring  ^«m  f 
Smiths  oontriTed  to  liye  f  and  whelheir 
»en  Hniphys  all  pigg'd  together  f 
»  per  week  of  the  Weavers  and 'BkiBiieiVi 
t  they  hoil'd  for  their  Sunday  dinners  f 
tea  the  Bugsbys  had  on  the  staeU; 
t  ohina,  wooden,  or  delf  f 
e  parlor  of  Mrs.  O'Grady 
oked  Frenoh  print,  or  Deadi  and  the  Lady  4 
and  his  wife  continue  to  jangle  f 
.  WilkiQson  sold  her  mangle  f 
iior  was  drunk  by  Jones  and  firownf 
Mreekly  score  they  ran  up  at  the  Crown  f 
bbler  could  read,  and  believed  in  the  Pope  t 
the  Grubbs  were  off  for  soap  t 
obbs  had  furnished  their  room  up-stairs, 
they  managed  for  tables  and  chairs^ 
I  other  household  afikirs, 
den,  and  Staffordshire  wares; 
they  could  muster  a  whole  pair  of  bellows  f 
le  had  much  of  the  q;»irit.that  lies 
a  notable  set  of  Paul  fijB^ 
rtesy  called  Statistical  Felbwa^ 
» iqpying)  inquisitive  clan, 
9  gone  upon  much  of  the  self  stme  plan, 
the  Laboring  Clasi^a riches; 
r  poking  in  pot  and  paUf 
»uting  garments  in  want  of  j|titohe^ 
ertained  that  a  working  miui 
a  paicfuid  a  quarter  of  avenge  breeohisf 

ilasi  from  herlqasof  haadiig, 

i  ssiJM  bpok.^  pame JEIeanor  Sfmnngi 

fc— *  hiir  tnari  wnnld  risn  to  thioir  ifcnntai  i      * 


PROSE 


^l&tsf^/.^l 


*T]8  true,  to  her  cottage  sOI  tti|r' 
And  ate  her  muffioe  jnei  i^g^^maiU^^J^^  ^»^ 
And  drank  the  tea  of  the  ivlio«^^SiMkK(i^ 
And  never  swallowed  a  thittiUe  ^  Ufc''^>^ 
Of  aomething  the  reader  is  left  to  gliei%v  ^-^ 
For  aU  the  deafness  of  Mrs.  Si, 

Who  taw  them  Ulk,  and  ehuddei  Mil 
But  to  tee  and  not  share  in  the  aoi^  An^ 
She  might  as  well  have  liTed,  yoil  kaiM^. 
In  one  of  the  houses  in  Owen's  Bowi 

Near  the  New  River  Head,  widi  its 


^^ 


MNf! 

And  yet  the  almond^il  she  had  tried, 

And  fifty  infallible  things  bende, 

Hot,  and  oold,  and  thiok,  and  thin, 

Dabb'd,  and  dnbbled,  and  squirted  in : 

But  all  remedies  fail'd ;  and  though  scNne  it  waselsti 

(Like  the  brandy  and  salt 

We  now  exalt) 
Had  made  a  noise  in  the  publio  ear, 
She  was  just  as  deaf  as  ever,  poor  dear! 

At  last — one  very  fine  day  in  June- 
Suppose  her  sitting, 
Busily  knitting, 
And  humming  she  didnt  quite  know  * 

For  nothing  she  heard  but  a  sort  of  a  i 
Which,  unless  the  sound  of  the  cireulaiioi^ 
Or  of  Thoughts  in  the  Prooess  of  &liribatioo; 
By  a  Spinning.  Jennyish  operation,  ' 

It 's  hard  to  say  what  buzzing  it  is,  ' ' 

However,  except  that  ghost  of  a  sound,  '*'/' 

She  sat  in  a  silence  most  profound — 
The  cat  was  purring  about  the  'i^ait. 
But  her  Mistress  heard  no  more  of  dlit    ' 
Than  if  it  had  been  a  boatswains iBsi»|''*^      "^    •    * 
And  as  for  the  clock  the  moments  iifa^lttg,ii'^'  'W-"^ 
The  Dame  only  gave  it  oredit  fMf  tid^i  ^  ^^^  "^ 
The  bark  of  her  dog  she  did  ikH  oi^^  ^^^  ^^ 
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Nor  yet  the  click  of  the  lifted  latch ; 
Nor  yet  the  creak  of  the  opening  door ; 
Nor  yet  the  fall  of  a  foot  on  the  floor — 
Bat  ahe  saw  the  shadow  that  crept  on  her  gown 
And  tum'd  its  skirt  of  a  darker  brown. 

And  lo !  a  roan !  a  Pedlar  ?  ay,  marryi 

With  the  little  back-shop  that  such  tradesmen  carry, 

Stock'd  with  brooches,  ribbons,  and  rings, 

Spectacles,  razors,  and  other  odd  things, 

For  lad  and  lass,  as  Autolycus  sings ; 

A  chapman  for  goodness  and  cheapness  of  ware. 

Held  a  fair  dealer  enough  at  a  fair. 

But  deemed  a  piratical  sort  of  invader 

By  him  we  dub  the  <<  regular  trader," 

Who  luring  the  passengers  in  as  they  pass 

By  lamps,  gay  pannels,  and  mouldings  of  brass, 

And  windows  with  only  one  huge  pane  of  glass, 

And  his  name  in  gilt  characters,  German  or  Roman, 

If  he  b  n't  a  Pedlar,  at  least  is  a  Showman ! 

Howeyer,  in  the  stranger  came. 
And,  the  moment  he  met  the  eyes  of  theDame, 
Threw  her  as  knowing  a  nod  as  though 
He  had  known  her  &fiy  long  years  ago ; 
And  presto !  before  she  could  utter  <<  Jack  "•— 
Much  less  **  Rolnnson  "— open'd  his  pack — 

And  then  from  amongst  his  portable  gear, 
With  even  more  than  a  Pedlar's  tact,— 
(Sliok  himself  might  have  envied  the  act)— 
Before  she  had  tfane  to  be  deaf,  in  &ot — 

Nppd  a  Tronpet  into  her  ear. 

**  TkviBt  IbJmm  I  try  it  I 
Tou  needn't  boy  tl — 
liat  New  Patem^Hmd  noOOiig  oomei  ni^  i|      - 
^  IteDea^iaiftaeaBiMmia,  ;  v.t 

«lhearin|^liftiliWri^;<19iMt       ttf r  :(, 


Invented  for  poor  HumaniljF^  mmf^f^^~'^^ 
For  what  can  be  a  grealmr  {orMliiil  ii^^  ^  e^. 
Than  playing  Dumby  to  aU  cfiwMwgv^'  ttA  ^i(i  i  . 
And  only  looking  at  oonv^Ml&Hi^      •  't  ws*  -  ^ 
Great  Philosophers  talking  IBce  Tliiol^t^ 
And  members  of  Parliament  moral  as  OilQib.  ^    • 
And  your  ears  as  dull  as  waxy  potfe^f^f  ^ 
Not  to  name  the  mischievouir  (fOteier^      '^  '  - '' 
Sharp  as  knives,  but  d6ttble  as  adlMiM^'^ '  ^ 
Who  get  you  to  answer  quite  hy  giem^ 
Yes  for  No,  and  No  for  Yes.* 
(<<  That's  Very  true,"  says  Damd  BldUorS.)^ 

**Try  it  again  t  No  hann  in  tiyftig'  ■ 

Fm  sure  you'll  find  it  worth  ymur  buying^ 

A  little  praotioe*--th8t  is  all--^ 

And  you  '11  hear  a  whimper,  faowater  amaili  / 

Through  an  Act  of  Pariiamenl  ^gi^^mMf*^ 

Every,  syllable  clear  aa  day, 

And  even  what  people  ar6  gmUg  to  ailM^ 

I  would  n't  tell  a  lie,  I  would  n't, 

But  my  Trumpets  have  heard  i^at'&toHiimi%'eoiiK 
And  as  for  Sbott  he  prominee  ^m^ 
But  can  he  warrant  his  horns  like  ndtte 

Never  to  hear  what  a  Lady  shoiildnV*- 
Only  a  guinea^— and  can't  take  less." 
("  That 's  very  dear,"  sayd  Dame  Blliaiiotf  A^)' 

'<  Dear !— Oh  dear,  to  call  it  dear ! 
Why  it  is  n't  a  horn  you  buy,  butiaa  ear  p 
Only  think,  and  you'll  find  on  T^fleotioo 
Tou  're  bargaining,  Ma'ao^  for  the  Vciee  -^.Jl^^flft^ 
For  the  language  of  Wisdom,  and  Virtoe,  aiid  TnAt 
And  the  sweet  little  innocent  piratde  df  J^wtf;^ 
Not  to  mention  the  striking  of  deekiij^     '       '^ 
Cackle  of  hens— orowing  of  oteofa^ '  ''   «^^' 

Lowing  of  cow,  and  bdl,  and  o>^^         '  -^^^^^  ^V. 
Bleating  of  pretty  pastoral  iodka^    '    •  *  >  ??  ^  - 
Murmur  of  waterfall  oi^rth<^tdfll>    f  .ir^  fO  '/r/' 
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Eyery  sound  tUat  Edio  mooks — 

Yocak,  fiddles,  and  musioiiUbex— 

And  zounds!  to  osll  suob  a  ooneert  dMurl 

But  I  must  n't  swear  widi  my  horn  in  yoiir  aari 

Why  in  buying  ^t  trumpet  you  bay  all  these 

That  Harper^  or  any  trumpeter,  Mows 

At  the  Queen's  LeveieB  or  the  Lord  Mayor'a  Showa, 

ib  least  as  fkr  as  the  music  goes, 

Including  the  wonderful  lively  sound 

Of  the  Guards'  key-bugles  all  the  year  round 

Come — suppose  we  call  it  a  pound ! 

Come,"  said  the  talkative  Man  of  the  Pack, 

**  Before  I  put  my  box  on  my  back. 

For  this  elegant,  useful  Conductor  of  Sound, 

Qome — suppose  we  call  it  a  pound ! 

"  Only  a  pound !  it^s  only  the  price 
Of  hearing  a  Concert  once  or  twice. 

It's  only  the  fee 

Tou  might  give  Mr.  C, 
And  after  all  not  hear  his  advice,, 
But  common  prudence  would  bid  you  stump  it ; 

For,  not  to  enlarge. 

It 's  the  regular  charge 
At  a  Fancy  Pair  for  a  penny  trumpet. 
Lord !  what 's  a  pound  to  the  blessii^of  hearing !" 
{**  A  pound  ^8  a  pound,"  said  Dame  Eleanor  SpMrfiig^) 

^  Try  it  again  I  no  harm  in  trying  ( 

A  pound 's  a  pound'  there 's  no  denyh!ig  j 

But  think  wlii  thousands  and  thousands  of  pounds 

Wa  pay  br  nofhing  but  hearing  soundb: 

jabber  a^;  ja<r^ 
tttd^mtial-aaw^  -    ',n 


i 


pt^i  .^■W^^g.^.^iiV'i  "^^'^^.'^ 


To  hear  the  sounds  at  a  PlibUf 

One  pound  one  thrown  into  ^ 

1V>  listen  to  Fiddle.  Faddle»aiid  I^MM 

Not  to  fi)i]get  the  sounds  we  h^    ^  ^      »  J' t  ^M''' 

From  those  who  sell  their  0om#«iJii|^<  ..t'  r 

That, unless  the  Managers  j^toh  ft alrai^r^^in 

To  get  a  Signora  to  warble  a  song       «    \  .r^na' 

Tou  must  fork  out  the  blunt  with  a  ~ 


<<  It 's  not  the  thing  for  me— I  know  it. 

To  crack  my  own  Trumpet  up  and  Uow  It}    '  g^ 

But  it  is  the  best,  and  time  will  show  it.  p^ 

There  was  Mrs.  F. 

So  very  deaf, 

That  she  might  have  worn  a  percussion  ckp^  '  W 

And  been  knock'd  on  the  head  without  Iieaiiag  it  iup)  Oi 

Well,  I  sold  her  a  horn,  and  the  very  next  iikj     .  Aj 

She  heard  from  her  husband  at  Botany  Bay  t  Aj 

Come— eighteen  shillings — ^that  *s  very  low,  W 

Tou  '11  save  the  money  as  shillings  go^               •  O^ 

And  I  never  knew  so  bad  a  lot,  '  1 
By  hearing  whether  they  ring  or  not ! 

Eighteen  shillings !  it's  worth  the  prioe,  O 

Supposing  you  're  delicate-minded  and  nice,  Aj 
To  have  the  medical  man  of  your  oboioi^ 

Instead  of  the  one  with  the  strongest  voioe—  Fi 

Who  comes  and  asks  you  how  's  your  liver,  a 

And  where  you  ache,  and  whether  you  shiver,  T 

And  as  to  your  nerves  so  apt  to  quiver,      .  A 

As  if  he  was  hailing  a  boat  on  the  river!  T 
And  then,  with' a  shout,  like  Pat  in  a  riot, 
Tells  you  to  keep  yourself  perfectly  ^uiei ! 

T 

"  Or  a  tradesman  comee— as  tradesnittBi  wBI-^    '  -  ^ 

Short  and  crusty  about  his  bill,  r>  «:/;*<  ^ 

Of  patience,  indeed,  a  periect  scknvMr,^        -^    ^•' 
And  because  you  're  deaf  and  unalife'^'pi^^   ;  ^'^'-^^ 
Shouts  whatever  he  has  to  say,  '    '»•  '^  iiifn  f>  I 

In  a  vulgar  voice  that  goes  over  Hmm^^  nr^iifr  t  ^d"^ 
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Down  the  street  and  round  the  comer, 
Come — speak  your  mind — it  *s  *  No  or  Ye^  ** 
('<  I've  half  a  mind,"  said  Dame  Eleanor  S.) 

"  Try  it  again — ^no  harm  in  trying, 

Of  course  you  hear  me,  as  easy  as  lying ; 

No  pain  at  all,  like  a  surgical  trick, 

To  make  you  squall,  and  struggle,  and  kick. 

Like  Juno,  or  Rose, 

Whose  ear  undergoes 
Such  horrid  tugs  at  membrane  and  gristle. 
For  being  as  deaf  as  yourself  to  a  whistle ! 

''  Tou  may  go  to  surgical  chaps  if  you  choose, 

Who  will  blow  up  your  tubes  like  copper  flues, 

Or  out  your  tonsils  right  away, 

As  you  'd  shell  out  your  almonds  for  Christmas-day ; 

And  after  all  a  matter  of  doubt. 

Whether  you  ever  would  hear  the  shout 

Of  the  little  blackguards  that  bawl  about, 

*  There  you  go  with  your  tonsils  out !' 

Why  I  knew  a  deaf  Welshman  who  came  from  Glamorgan 
On  purpose  to  try  a  surgical  spell. 
And  paid  a  guinea,  and  might  as  well 

Have  ik  ^W  a  monkey  into  his  organ ! 
For  the  Anns,  only  took  a  mug, 
And  pour'd  in  bis  o'*r  some  acoustical  drug. 
That  instead  of  curing  ^eafen'd  him  rather. 
As  Hamlet's  uncle  served  Hamlet's  father  I 
That 's  the  way  with  your  surgical  gentry ' 
And  happy  your  luck 
If  you  don't  get  stuck 
Thiough  your  liver  and  lights  at  a  royal  entry, 
Baeiwii  yon  never  answered  the  sentry ! 
T^A  agpiiD»  dear  Madam,  try  it  I 
MttiyimiM  sell  their  beds  to  buy  it. 
I  ipSRWl  ymi  <rflm  wak^  lip  in  tlie  o^^ 
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And  up  you  must  get  to  gtig»-mf|||tl|iiu«'^  h^^        1      fi 

And  down  you  go,  in  yog  lai6»  iiiiiit^s>  <  df^ — '^  ^ 

Whether  tfaa  weather  is  chilly wiMii^  a  Vmi\  i > 

That's  the  way  a  cold  is  gol^— 

Toseeif  youheard  anoiBe^rnolf  •>  • 


1 
Ii 
\ 
i 

"  Why,  bless  you,  a  woman  wMi  €frguimWk$$mm  \      I 

Is  hardly  safe  to  step  out  of  domsl  C 

Just  fancy  a  horse  that  comes  &11  pel^^        :    i  j 

But  as  quiet  as  if  he  was  *  tbxA  witii  M^  1 

Till  he  rushes  against  you  with  all  his  fiMMM^.  •  j 

And  then  I  needn't  describe  of  oousse^  ( 

While  he  kicks  you  about  without  remcNns8» 
How  awkward  it  is  to  be  groomed  by  a 
Or  a  bullock  comes,  as  mad  as  JStg  Lesr^ 
And  you  never  dream  that  the  brute  is  neaij^ 
Till  he  pokes  his  horn  right  into  your  ear^ 
Whether  you  like  the  thing  or  lump  it,-^- 
And  all  for  want  of  buying  a  trumpet! 

<<  I  'm  not  a  female  to  fret  and  veZ| 
But  if  I  belonged  to  the  sensitive  sex, 
Exposed  to  all  sorts  of  indelicate  soimdi^ 
I  wouldn't  be  deaf  for  a  thousand  pounds. 

Lord  !  only  think  of  chucking  a  cc^per 
To  Jack  or  Bob  with  a  timber  limbi 
Who  fooks  as  if  he  was  singing  a  ^  /mtt^ 

Instead  of  a  song  that's  Ysir  improper  t ' 
Or  just  suppose  in  a  public  place 
You  see  a  great  fellow  a-puiling  a  Amis,  '  ^  • 

With  his  staring  eyes  and  his  mouUi  UlBa«Si4V^ 
And  how  is  a  poor  deaf  lady  to  knowy-^         :  .1 
The  lower  orders  are  up  to  such  games ■  :im  > 

If  he 's  calling  <  Green  Pea%'  or  eaUiag  lia»MaM#<? 
(«  They  're  tenpence  a  peck !"  saiff  tli»JM(h««MGllU^ 

<<  Tis  strange  what  very  straog^adyiaing^  :^<v  iorsmi- 
By  word  of  mouth,  or  adveftisiBg^       ':    ;i.i<Cd^  ^bs^ 
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By  chalking  on  walls,  or  placanMng  on=  Tana, 

With  fifty  other  different  piaas. 

The  very  high  pressure,  in  &ot,  of  pressing, 

It  needs  to.  persuade  one  to  purchase  a  blessing ! 

Whether  the  Soothing  American  S3mip, 

A  safety  Hat,  or  a  Sa&ty  Stirmp, — 

Infitllible  Pills  for  the  human  frame. 

Or  Rowland's  O-don't-o  (an  ominous  name) ! 

A  Doudney's  suit  which  the  shape  so  hits 

That  it  beate  all  others^intojito  ; 

A  Mechi's  razor  for  beards  unborn, 

Or  a  Ohost-of-a-Whisper^Catohii^  Hem ! 

«  Try  it  again,  Ma'am,  only  toy !" 
Was  stfll  the  voluble  Pedlar's  cry^ 
**  It's  a  great  privation,. there's  no  dispute^ 
To  live  like  the  dumb  unsociable  brute,. 
And  to  hear  no  more  of  the  pro  and  eon. 
And  how  Society's  going  en, 
Than  Mumbo  Jumbo  or  Prester  John, 
And  all  for  want  of  thb  sine  fud  nom; 

Whereas,  with  a  horn  that  never  oflbnds, 
Tou  may  job  the  genteelest  party  that  is. 
And  enjoy  all  the  scandal,,  uid  gossip^  and  quiz, 

And  be  certain  to  hear  of  your  absent  friends  ;- 
Not  that  elegant  ladies,  in  fitct. 
In  genteel  SDcie^  ever  detract,. 
Or  lend  a  brush  when  a  ftiend  b  Haok'4^- 
At  least  as  a  mere  malicious,  aetr— 
But  only  talk  spaadal  for  frar  scnne  fool 
Bboold  think  they  wisve  hred  at  dIarsey.schooL 

Or,  maybe,  you  like  a  little  flirtation, 
WUoh  even  the  mos^DMi  JliaaiA  rike 


^>iU  d»  iarae  h%h  fta^aa  aaf  mUMMttei 
tt%  ail  for  iiie,-ef 30MM^  it» jildg^ 

P'atlNwtlwidy  «ii^<«^'bigrttd|»l 
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Letting alooe  more  raUonal  p«llttfi«-«'  r  ^,s  ^.rl  ^u 

CMy  to  hear  a  parrot  chatter : 

Not  to  mention  that  feather'd  wi^ 

The  Starling,  who  speaks  when  Usloogaaririattf 

The  Pies  and  Jays  that  utter  woi<d% 

And  other  Dicky  Gossips  of  IMm, 

That  talk  with  as  much  good  seoae  aad  i^odivim 

As  many  Beaks  who  belong  to  the  quormn* 

"  Try  it — ^buy  it — say  ten  and  six. 
The  lowest  price  a  miser  could  fix ; 
I  don't  pretend  with  horns  of  mioei 
Like  some  in  the  advertising  line, 
To  *  magnify  sounds '  on  such  marvdkma  soaisi^ 
That  the  sounds  of  a  cod  seem  as  big  as  a  vhaM ; 
But  popular  rumors,  right  or  wrong,— 
Charity  Sermons,  short  or  long,— 
Lecture,  speech,  concerto,  or  song. 
All  noises  and  voices,  feeble  and  strongi 
From  the  hum  of  a  gnat  to  the  dash  of  a  gOiDfi 
This  tube  will  deliver  distinct  and  dear  | 
Or,  supposing  by  chance 
You  wish  to  dance, 
Why,  it 's  putting  a  jETom-ptpe  into  your  ear  t 
Try  it— buy  it ! 
Buy  it — ^try  it ! 
The  last  New  Patent,  and  nothing  comes  aM  i^ 

For  guiding  sounds  to  proper  tunnd : 
Only  try  till  the  end  of  June, 
And  if  you  and  the  Trumpet  are  out  of  toaoi 

I  '11  turn  it  gratis  into  a  Funnel  I'*  ' 

In  short,  the  pedlar  so  beset  her, — ^  -  h  ^  ;  i'^' 

Lord  Bacon  couldn't  have  gammon'd  her  hntlMV^^Tt^-' 
With  flatteries  plump  and  indirect»  i:\  fnii  /. 

And  plied  his  tongue  with  such  ethd/^  i  ; .  ?  ifn  i*  *^ 
A  tongue  that  could  almost  have  bitttaiV  %^fii«qpiljfi^> 
The  deaf  Old  Woman  bought  the  Trmnpetyifi^VM   ''' 
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The  Pedlar  was  gone.    With  the  Horn's  assistanoey 
She  heard  his  steps  die  away  in  the  distance ; 
And  then  she  heard  the  tick  of  the  clock. 
The  purring  of  puss,  and  the  snoring  of  Shook ; 
And  she  purposely  dropped  a  pin  that  was  little, 
And  heard  it  fall  as  plain  as  a  skittle  ! 

'Twas  a  wonderful  Horn,  to  he  hut  just ! 

Nor  meant  to  gather  dust,  must,  and  rust ; 

So  in  half  a  jiffy,  or  less  than  that, 

In  her  scarlet  cloak  and  her  steeple-hat, 

Like  old  Dame  Trot,  but  without  her  Cat, 

The  Gossip  was  hunting  all  Tringham  thorough, 

As  if  she  meant  to  canvass  the  borough. 

Trumpet  in  hand,  or  up  to  the  cavity ; — 
And,  sure,  had  the  horn  been  one  of  those 
The  wild  Rhinoceros  wears  on  his  nose. 

It  couldn't  have  ripp'd  up  more  depravity ! 

Depravity !  mercy  shield  her  ears ! 
'Twas  plain  enough  that  her  village  peers 

In  the  ways  of  vice  were  no  raw  beginners ; 
For  whenever  she  raised  the  tube  to  her  drum. 
Such  sounds  were  transmitted  as  only  come 

From  the  very  Brass  Band  of  hunaan  sinners ! 
Ribald  jest  and  blasphemous  curse 
(Biinyan  never  vented  worse), 
Witk  aU  those  weeds,  not  flowers,  of  speech 
Whioli  the  Seven  Dialectioians  teadi ; 
WUbf  CoDJonotionsir  and  Dissoln^  Noiuis, 
Aad  Partielea  piek'd  ^&om  the  keooeb  of  towii% 
lildi  Irf«gid%]r  Verha  ftp  iri^ 


And  Inteijections  as  bad  as  a  VSf^  ^  \ 

Or  an  Eastern  blast,  to  the  blood  aod  Ami  il||te  j 
Fandful  phrases  for  orimeand  rin,    .  • 

And  smacking  of  vulgar  lips  wh«rB  Qtm^ 
Grarlio,  Tobacco,  and  offiils  go  inr—        ^  '  *■  *^   ' 
A  jargon  so  tnily  adapted,  in  fiutt. 
To  each  thievish,  obscene,  and  Imeiafl^  Mi^^ 
So  fit  for  the  brute  with  the  human  diap^ 
Savage  Baboon,  or  libidinous  Ape, 
From  their  ugly  mouths  it  will  osrtiintjf  < 
Should  they  ever  get  weary  of  shaioming  t 

Alas !  for  the  voice  of  Virtue  and  Tmdi, 
And  the  sweet  little  innocent  prattle  oY'ys^t 
The  smallest  urchin  whose  tongue  ocNiM  t 
Shock'd  the  Dame  with  a  volley  of  sbu^ 
Fit  for  Fagin's  juvenile  gang ; 
While  the  charity  chap, 
With  his  muffin-oap, 

His  crimson  coat,  and  his  bad^  so  gilli^ ; 
Pla3ring  at  dumps,  or  pitch  in  the  hole. 
Cursed  his  eyes,  limbs,  body,  and  soul, 

As  if  they  didn't  belong  to  the  Parish  f    . 

'Twas  awful  to  hear,  as  she  went  aloog^ 
The  wicked  words  of  the  popular  song^ 

Or  supposing  she  listen'd— as  gossips  iirfl««» 
At 'a  door  ajar,  or  a  window  agape, 
To  catch  the  sounds  they  allowed  to  esoi^Mi    '    '     , 

Those  sounds  belongM  to  Depimvi^  stBi  I    ^ 
The  dark  allusion,  or  bolder  brag  ' "  ^.\»^ .'• 

Of  the  dexterous  <<  dodge,"  and  theloti  df^MMBf^i!' 
The  plunder'd  house— or  the  stolen  Mg^  f'^^^1^ 
The  blazing  rick,  or  the  darker  orima  '" '  *  ''l^'J 
That  qiuench'd  the  spark  before  itsHmar^  '  ^'^  ^^ 
The  wanton  speech  of  the  wife  immoitlU^  r "  il  ^  ^/^^ 
The  noise  of  drunken  or  deadlyqoaiw^'' '^l^  -^^ 
With  savage  menaoes,  wUdi  IhreildiM^M^  ' 
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Till  the  heart  seemM  merely  a  sttop  **  for  the  iknife  f* 

The  human  liver,  no  better  than  that 

Which  is  sliced  and  thrown  to  an  old  woman's  cat; 

And  the  head,  so  useful  for  shaking  and  nodding. 
To  be  punch'd  into  holes,  like  <<  a  shocking  bad  hat  *' 

That  is  only  fit  to  be  punch'd  into  wadding ! 

In  short,  wherever  she  tum'd  the  horn, 
To  the  highly  bred,  or  the  lowly  bom, 
The  woiking  man  who  look'd  over  the  hedge, 
Or  the  mother  nursing  her  infant  pledge. 

The  sober  Quaker,  averse  to  quanels, 
Or  the  Govemesspacing  the  village  thiough, 
With  her  twelve  Young  Ladies,  two  And  two^ 
Looking,  as  euch  yojong  ladies  do, 

Truss'd  by  Decorum  and  stuflTd  with  nxttal»— 
Whether  she  listen'd  to  Hob  or  Bob, 
Ndb  or  Snob, 
The  Bquire  on  his  cob. 
Or  Trudge  and  his  ass  at  a  tpkering  job, 
To  the  Saint  iK^ho  expounded  at "  Little  Zion  **— 
IDhr  the  <<  Sinner  who  kept  the  Golden  Lion  "— 
The  man  teetotally  wean'd  from  liquor — 
The  Beadle,  the  Clerk,  or  the  Reverend  Yica>- 
Nay,  Ae  very  Pie  in  its  cage  of  wicker — 
She  gather'd  such  meanings,  double  t>r  siqgl^ 
That  like  the  beU 
With  muffins  to  sell. 
Her  ear  was k^ in saconstant  tingle! 

.9lA^J«i»a  naogbt  to  the  tales  otshant^ 
liba  oonstait  runnii^  of  evil  Jimeb 
fMi»  aad  diity,  iM^d  black  jui  iali;, 
That  her  anciept  4aPi)u»8»  witb  1^ 
IIIIhM  ia  Im  bmiikei^^ 

iiiaiielava*.aajKMiiDaddik 
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LiqipMiipin«CS»tty ^_  __    ^.  , 

T6  give  a  zest  to  the  iiprte^liMiiP^ 
For  still  by  some  mvisiUe  Mhte/ *i^  m^m^itK^ 
Scandal  and  Tea  are  linkMl%niJili^^^»»<t  ^tfi  Is 
As  suroly  as  Scarificadon  alidi(hlpjri^|^p(^  V*^^ 
Yet  never  since  Scandal  drank  BcMM^^^^ '«' 
Or  sloe,  or  whatever  it  happened  to  be» 

For  some  grocerly  thie^vM  ^  '  ^ 

Turn  over  new  leaves 
Without  much  amending  their  lives  iifttiilr  Win* 
No,  never  since  cup  was  filPd  or  adfY^d 
Were  such  vile  and  horrible  aneodotos^Mi^' 
As  blacken'd  their  neighbors,  of  efther 
Especially  that  which  is  call'd  the  Tendett 
But  instead  of  the  softness  we  faaoy  theMirtAi 
As  harden'd  in  vice  as  the  vioe  of  a 


Women !  the  wretches !  had  soil'd  and  mufd 

Whatever  to  womanly  nature  belonge; 
For  the  marriage  tie  they  had  no  regardf, 
Nay,  sped  their  mates  to  the  sexton's  ymsd 

(Like  Madame  Laffarge,  who  with  poiaooous 

Kept  cutting  off  her  L  by  inches)| 
And  as  for  drinking,  they  drank  so  hard.       , ,  « < 

That  they  drank  their  flat-irons,  pofc»g^ip4,)ffy? 

The  men — they  fought  and  gambled  at  MA|y  "* 
And  poach'd — and  didn't  respect  grisylbidii^ 
Stole  linen,  money,  plate,  poultry,  and  obfiia^ 
And  broke  in  houses  as  well  as  horsee ;       '"    ''  * 
Unfolded  folds  to  kill  their  own  mutton, 
And  would  their  own  mothers  and  wives  furlb 
But  not  to  repeat  the  deeds  they  did,        '  -^^**^  *^ 
Backsliding  in  spile  of  all  moral  sSBdl,    "^^^'  l>^^-^^ 
If  all  were  true  that  fell  from  thetoogl^^  ^ '  ^'* 
There  was  not  a  villager,  old  or  yotit^^  *'^'^  ^ 
But  deserved  to  be  whippy,  imprisb^il^ 
Or  sent  on  those  travels  wUch  nobb^ 
To  publish  at  Colbum's,  or 
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iVleanwhile  the  Trumpet,  con  amorcy 
Transmitted  each  vile  diabolical  story ; 
^nd  gave  the  least  whisper  of  slips  and  falls, 
^s  that  Gallery  does  in  the  Dome  of  St.  Paul's, 
'Which,  as  all  the  world  knows,  by  practice  or  print, 
Is  famous  for  making  the  most  of  a  hint. 
Not  a  murmur  of  shame, 
Or  buzz  of  blame, 
Not  a  flying  report  that  flew  at  a  name. 
Not  a  plausible  gloss,  or  significant  note, 
Not  a  word  in  the  scandalous  circles  afloat 
Of  a  beam  in  the  eye  or  diminutive  mote, 
But  vortex-like  that  tube  of  tin 
Suck'd  the  censorious  particle  in ; 

And,  truth  to  tell,  for  as  willing  an  organ 
As  ever  listenM  to  serpent's  hiss, 
Nor  took  the  viperous  sound  amiss, 

On  the  snaky  head  of  an  ancient  Gorgon  ! 

The  Dame,  it  is  true,  would  mutter  "  shocking  !" 
And  give  her  head  a  sorrowful  rocking. 
And  make  a  clucking  with  palate  and  tongue. 
Like  the  call  of  Partlctt  to  gather  her  young. 
A  sound,  when  human,  that  always  proclaims 
At  least  a  thousand  pities  and  shames, 

But  still  the  darker  the  tale  of  sin. 
Like  certain  folks  when  calamities  burst. 
Who  find  a  comfort  in  "  hearing  the  worst," 

The  farther  she  poked  the  Trumpet  in. 
Nay,  worse,  whatever  she  heard,  she  spread 

East  and  West,  and  North  and  South, 
Like  the  ball  which,  according  to  Captain  Z 
Went  in  at  his  ear,  and  came  out  at  his  mouth. 

What  wonder  between  the  horn  and  the  Dame, 
Such  mischief  was  made  wherever  they  came. 
That  the  Parish  of  Tringham  was  all  in  a  flame  f 
For  although  it  requires  such  loud  discharges, 
Pabt  n.  6 


Suoh  peals  of  thunder  as  i 

To  tarn  the  smallest  of  tabb  b<ii^^  v<v<f  ytyto> 

A  little  whisper  breathed  iam^kmmm  ^  ^^  ^^^ 

Will  sour  a  temper  **  as  soof  ^miK0§^  '- 
In  Iket  such  very  ill  blood  thevs  gi&w§* 

From  this  priyate  circulatioii  of^Msiia^  '  ^ 
That  the  nearest  neighbora  the  vffiiga  tfoni^ 
Look'd  at  each  other  as  yellow  aad  Um 
As  any  electioneering  crew 

Wearing  the  colors  of  Whigs  and  Toiisc. 

Ah !  well  the  Poet  said,  in  sooth, 

That  whispering  tongues  can  poison  Tmtt^-^ 

Yea,  like  a  dose  of  oxalic  acid, 

Wrench  and  convulse  poor  Peaoe,  the  plaoHL 

And  rack  dear  Love  with  internal  fiie!. 

Like  arsenic  pastry,  or  what  is  as  omsl. 

Sugar  of  lead,  that  sweetens  gruel, 

At  least  such  torments  began  to  wring  '0m 

From  the  very  mom 

When  that  nuschievous  Horn 
Caught  the  whisper  of  tongues  in  Tringhaai* 

The  Social  Clubs  dissolved  in  huA, 

And  the  Sons  of  Harmony  came  to  euflb, 

While  feuds  arose,  and  family  quarrels^ 

That  discomposed  the  mechanics  of  moittl% 

For  screws  were  loose  between  brother  and  tesAafi 

While  sisters  fasten'd  their  nails  on  eaoh  odisr* 

Such  wrangles,  and  jangles,  and  m^  and  flM^ 

And  spar,  and  jar — and  breeies  as  sttflT  '  ^v^ 

As  ever  upset  a  friendship  or  skiff!  '  ^'' 

The  plighted  Lovers,  who  used  to  walk,  >  '/ 

Refused  to  meet,  and  declined  to  talk; 

And  wish'd  for  two  moons  to  refleoi  dia4Mi|b<^^^  ^  ^'^' 

That  they  mightn't  look  together  omm^l.  ,  v^^  ^ 

While  wedded  affectkm  ran  so  kyw,      t  i  v^^^  '^^ ' 


Ajii^fc--^'  _ 
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And  instead  of  the  toddle  adown  the  hill. 

Hand  in  hand. 

As  the  song  has  planned, 
Scratoh'd  her,  pennilessy  out  of  his  will ! 

In  short,  to  describe  what  oame  to  pass 
In  a  true,  though  somewhat  theatrioal  way. 

Instead  of  **  Love  in  a  Village  " — alas ! 
The  piece  they  performM  was  '*  The  DcTil  to  Pay  P 

However,  as  secrets  are  brought  to  light, 
And  mischief  comes  home  like  chickens  at  night; 
And  rivers  are  track'd  throughout  their  course, 
And  forgeries  traced  to  their  proper  source  ;-— 

And  the  sow  that  ought 

By  the  ear  is  caught, — 
And  the  sin  to  the  sinful  door  is  brought ; 
And  the  cat  at  last  escapes  from  the  bag-- 
And  the  saddle  is  placed  on  the  proper  nag ; 
And  the  fog  blows  off,  and  the  key  is  found-- 
And  the  faulty  scent  is  picked  out  by  the  hound— 
And  the  fact  turns  up  like  a  worm  from  the  ground— 
And  the  matter  gets  wind  to  waft  it  about; 
And  a  hint  goes  abroad,  and  the  murder  is  out— 
And  the  riddle  is  guessM — and  the  puzzle  is  knowiHr- 
So  the  truth  was  sniff 'd,  and  the  Trumpet  was  Uommf 


Tis  a  day  in  November — a  day  of  feg— 
But  the  Tringham  people  are  all  agog; 
Fathers,  Mothers,  and  Mothers'  Sou^— 
With  sticks,  and  staves,  and  swords,  and  guns^-^ 
As  if  in  pursuit  of  a  imbid  ^; 
Bol  didr  voices— raiwd  to  the  h%hestpitdl~     '' 
Oiebm  that  the  game  b  «  a  Witdii  t--4  WMi  r 
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And  round  the  Pound,  and  skirting  the  Pood, 
Till  they  come  to  the  whilewash'd  cottage  beyond, 
And  there  at  the  door  they  muster  and  cluster, 
And  thump,  and  kick,  and  bellow,  and  bluster — 
Enough  to  put  Old  Nick  in  a  fluster ! 
A  noise,  indeed,  so  loud  and  long, 
And  mix'd  with  expressions  so  very  strong, 
That  supposing,  according  to  popular  fame, 
"  Wise  Woman  "  and  Witch  to  be  the  same. 
No  Hag  with  a  broom  would  unwisely  stop, 
But  up  and  away  through  the  chimney-top ; 
Whereas,  the  moment  they  burst  the  door. 
Planted  fast  on  her  sanded  floor. 
With  her  Trumpet  up  to  her  organ  of  hearing, 
Lo  and  behold  ! — Dame  Eleanor  Spearing ! 

Oh !  then  arises  the  fearful  shout — 
Bawl'd  and  scream'd,  and  bandied  about — 
"  Seize  her ! — Drag  the  old  Jezebel  out !" 
While  the  Beadle — ^the  foremost  of  all  the  band, 
Snatches  the  Horn  from  her  trembling  hand — 
And  afler  a  pause  of  doubt  and  fear, 
Puts  it  up  to  his  sharpest  ear. 

"  Now  silence — silence— one  and  all !" 
For  the  Clerk  is  quoting  from  Holy  Paul ! 

But  before  he  rehearses 

A  couple  of  verses 
The  Beadle  lets  the  Trumpet  fall ; 
For  instead  of  the  words  so  pious  and  humble, 
He  hears  a  supernatural  grumble. 

Enough,  enough !  and  more  than  enough ; 
Twenty  impatient  hands  and  rough. 
By  arm,  and  leg,  and  neck,  and  scruff. 
Apron,  'kerchief,  gown  of  stuff- 
Cap,  and  pinner,  sleeve,  and  cuff- 
Are  clutching  the  Witch  wherever  they  can. 
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With  the  spite  of  WonuiD  and  fury  of  Man ; 
And  tbezH^bttt  firat  they  kill  her  eat, 
And  murder  her  dog  on  the  very  mat^— 
And  crush  the  Infernal  Trumpet  flat  ;«- 
And  then  they  hurry  her  through  the  door 
She  never,  never,  will  eater  tnofe ! 

Away !  away !  down  the  dusty  lane 

They  pull  her,  and  haul  her,  with  might  and 

And  happy  the  hawbudc,  Tom  or  Harry, 

Dandy,  or  Sandy,  Jerry,  or  Larry, 

Who  happens  to  get  "  a  leg  to  carry  V^ 

And  happy  the  foot  that  can  give  her  a  kiek. 

And  happy  the  hand  that  can  find  a  brick-— 

And  happy  the  fingers  that  hold  a  stick—- 

Knife  to  out,  or  pin  to  prick—- 

And  happy  the  Boy  who  can  lend  her  a  lick  ;-^ 

Nay,  happy  the  Urchin— ^Gharity-bred, 

Who  can  shy  very  nigh  to  her  wicked  old  heal 

Alas !  to  think  how  people's  creeds 
Are  contradicted  by  people's  deeds ! 

But  though  the  wishes  that  Witches  utter 
Can  play  the  most  diabolical  rigs- 
Send  styes  in  the  eye — and  measle  the  pigs- 
Grease  horses'  heels— and  spoil  the  buttery 
Smut  and  mildew  the^com  on  the  stalk-^  . 
And  turn  new  milk  to  water  and  chalk,— r 
Blight  api^es — and  give  the  chickens  the  pip— 
And  cramp  the  stomach— and  cripple  the  hip— 
And  waste  the  body — and  addle  the  ^ggt — 
And  give  a  balgr  bandy  legs ; 
Though  in  common  belief  a  l^itdi'b  ofuie 
hvolves  all  these  horrible  fhings,  aofl^ 
As  ignorant  bumpkins  all  profrss, 
1%  BoBipkin  makea  a  poka'#»  less 
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Or  giTes  her  credit  br  greater  might 
Than  the  Powers  of  Darimess  confer  at  night 
On  that  other  old  woman,  the  parish  Charley ! 

Ay,  now's  the  time  for  a  Witch  to  call 

On  her  Imps  and  Sucklings  one  and  all — 

Newes,  Pyewacket,  or  Peck  in  the  Crown 

(As  Matthew  Hopkins  has  handed  them  down), 

Dick,  and  Willet,  and  Sugar-and  Sack, 

Greedy  Grizel,  Jarmara  the  Black, 

Vinegar  Tom  and  the  rest  of  the  pack — 

Ay,  now's  the  nick  for  lier  friend  Old  Harry 

To  come  "  with  his  tail "  like  the  hold  Glengarry, 

And  drire  her  foes  from  their  savage  job 

As  a  mad  Black  Ballock  would  scatter  a  mob ; 

But  no  such  matter  b  down  in  the  bond ; 
And  spite  of  her  cries  that  never  cease. 
But  scare  the  ducks  and  astonish  the  geese, 

The  Dame  is  dragg'd  to  the  fatal  pond  ! 

And  now  they  come  to  the  water's  brim — 

And  in  they  bundle  her— sink  or  swim ; 

Though  it 's  twenty  to  one  that  the  wretch  must  drow 

With  twenty  sticks  to  hold  her  down ; 

Including  the  help  to  the  self-same  end. 

Which  a  travelling  Pedlar  stops  to  lend. 

A  Pedlar ! — Yes ! — ^The  same ! — the  same  ! 

Who  sold  the  Horn  to  the  drowning  Dame ! 

And  now  is  foremost  amid  the  stir. 

With  a  token  only  reveal'd  to  her ; 

A  token  that  makes  her  shudder  and  shriek, 

And  point  with  her  finger,  and  strive  to  speak — 

But  before  ^he  can  utter  the  name  of  the  Devil, 

Her  head  is  under  the  water-level ! 


There  are  folks  Viboul  town — to  name  no  names — 
Who  mucVi  teaetnVA^  ^^V  ^^%Sa^N.  oil  \i^\sNw^\ 
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And  over  their  tea,  and  muffine,  and  crumpets. 
Circulate  many  a  scandalous  word,  ^ 

And  whisper  tales  they  could  only  have  heard 

Through  some  such  Diabolical  Trumpets ! 


NOTB. 


The  following  curious  passage  is  quoted  for  the  benefit  of 
Readers  as  are  afflicted,  like  Dame  Spearing,  with  Deaf- 
.  and  one  of  its  concomitants,  a  singing  or  ringing  in  the 
The  extract  is  taken  from  **  Quid  Pro  Quo ;  or,  A  The- 
of  Compensations.    By  P.  S.**  (perhaps  Peter  Shard),  ibiio 
iiifitioD. 

■^  **  Soe  tenderly  kind  and  gratious  is  Nature,  our  Mother,  that 
iHfte  seldom  or  never  puts  upon  us  any  Grievaunce  without 
^taking  Us  some  Amends,  which,  if  not  a  full  and  perleet 
■tquivalent,  is  yet  a  great  Solace  or  Salve  to  the  Sore.  As  is 
Iktably  displaid  in  the  Case  of  such  of  our  Fellow  Creatures  as 
^ludefgoe  the  Loss  of  Heering,  and  are  thereby  deprived  of  the 
^^Bonifbrt  and  Entertainment  of  Natural  Sounds.  In  lew  whexe- 
"^  tiie  Deaf  Man,  as  testified  by  mine  own  Experience,  is  re- 
S|aled  with  an  inward  Musick  that  is  not  vouchsafed  unto  a 
ppsnon  who  hath  the  compleet  Usage  of  his  Ears.  For  note, 
%M  Ae  selfsame  Condition  of  Boddy  which  is  most  apt  to  bring 
^  a  Surdity, — namely,  a  general  Relaxing  of  the  delicate  attd 
-^sblile  Fibres  of  the  Human  Nerves,  and  mainly  such  as  be* 
Jang  and  propinque  to  the  Auricular  Organ,  this  very  Unbracing 
NlWoli  sUeooes  the  Tympanum,  or  drum,  iribe  most  instrumental 
gPana  io  producing  a  Consort  in  the  Head.  And,  in  particular, 
llhat  iftotkm  which  the  Physitians  have  called  Tinnitus,  by 
rlwiaaaa  of  its  Resemblance  to  a  Ring  of  Bells.  The  Absence 
^^iMIli  as  a  National  Musick,  would  be  a  soro  Loss  and  Dis- 
y  gQ  J  Native  of  the  Low  Country es,  where  the  fteeples 
i-tVi«m  with  thor  CaHlkns  maintain  aa  allmost 
melag  that  beibn  one  qoiilfifty  CMom  A  "Qu^ 
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up  its  Tune.  On  which  Account,  together  with  its  mamje 
waterish  Swamps  and  Marshes,  the  Land  of  Flandres  is  said  hj 
the  Wits  to  be  Ringing  Wet.  "Such  campanulary  Noises  would 
alsoe  be  heavily  mist  and  lamented  by  the  Inhabitants  of  that 
Ringing  Island  described  in  Rabelais  his  Works,  as  a  Place  con- 
stantly filled  with  a  Corybantick  Jingle  Jangle  of  great,  middle- 
sized,  and  little  Bells :  wherewith  the  People  seem  to  be  as  mucli 
charmed  as  a  Swarm  of  Bees  with  the  Clanking  of  brazen  Ket- 
tles and  Pans.  And  which  Ringing  Island  cannot  of  a  suret)' 
be  Barbadoes,  as  certain  Authors  have  supposed,  but  rather  our 
own  tintinnabulary  Island  of  Brittain,  where  formerly  a  Saxoo 
could  not  soe  much  as  quench  a  Fire  or  a  Candle  but  to  the 
tune  of  a  Bell.  And  even  to  this  day,  next  to  the  Mother 
Tongue,  the  one  mostly  used  is  in  a  Mouth  of  Mettal,  and  withal 
so  loosely  hung,  that  it  must  needs  wag  at  all  Times  and  oo  all 
Topicks.  For  your  English  Man  is  a  mighty  Ringer,  and  be- 
sides furnishing  Bells  to  a  Bell  fry,  doth  hang  them  at  the  Head 
of  his  Horse,  and  at  the  Neck  of  his  Sheep— on  the  Cap  of  his 
Fool,  and  on  the  Heels  of  his  Hawk.  And  truly  I  have  known 
more  than  one  amongst  my  Country  Men,  who  would  undertake 
more  Travel,  and  Cost  besides,  to  hear  a  Peal  of  Grandsires, 
than  they  would  bestow  to  look  upon  a  Generation  of  Grandchild- 
ren. But  alack !  all  these  Bells  with  the  huge  Muscovite,  and 
Great  Tom  of  Lincoln  to  boot,  be  but  as  Dumb  Bells  to  the 
Deaf  Man :  wherefore,  as  I  said,  Nature  kindly  steps  in  with  a 
Compensation,  to  wit  a  Tinnitus,  and  converts  his  own  Head 
into  a  Bellfry,  whence  he  hath  Peals  enow,  and  what  is  more 
without  having  to  pay  the  Ringers.'' 


BOZ  IN  AMERICA.  S7 


BOZ  IN  AMERICA. 


CE  the  voyages  of  Columbus  in  search  of  the  New  World, 
\  of  Raleigh  in  quest  of  El  Dorado,  no  visit  to  America  has 
nted  so  much  interest  and  conjecture  as  that  of  the  author  of 
)liver  Twist."  The  enterprise  was  understood  to  be  a  sort  of 
terary  Expedition,  for  profit  as  well  as  pleasure:  and  many  and 
^Qge  were  the  speculations  of  the  reading  public  as  to  the 
ture  and  value  of  the  treasures  which  would  be  brought  home 
Dickens  on  his  return.  Some  persons  expected  a  philosophi- 
I  comparison  of  Washington's  Republic  with  that  of  Plato  ; 
^rs  anticipated  a  Report  on  the  Banking  System  and  Com- 
-rcial  Statistics  of  the  United  States  ;  and  some  few,  perhaps, 
>ked  for  a  Pamphlet  on  International  Copyright.  The  general 
Uon,  however,  was  that  the  Transatlantic  acquisitions  of  Boz 
Hild  transpire  in  the  shape  of  a  Tale  of  American  Life  and 
Miners — and  moreover  that  it  would  appear  by  monthly  instal. 
^Dts  in  green  covers,  and  illustrated  by  some  artist  with  the 
0)6  of  Phiz,  or  Whiz,  or  Quiz. 

So  strong  indeed  was  this  impression,  that  certain  blue-stock- 
[ed  prophetesses  even  predicted  a  new  Avatar  of  the  celebrated 
'.  Pickwick  in  slippers  and  loose  trousers,  a  nankeen  jacket, 
1  a  straw.hat,  as  large  as  an  umbrella.  Sam  Weller  was  to 
appear  as  his  help,  instead  of  a  footman,  still  full  of  droll 
^ings,  but  in  a  slang  more  akin  to  that  of  his  namesake,  the 
»ck-maker :  while  Weller,  senior,  was  to  revive  on  the  box  of 
k>ston  long  stage,— only  calling  himself  Jonathan,  instead  of 
ny,  and  spelling  it  with  a  G.  A  Virginian  widow  Bardell 
8  a  matter  of  course — and  some  visionaries  even  foie^^  ^ 
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slaTa-owning  Mr.  Snodgnun,  a 

awake  Joe,  and  a  foresUclearing  Bob  8a«y«K|lM '« 

The  fallacy  of  these  guesses  and 
by  the  annoancement  of  **  Amerioan  Nolsa 
lation/'  a  title  that  at  once  diss^ted  e^ 
case,  or  a  Club,  and  cut  off  all  chance  of  a 
the  technical  terms  which  seemingly  hadfoOM 
own  speculations,  the  money-mongera stiU  hiUflft 
former  opinions : — ^but  the  Romantioista  warn  in 
reluctantly  abandoned  all  hopes  of  a 
Nickleby  affectionately  doming  his  moiher    a 
Mr.  Squeers  fogging  creoitoif— a  Maek  Siidkft^rHa 
and  a  Bostonian  Newman  Noggs,  altematelj 
tail  and  a  cohhler,'\ 

Still  there  remained  enough  in  the 
Notes,  by  C.  Dickens,  to  strop  the  public  oai 
edge.  Numerous  had  been  the  writers  on  the 
and  stripes — a  host  of  travelled  ladies  and 
illiberals,  utilitarians  and  inutilitariana — haniaii 
bias  had  trundled  over  the  United  States  witfaottk 
the  opinion  of  the  natives,  even  oomiiig  near  that 
Royalist,  missing  the  accustomed  hoocM  ci 
saw  nothing  but  a  republican  pack  of  Iraavai;  fim 
man,  finding  no  established  diurch,  declared,  that 
religion — ^the  aristocrat  swore  that  all  waa  hmmaAi 
cause  there  were  no  servants  in  drab  tamad  np 
green  turned  down  with  crimson — the  radical 
caucus,  the  enthralment  of  public  opinion,  and 
preachers — the  metaphysical  philosopher 
preponderance  of  the  real  over  the  idaal-»-tiia 
fright  at  Lynch  law,  and  the  saintly  abcdittoalsl  aant 
black  angels  and  white  devils.  An  impartial 
and  the  Americans  was  still  to  seek,  and 
public  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  looked 

*  With  the  wiibes  of  these  admiien  of  Bos  w» 
pathize :  for  what  could  be  a  Qreatw  treat '^  tiie  i 
perplexitiea  of  aa9ttallingUx.'l^V(dc«nf3a.;ta%iMr 

t  Notahowa  aiA  AkOMMas«»VAVwi««^^ 
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for  the  opinions  of  a  writer  who  had  proved  by  a 

I  of  wholesome  fictions  that  his  heart  was  in  the  right  place, 

^  I  bead  was  not  in  the  wrong  one,  and  that  bis  hand  was  a 

at  description.    One  thing  at  least  was  certain,  that 

\  would  be  set  down  in  malice ;  for,  compared  with  modem 

i  in  general,  Boz  is  remarkably  free  from  sectarian  or  anti- 

projiidioes,  and  as  to  politics  he  seems  to  have  taken  the 

i  against  party  spirit.    And  doubtless  one  of  the  causes 

;  popularity  has  been  the  social  and  genifi  tone  of  his 

owing  that  he  feels  and  acts  on  the  true  principle  of 

imo  sum  "—a  sum  too  generally  worked  as  one  in  long 

i  instead  of  Addition. 

'>liie  mean  time  the  book,  after  long  budding  in  adyertise- 

has  burst  into  a  full  leaf,  and  howeyer  disconcerting  to 

lyenons  who  had  looked  for  something  quite  diflbrent,  will 

BO  disappointment  to  such  as  can  be  luxuriously  content 

i  sense,  good  feeling,  good  fun,  and  good  writing.    In 

f  first  half-dozen  of  pages  the  reader  will  find  an  example 

;  cheerful  practical  philosophy  which  makes  the  best  of 

hat  happy  healthy  spirit  which,  instead  of  morbidly 

the  deception  of  a  too  flattering  artist,  who  had  lithe- 

I  the  ship's  acoomnk>dations,  joined  with  him  in  converting 

I  enp-board  into  a  state-roomy  and  a  cabin  **  like  a  hearse 

I  in  it,''  into  a  handsome  saloon.    But  we  must  skip 

B,  though  pleasantly  and  graphically  described,  end  at 

[  Boc  in  Boston,  where,  suffering  from  that  true  gnmnd 

NirMeh  annojrs  the  newly  landed,  he  goes  rolling  along  the 

passages  of  the  Tremont  hotel  *<with  an  involuntary 

I  ot  the  gait  of  Mr.  T.  P.  Coob  in  a  new  nautical  roelo- 


is  the  modem  Athens  of  America.  Its  inhabit- 
« of  them  educated  in  the  neighbcMring  uniTcrsity  of 
,  aro  deeidedly  of  a  litemij  tnm,  and  of  course  were 
todiiiafrfTal.iMK^ifMii|(ii^^  an  auHior  &i 
Modesty,  however,  %ii»iit  Mm  fiwm  Mooidlag^ 
eibrvssoenortMha^ 


gnnm  op  fiuauUes."    These  i 

is  obliged  to  dedine  hr  want  of.  ft  4 

ciicumstance  so  fiir,  that  whilst  the  i 

ians  were  oongregated  elsewhere^  he  ' 

hy  only  a  soore  or  so  of  little  hofs 

penuasiony  to  take  a  survey  and  « t 

oity.    On  Monday,  the  case  wmmf 

visit  to  the  State-House  (p.  61),  he^vtas  v.     , 

from  the  moC^  in  a  place  where  he  Miuld  Hot : 

a  show  of— the  Massachusetts  Asylmii  Se^iikk  lllMifel 

saw  the  interesting  Laura  Bridgman,  a  peer  liMla^ 

deaf,  dumb,  destitute  of  the  sense  ot  wmMi  mdmlmtlki 

of  taste,  yet,  thanks  to  a  judicbus  and  humm^mtm^ 

altogether  dark  within,  nor  hajdess  wflhe«l«    /^BliM 

picture  is  deeply  touching ;  a  mist  edmee  over^ Ai  dUMf 

reading  it.  ^.rrlji'^ 

*Like  other  immtes  of  the  hoate  the  liml  ■flUfji  lilJtpJMMpt 
eyelids.  A  doll  the  had  dreesed  lay  near  >tpoa  the  j|riMli4CU^ 
and  saw  that  she  had  made  a  green  fillet  tueh  at  tOi^  'm^iqS^ 
fitstened  it  about  its  mimic  eyes."  '     '  Jt*i^ 

But  the  mob  has  dispersed;  at  least  4he  hufk^ot^ 
counting  the  children,  there  remain  hot  fh|iii«ii||jM||| 
hunters,  six  phrenol<^ists,  fimr  portfail<f«i|i|eii»iHMIi 
sellers,  five  editors,  and  nineteen  ladies^  with ji|||«iiMi|| 
books  in  their  hands  or  under  their  «nn%ai  IM  i|i|S3 
the  door  of  the  Blind  Asylum.  And  theia  th^fgimigl 
somehow  Boz  has  given  them  the  Mf,  end  in  Ihi  ii|i 
leaf  is  at  Souih  Boston,  in  the  state  hee|rftst  %  |hii  H|| 
however  as  a  patient — for  he  was  onoe  deranged  lq|!^ 
some  other  person's  intellectsr-4»ut  wttaessiagpMiiiiMil 
rational  and  humane  mode  of  treatnwol  wliM^Jttb^ 
Han  well  Asylum,  has  replaced  the%rala)»  I 
the  good  old  times  when  insanity 
offence,--the  tortures  abolished  Ibr  Maam 
lunatics,  and  their  poor  over-heated  braiaelNki 
of  cooling  aa  \uAex  \^e^V»cG\£w^x«^t£  ^^ 
reader  who  baa  %  inoiStot  viTuxn  ^m|^  Vl^l 
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-I3al  old    lady,  in  the  Hartford  establishment,  and  the 

=-^    ~       Ank  that  some  fifty  years  ago  the  poor  dear  old  soul  \ 
— ^^"^      ^5cn  fettered,  perhaps  scourged,  for  only  fancying 
^  — ^    ^^^  ritediluvian  !     But  to  lighten  a  sad  subject,  let  us  ! 
^fcaracte ristic  interview  between  Boz  and  an  Ophel 
~   Itoe  house. 

**  As  "we  were  passing  through  a  gallery  on  our  way  out,  a  ^ 
•«ly,  of  quiet  and  composed  manners,  came  up,  and  profferii 
'^>er  and  a  pen,  begged  that  I  would  oblige  her  with  an  ai 
«3mpUed,  and  we  parted.  I  hope  she  is  not  mad  (quoth  the  v 
'  l^ink  I  remember  having  had  a  few  interviews  like  that 
^>t  of  doors." 

Buzza !  whoo-oop !  A  mob  has  gathered  again,  i 
1^  has  gone  a  page,  Boz  is  obliged  to  get  into  the  Bos 
^^  Industry,  thence  into  the  adjoining  Orphan  Instit 
*oin  that,  but  not  mortally  crushed,  into  the  Hospital, 
Creditable  establishments,  except  in  one  iron  feature,  "t 
r  ^^ccursed,  suffocating,  redhot  demon  of  a  stove,  wh( 
^ould  blight  the  purest  air  under  heaven  :"  and  s( 
"  ¥*rching  the  lungs  with  baked  air.  We  have  had  s 
•Jeuce  of  the  nuisance  in  Grermany ;  and  never  saw 
t  the  b^k  -  ^^hout  wishing  for  a  washerwoman,  exorbitant  in  he 
'Ut  r'bu:-:--^*!  ^  ^  blow  it  up.  But  we  must  push  on,  or  the  obser 
it-painr-  :r^  a^^  ^^kservers  will  be  divided  from  us  by  a  square  mile  of 
WILD  haiij^ --  factory  Millicents,  "all  dressed  out  with  parasols 
It  oo  t&e  :^e>^^  '•^kings,'*  not  white  or  flesh-color,  but  blue,  for  th< 
*n?  :bey  -^r  -  ^men  are  decidedly  literary,  and  besides  subscribing 
ID     m  i_-^  -^~       ^mating  libraries,  actually  get  up  a  periodical  of  thei 

*ierax!g^e-J    ,:^  ^  •«  The  large  class  of  readers,  startled  by  these  facts,  will  e: 

=^n^  iiKi  tc—  ^^  voice,  *  How  very  preposterous  !*     On  my  deferentially  inq 

n  hjcL  a^-      ^  ^^y  ^^*^^  answer,  *  These  things  are  above  their  station.'     In  i 

k-^  .•   -          *^'  'Observation  I  would  beg  leave  to  ask  what  that  station  is." 

"^^^^   *s  ^   ^  What  ? — why,  according  to  some  of  our  moral  stat 

^^^    -"^^^>  i  Proper  station  for  such  people  is  the  station-house,  to  wh 

as  G^i^^^      ^  Angers,  and  dancers  have  so  often  been  consigned  inth 

•i^i^^tjoj^     ^  1  ^^  acting,  singing,  and  dancing  upon  too  moderate  te 

•  P*^^  ^  4    f  letter  times  seem  to  dawn — the  licensing  Justices  be^ 


^ 


nomMm"^ 


"m^.nM 


TOte  the  Injustloes,  and  periiapi 

and  Dancing  as  well  as  Sini^4m^ 

Wh  J  ahould  not  the  cheerful,  ami 

80  beneficial  to  the  poor  mad  people^  to 

the  poor  aane  ones  f  r^^^ 

But  to  return  to  the  Lowell  lasses. — PriuMrf 
fine  gentleman,  carelessly  penning  a  i 
Coverlj's  ancestor,  with  his  glore  on,  **lhi»jfj 
seribUmg  millers.**    No  such  thiqg.    In  'Sbm 
competent  judge  they  write  as  well  as 
tures  and  talented  pens,  and  their  ^Qftiing^ 
advantageously  with  a  great  many  of  the  Enf^Ush 
opinion  not  hastily  formed,  be  it  noted»  but  aflsr 
<<  400  solid  pages  from  the  b^^inning  to  tlw  eni.'^^ 
the  gratified  Authoresses  escorted  the  Ciitio— SMif# 
did,  to  the  Worcester  raOway,  which  on  the  Bm! 
1842,  was  beset  of  course  by  an  unusual 
course,  as  another  mob  did  afterwards  at 
Boz  evidently  mistook  for  only  an  eveij-day 
tional  curiosity. 


M 


**  Being  rather  early,  thoee  men  tad  boji  who  ] 
particular  to  do,  and  were  cnrioaa  in  IbNignsa^a 
round  the  carriage  in  which  I  aat,  let  down  all  the  wii||sws|>«| 
heads  and  shoulders ;  hooked  themselves  on  eoav 
and  fell  to  comparing  notes  on  the  subject  of  my  ] 
as  much  indiflerence  as  if  I  were  a  stolM  figure.  1 1 
uncompromising  information  with  refoeaot  to  b^  swn  mtmi 
various  impressions  wrought  by  my  month  and  ( 
and  how  my  head  looks  when  if  s  viewed  from  bsfai|id«  *i^| 
Some  gentlemen  were  only  satisfied  by  ezercisiiig  tiislr 
and  the  boys  (who  are  surprisingly  precodons  la  / 
satisfied,  even  by  that,  but  would  retom  to  the  cfceigi^  #P|K  I 
Many  a  budding  President  has  walked  into  toy  noto  wi^,|,^ 
head  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  stored  at  SM  f^r^p^  j 
occasionally  refreshing  himself  with  a  tweak  at  hie  aoe^staj 
the  water-jug,  or  by  walking  to  the  windofwi  ind  i 
street  below,  to  come  up  and  do  likewise : 
on  1— Bring  all  your  brothera  !'  with  othw  1 


Here  is  another  speculator  on  the  ] 
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not  make  up  his  mind  whether  the  hairy  covering  of  Box 
of  a  real,  or  of  a  metaphorical  Lion,  p.  56. 

[  that  nothing  would  sttMQr  him,  I  evaded  hit  qnertions  after  the 
I  or  two,  and  in  particular  pleaded  ignorance  reapecting  the  to 
my  coat  waa  made.  I  am  unable  to  aay  whether  thia  waa  the 
I  Init  that  coat  ftacinated  him  eyer  afterwarda ;  he  uaually  kept  doae 
i  me  when  I  walked,  and  mored  aa  I  moved,  that  he  might  look  at  it 
r ;  and  he  frequently  dived  into  narrow  placea  after  me,  at  the  riak 
fe,  that  he  might  haye  the  aatiafaction  of  paaiing  hia  hand  up  the 
I  robbing  it  the  wrong  way." 

Worcester,  still  travelling  like  a  Highland  chieftain 
I  tail  on,  or  a  fugitive  with  a  tribe  of  Indians  on  his  trail, 
Instrious  stranger  railed  on  to  Springfield ;  but  there  his 
followers  were  fosed.    The  Connecticut  river  being 
unfrozeny^  Boz  embarked,  designedly,  as  it  appears,  in  a 
of  about  <<  half-a-pony  power,"  and  altogether  so 
iive,  that  the  few  passengers  the  craft  would  carry  <'all 
t  the  middle  of  the  deck,  lest  the  boat  should  unexpectedly 
."    But  some  buzz  about  Boz  had  certainly  got  before 
>  at  a  small  town  on  the  way,  the  tiny  steamer,  or  rather 
'  its  passengers,  was  saluted  by  a  gun  considerably  bigger 
I  ftinnel !  (p.  174.)    At  Hartford,  however,  thanks  to  the 
I  Dumb  School,  the  common  Gaol,  the  State  Prison,  and 
do  Asylum,  the  Dickens  enjoyed  four  quiet  days,  and 
I  mbarked  for  New  York  in  the  New  York, — 

leai  like  a  ataam-boat  than  a  huge  floatii^  bath.     I  eoiikl 
pawnade  myaeif  indeed,  but  that  the  bathing  eatabliahment  off 
Bridge,  which  I  had  left  a  baby,  had  auddenly  grown  to  an 
nm  away  from  home;  and  aet  up  in  foreign  parts  for  a 


'  Tofk,  in  the  Broadway,  an  ordinary  man  may  find 

but  Boz  is  no  ordinary  man,  and  accordingly  for  a 

i  is  ijttA  to  pay  a  vidt  to  the  fomons  Prison  oalM 

But  the  mob»  the  male  part  at  batti  again  mftMrnh 

fpiilrWtw  Ttstam  forth,  as  it  apponr^  »  Ittde  |ilh 


aM^MisiMii0hi^.ia'ii^  ^iHnb 


Hsuf 


e4  PIIOSE  AND  VERSFl 

wtlkinT  to  'i'>'l  fro,  in  pairs  and  sindy:  yonder  tk^  trry  same 
parofol  trhich  passed  and  repas^ted  tfu  hotel  truidovt  tte^nty  h 
we  were  sitting  there.** 

Heavens!  what  a  prospect  for  a  modest  and  a  marr! 
Popularity  is  no  doubt  pleasant,  and  Boz  is  eitremely 
but  popularity  in  America  is  no  joke.  It  is  not  down  in 
but  we  happen  to  know,  that  between  8  and  10  a.  x.,  i 
much  as  Dickens  could  do,  with  Mrs.  Dickens's  assi< 
write  the  required  autographs.  It  was  more  than  he  < 
between  ten  and  twelve,  to  even  look  at  the  hospiiabl 
that  were  willing  to  take  the  stranger  in.  And  now,  not 
the  blue  ladies  in  the  Broadway,  and  the  sulphur-colorec 
if  he  should  happen  to  be  recognized  by  yonder  group 
rers  and  well-wishers,  he  will  have,  before  one  could  sj 
perance,  to  swallow  sangaree,  ginsling,  a  mint  julep,  a 
a  sherry  cobbler,  and  a  timber  doodle !  In  such  a  « 
only  resource  is  in  flight,  and  like  a  hunted  lion,  nishin 
difficult  and  dangerous  jungle,  Boz  plunges  at  once  into 
inaccessible  back-slums  of  New  York. 

"  This  is  the  place  :  these  narrow  ways,  diverging  to  the  right 
and  reeking  everywhere  with  dirt  and  filth.  Such  lives  as  are 
bear  the  same  fruits  here  as  elsewhere.  The  coarse  and  bloated  fa 
doors,  have  counterparts  at  home,  and  all  the  wide  world  over.  IX 
has  made  the  very  houses  prematurely  old.  See  how  the  rotten  1 
tumbling  down,  and  how  the  patched  and  broken  windows  seera 
dimly,  like  eyes  that  have  been  hurt  in  drunken  frays.  Many  of  t 
live  here.  Do  they  ever  wonder  why  their  masters  walk  upright 
going  on  all  fours  ?  and  why  they  talk  instead  of  grunting  r* 

But  what  are  "  these  pigs  ?"     Why,  the  very  swine 
under  the  New  Tariff,  we  are  to  derive  American  p 
bacon ;  and  accordingly  Boz  considerately  furnishes  his  < 
men  with  a  sketch  of  the  breed. 

"  They  are  the  city  scavengers,  these  pigs.  Ugly  brutes  they  an 
for  the  most  part,  scanty,  brown  backs,  like  the  lids  of  old  horse-ha 
spotted  with  unwholesome  black  blotches.  They  have  long  gaunt 
and  such  peaked  snouts,  that  if  one  of  them  could  be  persuaded  i 
his  portrait,  nobody  would  recognize  it  for  a  pig's  likeness." 

Ho— foT  ttve^  \ivi^  ixo  cVio^^ta*    We  know  the  ammc 
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least  their  (3ennan  oousSiw  and  Belgian  brothers-in-law; 
loreover,  have  tasted  the  bacon,  which  only  wants  &t  to  be 
7.  But  here  is  a  livelier  sample  of  a  pig,  who  seems  to 
bad  a  notion  of  Lynch  Law. 

we  were  riding  along  this  morniQg,  I  dbsenred  s  little  incident  be- 
two  yoothful  pigs,  which  were  eo  rery  hnmtn  ••  to  be  inezpresribly 
1  and  grotesque  at  the  time,  though  I  dare  say  in  telling,  it  is  tame 
u 

le  young  gentleman  (areiy  delicate  povker  with-sereral  straws  sticking 
Ills  nose,  betokening  recent  in?estigations  in  a  dunghill)  was  walking 
ttely  on,  profoundly  thinking,  when  suddenly  his  brother,  who  was 
ft  a  miry  hole  unseen  by  him,  rose  up  immediately  before  his  startled 
|bostly  with  damp  mud.  Nerer  was  a  pig's  whole  mass  of  Uood  so 
.  He  started  back  at  least  three  feet,  gased  fbr  a  moment,  and  6ien 
ft  as  hard  as  erer  he  could  go :  his  ezcessiTely  little  tail  Tibrating 
gsed  and  terror  like  a  distiBcted  pendulum.  But  before  he  had  gone 
or,  he  began  to  reason  with  himself  as  to  the  nature  of  this  frighM 
ince;  and  as  he  reasoned,  he  relaxed  his  speed  by  gradual  degrees, 
t  last  he  stopped,  and  fiMsed  about  There  was  his  brother  wi£  the 
poo  him  glazing  in  the  sun,  yet  stariQg  out  of  the  Teiy  same  hol^per- 
inaeed  at  his  proceedings.  He  was  no  sooner  assured  of  this,  and 
Kid  himself  so  careftdly,  that  one  mi^  almost  sqr  he  shaded  his  eyes 
js  hand  to  see  the  better,  than  he  came  beck  at  a  round  trot,  pounced 
pi»  and  summarily  took  off  a  piece  of  his  tail,  as  a  cantioii  to  him  to 
p|tt  what  he  was  about  lor  the  ftitnre,  and  nerer  to  play  tricks  wi& 
^anynMre." 

i  as  osiial,  Box  was  not  allowed  exclusively  to  pleaee  the. 
.JMid.  being  hunted  all  along  shore,  he  was  obligedi  like  a 
fiigi  etHuruj  to  take  to  the  water,  and  was  carried  to  the 
4ria]td  Jail,  by  a  boat  belonging  to  the  establishment,  aiid 
I  'tf%^ctew  of  prisoners  '*  dressed  in  a  striped  unifim|i  of 
^^bpff,  in  whicb  they  looked  like  faded  tigen.'*  Not  a 
fmWfh  by  the  way,  tot  a  Uaek  and  white  Lion.  In  the 
jOm  Ibdhouse,  and  the  Relbge  ibr  the  Destitute,  he  agaui 
^tsmporary  repose,  but  even  these  retreats  beqoiQ%  at 
~  ily  oiowded,  he  set  off  by  ridlway  fbr  1%iiadel|^ 
Jlf«b<^<»iuierloitaSi^^  Botihallie 

Umtk  ernkmla^  on  tfils  joansqfy  we  nay  giim^^ 


fbr^W.|Mle  tadtumiiy,  and  aJ 
^^Pbo^ M  fbUpw%  tt>  l^eoome  u  /^' 

«•  A  mod  and  modMt  yomi^  Qukor* 
Ibrmiag  me,  in  a  gnye  whuper,  tSiil  liif  j 
cold-dimwn  ca«tor-oil.    I  mention  Uie  cticiimetaM  1 
baUe  that  thif  ia  the  first  oocaaioA  on  wMph<  % j 
qneation  waa  erer  naed  aa  a  c<mTenMiflil4  apmpt,f 

The  genuine  drab  color  of  this  anecdote  la  ttil 
the  tints  of  Glauderand  gives  a  fm&w»tMk'%dM 
Mlowing  pietnie  seems  equally  fidOfld,  tti^Mgl  i 
some  of  the  AuthoT^s  fkncy  pieces*    Lmc^Mll^j 
and  then  cry  with  us,  ^'  Qod  forgive  tlia  i 
of  burying  criminals  aUve  la  stooa  osAnsP*^ 

'*  The  firat  man  I  aaw  was  saalad  aft  his  leasi  at  1 
tbeis  aix  years,  and  waa  to  resuiB,  I  liiiiiky  tfms  l 
ooBTicted  aa  a  receiyar  of  stolen  §oOda,haidaiMl  his  gaUlil 
hstti  hardly  dealt  by.    It  waa  his  aecead  oifcncs. 

*<  He  stopped  his  weric  when  we  want  in»  teok  olT  I 
swered  freely  to  everything  that  waa  ssid  to  hia^  hat  i 
kind  of  panae  firsts  aad  in  a  low  tfaeaghlM.TafiaSi 
hia  own  making,  and  waa  pleased  to  hasaa  iti 
had  Tery  ingenionaly  roannfactuaed  a  sort  of  [ 
garded  odda  and  ends;  and  hia  siiMfar^aMiri 
Seeing  me  interested  in  thia  contriTance,  he  looicad  \ 
deal  of  pride,  and  said  that  he  had  been  thinking  of  iB[9t«!«lag.|^tt|1liit 
he  hoped  the  hammer  and  a  little  piece  of  broken  fA'^V/^PMl^'^Mi'' 
play  mnalc  ere  long.'  -  ,    •    "; "  fS^ 

"He  smiled  aa  I  looked  at  these  ooDtrfiPweas  SSI 
but  when  I  looked  from  them  to  him*  laaw  Ihaftlss  lipl 

haye  counted  the  beating  of  hia  heart    I  iaifpt,liasf  i|4 

some  allusion  was  made  to  his  having  a  wife.    9f  ^^^^^^IfKAM 
wotd,  turned  aside,  and  oorered  hia  fhce  with  hif  111^1^ 

"  *  But  you  are  reaigned  now  V  aaid  ens  ef  1 
panaoy  during  which  he  had  renaiai  his  innsr  i 

«<Ohyea,ohyeaI    I  am  reaigned; Ip It,' 

**  *  And  are  a  better  man,  you  think  f 

<*<Well,  Ihopeao:  Pmaurelmay  W, 

*<<  And  time  g^ea  pretty  quickly  i* 

« «Time  is  vezy  long,  gentlemen,  betwsaa  ( 

'*  He  gazed  about  him— HesTSn  oolj:  1 
tiisss  words;  and  in  t|is  act  of  doiag 80»  fsU  jpilsji^s 


\ 
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llbfyottnitanelluDg.    Aiii<niMntaller««MPdfti»ii|^iMtfflSf»f«l4 
,  tad  MfUMd  his  woilL* 


•Ob  the  hi^gard  iiee  of  ereiy  bmb  among  tfMie  prilwMW  flie  ami 

int    I  know  not  what  to  liken  it  to.    It  had  eoBiethtng  of  that 

1  attention  which  we  see  Upon  the  frees  of  the  Mind  and  deaf,  mii^i^ 

a  kind  of  horror,  as  though  they  had  all  been  secretly  teirified.    In 

KtHe  chamber  that  I  entered,  and  at  ereiy  grate  throogh  which  I 

,  I  ssimed  to  see  tiie  same  ^>palling  countenance.    It  Utcs  in  my 

r  with  the  ftscination  of  a  remaikable  pict«e.    Parade  beftve  my 

I  n  hondred  men,  with  one  of  them  newly  ideased  from  this  solitaiy 

g,  and  I  would  point  him  out* 


'That  it  makes  the  senses  dull,  and  by  degrees  impain  the  bodily  fteol- 
,1  am  ^pnte  sure.  I  remarked  to  those  who  were  widi  me  in  diis  fraiy 
sent  at  Philadelphia,  tiiat  the  criminals  who  had  besn  thsra  long 


'  ooHrae  they  were ;  and  all  more  or  teaa  advan^Bd  tdw^irds 

ate  (to  adapt  a  new  word)  of  idio^craagr.    Agf^  ve  99^ 

aven  forgive  the  inrentors  of  such  a  oourse  of  slow  mental 

) !  who  could  reduce  a  fellow-creat\ure  to  i>eooiQ^  suoh  a 

k-maker  !    The  truth  is,  no  Solitary  Systen^  i^  Qonaonaol 

[  bmnanity  or  Christianity.    Whenever  there  shall  be  penoiis 

for  this  world,  they  may  have  ^  right  to  thus  excoQi- 

ate  those  who  are  too  bad  for  itr-but  as  Pqr^  99^  not 

r 

Fevertheless  to  a  gentleman  mobbed,  elbowed^  jftmmed,  i9t#9$d 

i  iiid  shouted  after,  a  few  hoprs  in  such  a  quiet  hermita|rf 

^  '^^  be  a  relief:  najr,  Boz  tejtii  fis  that  It  was^oiice  tbyjiai  en- 

I  for  a  much  longer  term,  by  a  voluntary  jprisoner,  who, 

fie  to  resist  the  bottle,  ajpplied,  as  a  fevor,  for  a  solitary  cell. 

(fioaid  refused,  and  recbmmen^Bd' total'  abstbem^  a^  ^ 


^T^  i^^^^Vj^W  WWP^- 


|f.f?*<!^W^? 


.  urrinid  Vlj 


I HM  tvlnnbajr*  tad  of  hki 
tdDS  BotiM  that  Uw  oiScer  in 
iKNir  of  tho  d^f  or  night,  when  he  mi^  I 
piHffpm^  Iwt  d«iied  him  to  nndwwlifril  H^n 
be  fdpiuMed  ft^  more.    Theaeconditioai;! 
iof  in  the eune  mind*  he  wii conduotod  tfillMi  ] 
of  tiie  ceUi. 
**  In  tbia  cell,  the  men  who  htd  not  I 

rtandjng  ontMted  on  e  table  befiire  hin^-ia^aiifteA^I, 

riT-'t ni  -TTririifT  rrnffj  In j  it  hii  triilfi  nf ibni  miWlji  Mifcl  I 
nearly  two  yeara.  Hia  health  beginning  to  frilpt  ^m4 
time,  the  amgeon  recommended  that  he  «||oa)d  wo^.iiM 
garden ;  and  aa  he  liked  Uie  notion  rery  mneh,  he«mttl  aliil  i 
capation  with  great  eheerftdneaB.  .        ,  ^-»N:l^< 

■■  He  WM  digging  here  one  aQmmer4ay  Tety;  f  ' 
wicket  in  the  outer  gate  chanced  to  be  left  open  : 
remembered  dusty  road  and  ann-bumt  fields.    The  way  wiii'i 
as  to  any  man  living,  but  he  no soonw  raiaed  hia  head mii 
of  it,  all  shining  in  the  sun,  than,  with  the  invol«ntB||r  J 
oner,  he  cast  away  his  spade,  acampered  off  aa  ftiit  aa  T^ 
him,  and  noTsr  once  looked  back.* 


i 


At  Washington  Boz  had  an  interfiew  wift 
President,  and,  as  might  be  expected,  the  gjtmt^ 
and  the  other  chambers  on  the  ground-floor^  wejm'^jk 
excess."    No  wonder  that  as  soon  as  releaaed  frani 
our  traveller  turned  his  thoughts  towards  Ate  wfldb 
of  the  Far  West;  with  a  vague  hankering  aAsn^ 
tude  and  quiet  of  a  Prairie !    But  such  delights  a^  |9  j|| 
by  a  course  no  smoother  than  that  of  true  lovej  ;ii^ 
coaching  on  a  Virginian  road,  with  aa  AmenoM  If^, 

<*  He  is  a  nogro— very  black  indeed.    He  is  ^ippoA  In  „ 
and-salt  suit  excessively  patched  and  darned  (panti^iiladf 
grey  stockings,  enonnous  unblacked  hif^-low  ahoee,  sai 
He  has  two  odd  gloves:  one  of  parti-eolond  wonted,  «^ 
has  a  very  abort  whip,  broken  in  the  middle,  and  faaaiH 
And  yet  he  wears  a  lowocrowned,  braad-Mnuasi,  ^tt^-] 
owing  Ibrth  a  kind  of  insane  imitation  of  aii 
aoms&xly  in  authority  cries  *  Oo  ahead  V  as  1 1 
tions.    The  mail  takes  the  lead,  in  a  Av-hMf 
Ibilow  in  prooeasion  headed  by  No.  1. 

*9y  the  way,wh«iever  an  Ritf  ishaan  woald  siy ^j 


A^ 


eriM  '  Qo  ahatd  P  which  ul  tomewhat  ezpTMdfis  of  tile  miiolial 

r  of  the  two  coantriM. 

tThe  fint  half  mila  of  tho  road  ia  orar  bridgaa  oiada  of  looaaplaBkillid 

I  two  panllal  pdaa,  which  tilt  ap  aa  tha  whaela  roll  orar  tham,  and 

I  mar.    Tha  rivar  haa  a  dayay  bottom,  and  is  ftill  of  holaa,  ao  liiat 

•  m  horaa  ia  coiiatantly  diaappaaring  iina]q>actedly,  and  can't  ba  found 

for  aoma  tima. 

|K  **  But  we  get  paat  eren  thia,  and  coma  to  tha  road  itMlf,  which  ia  a  aoiaa 
ll^^lemata  awampa  and  grayel-pitk  A  tremendooa  place  ia  doaa  before 
Ktiie  Uack  driver  rolls  his  eyea»  acrewa  his  month  op  rery  rouidy  and 
||^»  atraight  between  the  two  leadera,  aa  if  he  were  aaying  to  himaalfy 
^e  hare  done  thia  before,  but  now  I  think  we  ahall  hare  a  craah.'  Re 
Iphaa  a  rein  in  each  hand ;  jd-ka  and  polla  at  both ;  and  daaeaa  on  the  aplaih- 
Hoicd  with  both  feet  (keeping  his  aeat  of  comae),  like  the  late  lamented 
ttpiiiiii  on  two  of  hia  fiery  conraera.  We  come  to  the  apot»  aink  down  ilBi 
■ha  mire  nearly  to  the  coach-window,  tilt  on  (me  aide  at  an  angle  of  ftft|u 
Wf9  degreea,  and  atick  there.  The  inaidea  acream  diamally ;  the  coach 
^Hffmi  the  hoTMa  flounder ;  all  the  other  aiz  coachea  atop ;  and  their  four 
pd  twenty  horaea  flounder  likewiae ;  but  merely  for  coDpany,  and  in  ajm- 
Hthjwith  oura.    Then  the  following  circnmatancea  oocnr. 

<*  Bxjus  DAXTX&  (to  the  horaea).—'  Hi  P 

**  Nothing  happena.    Inaidea  acream  again. 

**  BxJLOK  DAim  (to  the  horaea). — *  Ho  P 
;  **  Horaea  plunge,  and  aplaah  the  black  drirer. 
I  ^  OmMtruaukM  nranm  (looking  out).—*  Why,  what  on  tMi— ^ 

**  Gentleman  receirea  a  yariety  of  aplaahea  and  drawa  hia  head  in  w^giitki 
Nlllioiit  finiahing  his  question,  or  waiting  for  an  anawer. 
,:«*Biacx  D»zTx&  (atill  to  the  horaea).— ^  Jiddy !  Jiddy  c 
.;^*fioraea  pull  riolently,  drag  the  coach  out  of  the  hole,  and  draar  it  iqp  a 
Ipak;  ao  steep,  that  the  black  driver'a  lege  fty  up  into  the  air,  and  he  foap, 
blibi:  am<mg  the  luggage  on  the  roof.    But  he  immediately  racofaip  hini9ii)l» 
riifloto  ("^  to  the  horaea), 
l«^?PiUP 

,«*|l6eftct    On  the  contrary,  the  coach  begins  to reU  bidt  upon  Mi.  1^ 
iMeh  roUi  back  upon  No.  3,  which  rolla  badk  upon  No.  4»  and  ao  an  orfft 
^  7  la  heard  to  curae  and  awear,  neerly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  behind. 
|V«»  IU.ACK  D&nm  (louder  than  before).—^  Fill  P 

^fionei  make  another  atrngi^  to  get  up  the  haidty  and  a(Mn  Um  < 


Ih^im  (louder  than  before).—^  Pe-e-«>itt  P 

make  a  daapante  iliiigi^ 

nishm,  (raeomiiv  apiiiti).-^  Hi»  Jld^,  JWr*  ifiL*^ 

maEaanoOMKaibit  tv. 


A]]^J 


(witkfak 
La«,d>n.    HL    Tiddy.Jiddy.    PiIL 
•*  Ikl^ JMii^' Hi*  bilk,  ttkl  go 
It  It  MN^MiUb  to  lb  . 
ftU  of  walir.    The  ooaoh 
lltiiuidudwttor^ytboiitui.    Hwhitniriii^ 
Suddenly,  we  are  all  right,  by  eome  eztntovdiiiaiy 


NS^.  -  cr^ 


*«|--'5^*?i^| 


•«  A  Uaek  frfMd  ofliie  dimr  iir  tittilv  l»  « ^ 
Mo^gMMi  him  faj  tMtnling  Ue  [ 
rriUiig  i^  eyai,  ihrvgging  hie  I 
•flD^  ihor^  tam  tb  tne,  end  njv ; 

^ « We  tMl  get  you  throngk,  ie^fibes  fldil^eildtka^l 
im§tkf(mlSlaot^,mL    QUA  ^odniia  et  hbmej  lir^  fcHMiWii^ 
'OolridegBiitlemen,  Ht  he  cAan  MitieniMr  sld«< 


*  Ay,  ay,  We>U  take  care  ef  the  eld 

<*  The  black  driyer  ^ina  agam^bnt  tk«#ii 
aMttiar  bank,  eloee  before  m.  3o  he  it^pe  dbo^s  «U«r  (k^ 
again).  <  Eaay— eaqr  den  eaea  eteady  '  <kt  '  iWdt>r  ygf  j^f 
nerer  '  Lee  !*  nntil  we  are  reda6ea  Id  tiid^Nny  kiCb<tt««l9#!ii 
midft  of  difficnltiea,  extrication  AenwlMi  i^pfaiia  ii  ki^ill 
aible. 

«  And  80  we  do  the  ten  milee  ot  UiaUdboiii  tl  Ml* 
breaking  no  bebea,  though  brobiBg  e  gieai  niiyi  wtA  lh^ 
tkpoi^htiiedietuice' like  a  fiddle.'**  -     iM 


I 


The  next  conveyanoe  vas  by  tin  fI«iiiii<l^i|{€«Bil» 
there  are  two  paesage-beatB,  tlie  Bipreei  moi  fite  7 
some  reason,  however,  the  Pioneers  iootttC  O(0«#  ||4if 
boat,  in  whioh  Boz  was  a  passenger — an  addtHdj  ^upfl 
a  certain  thin-faced,  spare-figured  man,  of  mUdl0 
stature,  dressed  in  a  dusty^  drabbfah^aolwed  ioit^  4ii^ 
mdvaent  as  quiet  as  a  Iamb. 

*<*Thi8  may  suit  you,  thii  may,  but  it  don't  MiR  kic.    tfik 
rmy  well  with  Down  Easters,  end  m«n  of  Bestett  hibln^ 
my  figure,  no  how;  and  no  two  wayi  about  that;  and  se  I 
I'm  from  the  brown  Ibrests  of  the  WmoMppi,  1  itt|  ^ 
shines  on  me,  it  does  shine— a  little.    It  dMiTt  (^liOil 
sundon*i    No.   Pill  a  brown  forested,  I  ilk.  litftttiQ^ 
are  no  smooth  skins  where  I  live.    We*re  rb^  iMi  1 

Fm  none  of  that  raising  or  of  that  breed.    No. 
little  fiTiiy—<7  does.    Fm  the  wrong  sort  of  a 
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Mi,*t  like  me,  they  wont  This  is  piling  of  it  up  a  little  too  monntainoiis, 
Is  is.* 

**  At  the  end  of  every  one  of  these  short  sentences  he  turned  upon  his 
5el,  and  walked  the  other  way  ;  checking  himself  abruptly  when  he  had 
niahed  another  short  sentence,  and  turning  back  again.  It  is  impossible 
V  me  to  say  what  terrific  meaning  was  hidden  in  the  words  of  this  brown 
irester,  but  I  know  that  the  other  passengers  looked  on  in  a  sort  of  admir- 
ig  h<»Tor,  and  that  presently  the  boat  was  put  back  to  the  wharf,  and  as 
lany  of  the  Pioneers  as  could  be  coaxed  or  bullied  into  going  away  were 
ot  rid  of." 

It  was  perfectly  natural,  after  this  ''  touch  of  the  earthquake," 
o  desire  to  see  the  Shakers,  whose  peculiar  delirium  tremens 
lad  been  reported  as  unspeakably  absurd :  but  the  elders  had 
clearly  received  a  hint  of  a  chield  coming,  like  Captain  Grose, 
to  make  Notes  and  print  them. 

**  Presently  we  came  to  the  beginning  of  the  village,  and  alighting  at  the 
ioor  of  a  house  where  the  Shaker  manufactures  are  sold,  and  which  is  the 
bead-quarters  of  the  elders,  requested  permission  to  see  the  Shaker 
Worship. 

"  Pending  the  conveyance  of  this  request  to  some  person  in  authority,  we 
Walked  into  a  grim  room,  where  several  grim  hats  were  hanging  on  grim 
pegs,  and  the  time  was  grimly  told  by  a  grim  clock,  which  uttered  every 
tick  with  a  kind  of  struggle,  as  if  it  broke  the  grim  silence  reluctantly  and 
vmder  protest  Ranged  against  the  wall  were  six  or  eight  stiff,  high-backed 
chairs,  and  they  partook  so  strongly  of  the  general  grimness  that  one  would 
much  rather  have  sat  on  the  floor  than  incurred  the  smallest  obligation  to 
any  of  them. 

"  Presently  there  stalked  into  this  apartment  a  grim  old  Shaker,  with  eyes 
as  hard,  and  dull,  and  cold,  as  the  great  round  metal  buttons  on  his  coat  and 
waistcoat:  a  sort  of  calm  goblin.  Being  informed  of  our  desire,  he  pro- 
duced a  newspaper  wherein  the  body  of  elders,  whereof  he  was  a  member, 
had  advertised  but  a  few  days  before,  that,  in  consequence  of  certain  un« 
seemly  interruptions  which  their  worship  had  received  from  strangers,  the 
chapel  was  closed  for  the  space  of  one  year." 

The  chapel  will  now  be  opened  :  for  the  chield  is  in  England, 
and  his  Notes  are  not  only  printed  but  published,  and  by  this 
time  have  been  abundantly  circulated,  read,  quoted,  and  criti- 
cised. Many  of  them,  that  will  be  canvassed  elsewhere,  are 
here  left  untouched,  for  obvious  reasons  ;  a  ad  various  desirable 
extracts  are  omitted  through  want  of  space ;  for  example,  a 
pretty  episode  of  a  little  woman  with  a  little  baby  at  St.  Louia^ 


ml  aiiiidiy  de^toluMi  of  \ 

mparior  as  "  oliiokeii  fixings  "  to  ''i 

iieTWtlielesB  woriced  oat  oar  oii|^liiil  plrfe^t         „ 

wni  discuss  the  author's  luitioDs  bf  df  ^p^^^ 

the  analytical  will  scrutiniase  his  ijlllfwq^j^^^^^^i^ 

scyloy  and  the  hypooritioal  his  dmkWidiSam^m^^    fkgi 

aim  has  been,  aooording  to  the  hesidiilgof  tUs^iilisl^ts  | 

the  reader  a  glimpse  of  Boz  in  America. 


'  -  V 

:  -.  itU 
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LETTER  I. 

»  THE  Editor  of  the  Athsnjeum  : 

Mt  dear  Sir, — I  have  read  with  much  satisfaction  the  ooca- 
nal  exposures  in  your  Journal  of  the  glorious  uncertainty  of 
i  Law  of  Copyright,  and  your  repeated  calls  for  its  revision. 
18  high  time,  indeed,  that  some  better  system  should  be  esta- 
shed  ;  and  I  cannot  but  regret  that  the  legislature  of  our  own 
untry,  which  patronizes  the  great  cause  of  liberty  all  over 
>  world,  has  not  taken  the  lead  in  protecting  the  common  rights 
Literature.  We  have  a  national  interest  in  each  ;  and  their 
ts  ought  not  to  be  cast  asunder.  The  French,  Prussian,  and 
merican  governments,  however,  have  already  got  the  start  of 
I)  and  are  concerting  measures  for  suppressing  those  piracies, 
hich  have  become,  like  the  influenza,  so  alarmingly  prevalent, 
would  appear,  from  the  facts  established,  that  an  English  book 
erely  transpires  in  London,  but  is  published  in  Paris,  Brussels, 
'  New  York. 

'TLs  but  to  sail,  and  with  to-morrow's  sun 
The  pirates  will  be  batmd. 

[r.  Bulwer  tells  us  of  a  literary  gentleman,  who  felt  himself 
bder  the  necessity  of  occasionally  going  abroad  to  preserve  his 
^If-respect ;  and  without  some  change,  an  author  will  equally 
e  obliged  to  repair  to  another  country  to  enjoy  his  circulation. 
ls  to  the  American  reprints,  I  can  personally  corroborate  your 
ssertion,  that  heretofore  a  transatlantic  bookseller  <<  has  taken 


I 
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£\c  lj^i^:i  e:p":es  of  a  single  work,"  whereas  he  now  oi 
ccc^.  cr  nu^.-vly  a  solitary  one,  to  set  up  from.     This,  I  h< 
b  a  c.jLrer  as  i:r.p^rtant  as  the  little  questioD  of  etiquette,  whicj 
tiwri.r^  to  Mr,  Gxvper,  the  fifty  millioDs  will  have  to  adjusi 
F.:rV!v,  br«reTer,  aay  :n:emat:?nal  arrangements  be  entered  inM 
i:  ?j:>':u<  :c!y  cocsistts:  w::h  common  sense  that  we  should  begi   , 
a:  bccje,  ar^l  nrst  establish  m  hat  copyright  is  in  Britain,  aa   , 
p^r.^^.oe  jjr  its  pr:4ect5c«  from  natire  pirates  or  Book-aneers. 
hire  IearT>t>i,  ther>»f>re,  with   pleasure,  that  the  state  of  tlri 
!iw  3s  ?>  Ve  Vr:c^b:  u&der  the  notice  of  Pariiajnent  by  Mr.  Se»  r 
j»;Mr:  Til  jV<iri.  wbx  ^xn  his  legal  experience  and  literarj 
asct-^  ss  5C  wtll  quali^ed  ^r  the  task.     The  grierances  of  an 
tb.rs  bA\e  a^::ber  b^ec  lou-dly  iK)r  of:en  ui^ged  on  Lords  or  Coa 
o^rs?:  be:  tbeir  claicis  have  loog  been  lying  oo  the  librar 
ube*.  if  rcc  o«  the  laWe  of  the  House, — and  methinks  tW 
wroc:p?  kare  coly  to  be  pr.wrly  stated  to  obtain  redress. 
ai^C'^ir  ikT^  :h«^«i  at  least  a  svxid  bearing,  for  such  seldom  an 
kvr«K«ed  arcteals  ought  to  find  their  way  to  organs  as  "  deaf  I 
cUaKW-^  a$  the  oid  cinxes  of  Cheapside,  who  said  that  "th 
BXXY  nc^  theiY  was  in  the  street,  the  more  he  didn't  hear  it.' 
In  t2>e  messii:in>e,  as  aa  autbLM-  myself,  as  well  as  proprietor  (^ 
cx>yrii:^  :•  *  a  scsiall  way,'  I  make  bold  to  offer  my  own  fed 
ir^  ar>»f  .^o^^xxris  oo  the  su"r;ect.  with  soooe  illustrations  ftti^ 
wit^i.  a**l>.xxh  Boc  a  deci-irsily  s«*r?ous  writer,  I  will  call  m% 
eJK>rr>«rws.     And  here  I  »ay  appropriately  plead  my  apologji 
l>c  »k'T4r  vXi  myself  the  caiise  of  a  fraternity  of  which  I  am  8>| 
I'uwK'e  a  niernSrr:  but.  ia  truth,  this  very  position,  which  foM 
V\ls  rarity  oa  nsy  owa  account,  faror?  my  pride  oo  that  of^ 
vxSrrs^  a:>i  thus  eoaSles  oe  to  speak  njore  becomingly  of  the^ 
dr^^j^rti?  v>f  rt-y  brethren,  asd  the  dignity  of  the  craft.     Like  P.4 
r.  the  Clerk  of  the  Parish,  mbo  with  a  proper  rererence  forhiti 
caV.  r^,  cvx.j^-^js^xl  an  eKra5.xi  of  mind  in  only  considering  him- 4 
s*r!f  as  •*  a  s^.red  of  the  linen  Testment  of  Aaron,"  I  own  to  tB| 
ir,>«^rd  exii.wtion  at  beictg  but  a  Precentor,  as  it  were,  in  thiti 
wv>r^;p«  vh.vh  BumVrs  Shaks^eare  and   Milton  amongst  itsi 
prH>st»,     Mx^reorer,  now  that  the  rank  of  authocs,  and  the  fiatQi^ 
and  r;ilue  of  liierarT  property,  are  about  lo  be  discussed,  and  I 
hk>fie  «sci^^:^{ei  Sv  %Tax^  ii  beoonws  the  du^  of  every  liieniy  / 
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ttiuoli  M  of  a  Peer  when  his  Order  is  in  queedcMl-'^^b 

etatioii,  aod  stead  up  manililly  fer  the  righls,  iKMMMt, 

eges  of  the  Profession  to  whidi  he  belongs.    The  q«M^ 

a  mere  sordid  one — ^it  is  pot  a  simple  inquiry  in  whiil 

emoluments  of  literature  may  be  best  seoured  to  the 

pfopfietorsof  a  work ;  on  the  oontrary,  it  isTolves  a  pria- 

grave  importance,  not  only  to  literary  men,  but  to  those 

letters, — and,  I  will  presume  to  say,  to  society  at  large. 

moral  as  well  as  commercial  bearing ;  for  the  Legislat«te 

oidy  have  to  decide  dtrec</y,  by  a  formal  aol,  whctimr  thfe 

is  worthy  of  a  place  beside  the  shipping  intense 

interest,  the  funded  interest,  the  manufiiicturiiii^  attd 

interests,  but  also  it  will  have  indireetif  to  dtftei^ 

ir  literary  men  belong  to  the  privileged  dass^— 4liS 

lower,  or  middle  class, — ^the  workhig  das%-*-produoti?e 

tettve  dass, — or,  in  short,  to  any  dass  at  idl.*    **  Lits^ 

^  says  Mr.  Bulwer,  <<  have  not  with  us  any  fixed  uA 

Ifddltlon  as  men  of  letters^*'    We  have,  lilte  Mr*  Coopdr% 

lady,  no  precedence.    We  are,  in  &0I,  nobodies*   Oir 

im  turf  language,  is  nowhere.    Like  certain  birds  and 

if  diffioidt  classification,  we  go  without  any  at  all.    W^ 

more  caste  tbsoi  the  Pariahs.    We  are  on  a  par*  nci 

iM  we  are  scientific,  thtelogic,  imaginative,  dramatic^ 

WaloriQ^  instructive,  or  amusing-^with  quack  doctei% 

strollers,  ballad*4iingeT8,  hawkers  of  last  dying 

Pntwh^andJudies,  conjorers,  tumUers^  add  other  **A> 

mglifaottds.''    We  are  as  the  Jews  in  the  Bast,  As 

In  the  West,  or  the  gipsies  anywhere.    We  belong  le 

whom  nothing  clui  belol^*    I  have  bven  mi^vinge^ 

Mp  iMH-tf  an  author  havisapalidil    I  have  serious 

wofk  bea  qualificalka  for  tiie  wcMUawsel    The 

cannot  foige^  or  fingite^  thai  Homdr  was  a  w^ 

a  dcM^slealer,  MiHon  m  rebeU    Our  vni^r 

i^^aioitiiiilltheslaftittej  PborflloiisUiad,  Bffi  dw 

Jladisat  Jhek  ham  beeft  Ikn  idbi  tsf  wr  gnfL 

lolnefioipivpeiijtryMkit^  ^Wi 


e 


m 


mn  ky  law— outlaws,  ttpilrnimligi'i 

lobbed,  libdled,  outraged 

UaUe»  for  such  offences,  to  aU  i 

adduce,  as  I  could  do,  a  long 

qrstem  which  seems  to  luiTe 

Misrule,"  and  sanctioned  by  the  **Mkm\ 

select,  as  Sterne  took  his  ca{idve» «  sbi^ 

the  parallel,  behold  him  in  a  prisoii !    Ha Isi 

there  during  the  monarch's  {^eaauve,  tof  i 

the  pillory,  and  to  be  amerced  besides  in  dMirl 

hundred  marks.    The  sufferer  of  tiua 

one  rather  deserving  of  a  trifde  crown,  mmmi 

and  as  an  example  of  that  rare 

does  not  feel  discharged  of  its  debts,  tboa|^.f 

oepted  a  composition,  till  it  has  paid  thani  M  t^^ 

o£fence — a  libel,  or  presumed  libd,  which. Ihhi^ 

verity  of  the  law ;   but  the.  i 

refuses  or  neglects  to  support  him  in  the] 

character  and  his  literary  rights.    His  jost 

by  public  slanderers,  and  his  honest, 

forestalled  by  pirates.    Of  one  of  his  | 

twelve  surreptitious  editions  are  printed^  aikl'4 

disposed  of  at  a  cheap  rate  in  the  streets  i 

ing  no  fiction,  though  of  c»ie  of  fiction's  gMatai 

captive  is — for  he  can  never  dio— that  capfiiii* 

Johnson's,  Blair's,  Marmontel's,  Lamb^  ( 

good  witnesses  to  character  these  t— every 

tain's,  America's,  Germany's,  France's, ' 

bia'4 ;  all  the  world's  Daioel  Db  Foit 

Since  the  age  of  the  author  of  Rnbinaaal 
doubtless  altered  in  complexion,  but  aot'te^ 
his  race.    It  no  longer  pillories  an  aotbcMr  wiriii 
taste,  or  like  poor  Daniel,  above  the  i 
ers  that  be,  because  it  no  longer  piBoiiea'ti 
imprisonment  and  the  fines  remain  U* 
book  ii,  in  legal  phrase,  the  wont  tid#^ 
perQr  is  the  lowest  in  the  market.    Itlpj 
only  so  many  yean'  purohasei  after  ^ 


aptSifit^ 


,«■:- 
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and  in  the  meantiine,  the  estate  being  notori. 
with  poachers,  is  as  remarkably  unprotected  by 
.ws.  An  author's  winged  thoughts,  though  laid,  hatched, 
^piid.  fed  within  his  own  domain,  are  less  his  property  than 
^liiid  of  passage  that  of  the  lord  of  the  manor,  on  whose 
t  may  happen  to  alight.  An  author  cannot  employ  an 
A  keeper  to  protect  hb  preserves ;  he  cannot  apply  to  a 
t-  to  arrest  the  animals  that  trespass  on  his  grounds ; — 
IS  cannot  even  call  in  a  common  constable  to  protect  his 
,m  the  King's  highway  I  I  have  had  thoughts  myself  of 
Ig  the  aid  of  a  policeman,  but  counsel,  learned  in  the 
liave  dissuaded  me  from  such  a  course ;  there  was  no 
HC  defending  myself  from  the  petty  thief  but  by  piddii^ 
m^  pocket  I  Thus  I  have  been  compelled  to  see  my  own 
^laUaohed  to  catchpenny  works,  none  of  mine,  hawjked 
[i  by  placard-men  in  the  street ;  I,  who  detest  the  puffing 
IP,  have  apparently  been  guilty  of  the  gross  forwardness 
luting  the  pavement  by  proxy  for  admirers,  like  the  dpg 
!  I  have  been  made,  nominally,  to  ply  at  stage-coaoh 
with  my  wares,  like  Isaac  Jacobs  with  his  cheap  pen* 
Jacob  Isaacs  with  his  cheap  pen?knives,  to  cut  them 
without  redress,  for,  whether  I  had  placed  myself 
hands  of  the  law,  or  taken  the  law  in  my  own  hands, 
jwmykin  in  a  bam  knows,  there  is  nothing  to  be  thrashed 
a  man  of  straw.  Now,  with  all  humility,  if  my  poor 
be  any  recommendation  of  a  book,  I  conceive  lam  en* 
1P  fQserve  it  for  my  own  benefit.  What  says  the  pio- 
|-H*  When  your  name  is  up  you  may  lie  abed ;"  but  what 
l^lliji.lawt— atleast,if  the  ownerof  the  name  be  an  an^ 
nlV^rliMit  any  one  may  steal  his  bed  horn  Under  him 
i|t|  that  is  to  say,  his  reputation,  and  the  revenue 
bring*  In  the  meantime,  6a  other  alnet  friaodi 
Iproeesa:  the  vender  ctf  a  ilashr;wateh,  or  a 
to/mH^  tboogli  he  appropriates  no  maker's  name,  Uk 
9«paii9Qii7  bgr  A  1,  carried  befot0B%«ndMHi^ 
M»if0dariyM«<ihildgoee  thtoi||h  ils^|hs>i^ 


PROSE  AXD  TERSR 


uiMtL  thus  dsuMr  robbed  J  of  hts  m-Diiej  mod  his  reputauc>Oi  i 
is  his  redr-Ess  but  hj  injUDCtioiij  or  action  again^  walking 
dows, — a  tmlj  homoBopalhic  remedy,  which  pretends  to  curet- 
a^gravating  the  disease.  I  hare  thus  shown  how  an  aaM 
may  be  robbed  ;  for  if  the  works  thus  offered  at  an  unusm 
low  price  be  genuine,  thej  must  have  been  dishoDestl?  i 
tained — the  brooms  were  stolen  ready  made ;  i^  on  tbe  ( 
trary,  they  be  counterfeit,  I  apprehend  there  will  be  little  I 
culty  in  showing  how  an  author  may  be  practically  lib 
with  equal  impunity.  For  anything  I  know,  the  Peripatt 
Philosophy  ascribed  to  me  by  the  above  itinerants,  might  be  I 
retical,  damnable,  libellous,  vicious,  or  obscene ;  whilst,  hi  s 
thing  they  knew  to  the  contrary,  the  purchasers  roust  have  \ 
me  responsible  for  the  contents  of  the  volumes  which 
abroad  so  very  publicly  under  my  name.  I  know,  indeed, 
parties  thus  deceived  have  expressed  their  regret  and  a^ti <> 
isfament  that  I  could  be  guilty  of  such  prose,  verse,  and  wc^^ 
as  they  had  met  with  under  my  signature.  I  believe  I  may  (M- 
the  well-known  Mr.  (reorge  Robins  as  a  purchaser  of  one  m, 
the  counterfeits ;  and  if  he,  perhaps,  eventually  knocked  m 
down  as  a  street-preacher  of  infidelity,  sedition,  or  immorality, (| 
was  neither  his  fault  nor  mine.  I  may  here  refer,  en  passant^ 
for  illustrations  are  plenty  as  blackberries — to  a  former  corres- 
pondence in  the  Athenaum,  in  which  I  had,  in  common  with  Mr. 
Poole  and  the  late  Mr.  Colman,  to  disclaim  any  connexion  with 
a  periodical  in  which  I  was  advertised  as  a  contributor.  There 
was  more  recently,  and  probably  still  is,  one  Marshall,  of  Hoi- 
bom  Bars,  who  publicly  claims  me  as  a  writer  in  his  pay,  with 
as  much  right  to  the  imprint  of  my  name,  as  a  print  collector 
has  to  the  engravings  in  another  man's  portfolio  ;  but  against  this 
man  I  have  taken  no  rash  steps,  otherwise  called  legal,  knowiiig 
that  I  might  as  well  appear  to  Martial  Law  versus  Marshall,  as 
to  any  other.  As  a  somewhat  whimsical  case,  I  may  add  the 
following : — Mr.  Chappell,  the  music- seller,  agreed  to  give  roe  a 
liberal  sum  for  the  use  of  any  ballad  I  might  publish  ;  and  an- 
other party,  well  known  in  the  same  line,  applied  to  me  for  a 
foimal  permission  to  publish  a  little  song  of  mine,  which  a  ladj 
had  done  me  \]he  Vm^ivoi  of  oeltLtig  to  an  original  melody.    Here 
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smed  to  be  a  natural  recognitioD  of  copyright,  and  the  nK)ral 

^nse  of  justice  standing  instead  of  law ;  but  in  the  meantime 

~      &reIgD  composer — ^I  forget  his  name,  but  it  was  set  in  G     ■  , 

>ok  a  fancy  to  some  of  my  verses,  and  without  the  semiquaver 

r   a    right,  or  the  demisemiquaver  of  an   apology,  converted 

a^m  to  his  own  use.     I  remonstrated,  of  course ;  and  the  re- 

ly,    based  on  the  assurance   of  impunity,  not  only  admitted 

lie  fact,  but  informed  me  that  Monsieur,  not  finding  my  lines 

_  -^xee  with  his  score,  had  taken  the  liberty  of  altering  them  at 

If^y  risk.     Now,  I  would  confidently  appeal  to  the  highest  poets 

^  jK^    the    land,  whether  they  do    not  feel  it  quite  responsibility 

^ciough  to  be  accountable    for   their  own   lays  in  the  mother 

3  tongue;  but  to  be  answerable  also   for   the  attempts  in  Eng- 

^^-i^ii  verse  by  a  foreigner — and,  above   all,  a   Frenchman — is 

^c^^ally  too  much  of  a  bad  thing ! 

Would  it  be  too  much  to  request  of  the  learned  Serjeant  who 

H^is  undertaken  our  cause,  that  he  would  lay  these  cases  before 

^    ^«rliament?     Noble    Lords  and  Honorable  Gentlemen   come 

•i^Dwn  to  their  respective  Houses,  in  a  fever  of  nervous  excite- 

^  *^^ent,  and  shout  of  "  Privilege !  Breach  of  Privilege !"  because 

-  •-l^ir  speeches  have  been  erroneously  reported,  or  their  meaning 
.  ^^rbled  in  perhaps  a  single  sentence  ;  but  how  would  they  relish 

.     "^Ci  see  whole  speeches, — nay,  pamphlets, — they  had  never  uttered 

-  ^>T  written,  paraded,  with  their  names,  styles,  and  titles  at  full 
^^ngth,  by  those  placarding  walkers,  who,  like  fathers  of  lies,  or 
^^ther  mothers  of  them,  carry  one  staring  falsehood  pickaback, 
^nd  another  at  the  bosom  ?    How  would  those  gentlemen  like  to 
^ee  extempore  versions  of  their  orations  done  into  English  by  a 
Native  of  Paris,  and  published,  as  the  pig  ran,  down  all  sorts  of 
streets  ?  Yet  to  similar  nuisances  are  authors  exposed  without 
^ulequate  means  of  abating  them.     It  is  often  better,  I  have  been 
lold,  to  abandon  one's  rights  than  to  defend  them  at  law, — a  sen- 
tence that  will  bear  a  particular  application  to  literary  grievan- 
ces.    For  instance,  the  law  would  have  something  to  say  to  a 

i  man  who  claimed  his  neighbor's  umbrella  as  his  own  parasol, 

I  "because  he  had  cut  off  a  bit  round  the  rim :  yet,  by  something  of 

I  a  similar  process,  the  better  part  of  a  book  may  be  appropriated— 

j  and  this  is  so  civil  an  offence,  that  any  satisfaction  at  law  is  only 


>^:  ^  . 


to  Ifi  oliUiiied  bgr  s  very  ocmII|^i 

Mren  a^pii^tioal  work,  wUciir^f4mH 

«^l9ir--disuigeiiuoufllyitigeiiQ 

the  pkin  title  of  "  The  Thiel^''  | 

the  Iftw,  to  steal  all  its  iiMttttiales  Jbw| 

not ;  but  as  it  was  a  literary  tUei^  I  wteUiiir] 

law  was  not  its  finisher. 

Tnese  piracies  are  naturaUy  BKMt  Jiijs 
whose  works  are  of  a  fugitive  nature,  nxt  oaA 
interest;  butthereare  writers  of  a  more  sdUi 
order  of  mind,  or  nobler  ambition,  who  4eBBla^^ 
production  of  works  of  permanent  value  and  jatiUqt^ 
often  creep  but  slowly  into  oircidation  md 
become  classics  for  ever.  And  what 
does  the  law  hold  forth  to  such  oontribiMoiB  t*>Mf  ij 
National  Literatuie  ?  Why,  that  after  a  oeKlMAil«gfrii^||| 
coinciding  probably  with  the  term  Tn(inl«itfi  tin  sifiiljji4ipj 
ling  character  of  the  work,  or,  at  least,  to  >Pidtai«|.|k|^ 
recognition — ^then,  aye,  just  then,  when  the  lil<m|jjlji|| 
realized,  when  it  becomes  TTTrhnngmiiHiT,  «Clillrt--tllfjjf 
metab  which  are  considered  by  some  poUt|Qa)<|i|JAi|i||^ 
cal  economists  as  the  standard  of  vld^e  tlwi^ Jjil^^r 
then  all  right  or  interest  in  the  book  shall  < 
and  by  some  strange  process,  akin  to  the^ndl^-t 
revive  in  the  great  body  of  the  bodkseUen*  ft  fill  Isiiy 
curious  question.  After  the  copyright,  has  i0lJ|p||Ap| 
that  some  speculative  publisher,  himself  >,  afi ;  '  ^ 
should  think  fit  to  abridge  or  expand  the  auilia^i 
uate  or  aggravate  hb  argum^its — ^French  ] 
sonize  his  phraseology — or  even,  like  WJBi^9i4 
kb  own  <'  bit  of  nonsense  under  hb  BoiiOiKVi 
any  legal  provision  extant  to  which  the 
appeal  for  redress  of  such  an  outrage  on  id]^  t 
reputation,?  I  suspect  there  b  none  ] 
another  singular  result  from  thb  state  of  ^1 
leave  to  illustrate  by  my  own  case.  If  {  niXi 
a  merit,  it  b  that,  whatever  my  fitults,  I  bfSf^ 
writer.    In  a  species  of  composition,  idi^^j 
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\  into  a  bogy  a  glimmer  of  the  Indioimis  it  iqpt  to  lead 
into  an  indclioaoyy  I  feel  some  honest  jnide  in  lemett- 
I  that  the  reproaoh  of  impurity  has  never  been  oast  upon 
my  judges.    It  has  not  been  my  delight  to  ezhiUt  the 
,  as  it  has  tenderly  been  called,  <<  high-kated.''  I  have  had 
Rtifieation,  therefore,  of  seeing  my  little  volumes  placed  in 
I  of  boys  and  girls ;  and  as  I  have  children  of  my  own, 
i*  hope,  survive  me,  I  have  the  inexpressible  oomfinrt  of  think- 
hereafter  they  will  be  able  to  cast  their  eyes  over  the 
I  inscribed  with  my  name,  without  a  burning  Uush  on  their 
cheeks  to  reflect  that  the  author  was  their  ftther.    80 
srs  Hope,  with  the  dulcet  voice  and  the  goldoi  hair;  but 
thunders  Law,  of  the  iron  tone  and  the  frizzled  wijgf 
as  thy  Muse  may  be  now — a  deHeaU  Ariel— she  shall 
ent  and  indelicate  hereafter !  She  shall  daai  with  the 
I  and  the  fowls  obscene !  The  slow  reward  of  thy  virtue  shall 
as  the  prompt  punishment  of  vice.    Thy  copyright 
depart  from  thee— it  shall  be  everybody's  and  anybody's^ 
^*.no  man  shall  call  it  his  own !' " 

t^ly»  if  such  be  the  proper  rule  of  copyright,  for  the  sake 
two  very  old  copywriters  should  be  altered  to 
^  and  run  thus  i—**  Virtue  is  its  own  ptmMmmU.*^—^  Age 

I  disrespect  r 
return  to  the  author,  whose  fame  is  slow  and  sure— to  be 
\  reward, — should  he  be  dependent,  as  is  often  the  case,  on 
;  and  white  bread  of  literature— ehould  it  be  thtproAsk 
'  whieh  he  lives,  it  is  evident  that  under  such  a  system  he 
iht%f  run  into  debt,  or  starve.    And  many  have  been  beg- 
have  got  into  debt;  it  is  hardly  posdlble  to  call  up 
lof  aliterary  hero,  without  the  apparitkm  of  a  catohpole 
i^elboWf  for,  like  Jack  the  Giant-killer,  our  elder  woriUs% 
(Ind  the  Cap  of  Knowledge,  found  it  equally  oonvenisal  to 
ay  invisiU^  as  weU  as  ID  possess  the  Shoes  of  Swifts 
thave  starved!  Ooold  the <' mwHipas Osad ** 
IM^per  of  the  Liiefaqr  Fuidb  a«l 
i  tha  taU%  Sha  ibi  jseasidlsliil  nh>iBi 


'^■ll^^^py  -W<a[^'-«<:<  ipSB^^^^^^^' 
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leave  the  show  to  the  imagination  of  the  reader.  I  douht  whe) 
the  Illustrious  Living  would  make  a  much  brighter  muster, 
posing  a  general  summons,  how  many  day- rules — ^bow 
incognitos  from  abroad — how  many  visits  to  Monmouth  Stre^ 
would  be  necessary  to  enable  the  members  to  put  in  an  appetii 
ance !  I  fear,  heaven  forgive  me !  some  of  our  nobles  even  woolA- 
show  only  Three  Golden  Balls  in  their  coronets !  If  we  do  dqI 
actually  starve  or  die  by  poison  in  this  century,  it  is,  perhaps, 
owing  partly  to  the  foundation  of  the  Literary  Fund,  and  partly 
to  the  invention  of  the  Stomach  Pump ;  but  the  truly  abject  state 
of  Literature  may  be  gathered  from  the  fact,  that,  with  a  more 
accurate  sense  of  the  destitution  of  the  Professors,  than  of  the 
dignity  of  the  Profession,  a  proposal  has  lately  been  brought  for- 
ward for  the  erection  of  alms-houses  for  paupers  of  <<  learning 
and  genius,"  who  have  fallen  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,  under 
the  specious  name  of  Literary  Retreats,  or,  as  a  military  man 
would  technically  and  justly  read  such  a  record  of  our  failures^ 
Literary  Defeats.  Nor  is  this  the  climax:  the  proposal  namer 
half  a  dozen  of  these  humble  abodes  to  "  make  a  beginning  ^' 
with — a  mere  brick  of  the  building — as  if  the  projector,  in  hii 
mind's  eye,  saw  a  whole  Mile  End  Road  of  one-storied  tenementi 
in  the  shell,  stretching  from  Number  Six — and  '<  to  be  continued !" 

Visions  of  paupers,  spare  my  aching  sight. 
Ye  unbuilt  houses,  crowd  not  on  my  soul ! 

I  do  hope,  before  we  are  put  into  yellow-leather  very  small* 
clothes,  muffin-caps,  green-baize  coats  and  badges, — and  made 
St.  Minerva's  charity-boys  at  once, — for  that  must  be  the  firat 
step, — that  the  Legislature  will  interfere,  and  endeavor  to  pro. 
vide  better  for  our  sere  and  yellow  leaves,  by  protecting  our 
black  and  white  ones.  Let  the  law  secure  to  us  a  fair  chance  of 
getting  our  own,  and  perhaps,  with  proper  industry,  we  may  be 
able — who  knows? — ^to  build  little  snuggeries  for  ourselves. 
Under  the  present  system,  the  chances  are  decidedly  against  a 
literary  man's  even  laying  a  good  foundation  of  French  bricka. 
To  further  illustrate  the  nature  of  a  copyright,  we  will  suppose 
that  an  author  retains  it,  or  publishes,  as  it  is  called,  on  his  owa 
acoouBl.    He  V\\\  \!i[i«ii  \\V9«  \o  divide  annongst  the  trade,  in  thi 
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#f  feMuninfciDy  alkwuices,  dM.|  from  40  lo  46  per  oent  of 
iiP  jpsocaeds,  leaTingthe  StatbneryPiinteriffiiider,  Adfer- 
.-IMid  all  other  expenaes  to  be  paid  oat  of  the  leroainder. 
^fim  ariee  two  important  eontingeiioiea.  let.  In  order  tfmt 
ilher  may  know  the  true  number  of  the  impression,  and, 
loeetlyy  the  oorrect  amoont  of  the  sale,  it  is  neoessary  that 
Misher  should  be  honest.  9dly.  For  the  author  to  duly 
m  Me  profits,  his  publi^er  must  be  solvent.  I  intend  no 
|)eet  to  the  trade  in  general  by  naming  these  oonditionir; 
am  bound  to  mention  them,  as  risks  adding  to  the  insecurity 
i|HE<epeity :  as  two  hurdles  wliich  the  rider  of  Pegasus  may 
le  olear  in  his  oourse  to  be  a  winner.  If  I  felt  inelined  to 
I  ^  the  trade,  it  would  be  to  censure  those  dishonest  mem^ 
•f  it,  who  set  aside  a  principle  in  which  "die  interests  of 
m  and  booksellers  are  identioaW-^e  inviolaMity  of  copyw 
ul  need  not  point  out  the  notorious  ezamplee  of  (Hrect  piracy 
ipe,  which  have  made  the  foreign  offences  comparatiTely 
{L(  ner  yel  thoee  more  oblique  plagiarisms,  and  close  paro^ 
irWohare  alike  hurtfiil  in  their  degree.  Of  the  evil  of  these 
i^ffaeUoeel  ftar  our  bil^opoles  are  not  suftciently  aware ; 
lit  man  desenres  to  haFe  his  head  published  in  ibolscap,  who 
ael  aee  that  whatCTcr  temporary  adrantages  a  system  of 
Y  may  hold  out,  the  consequent  swampmgof  Literature  will 
Ibous  to  the  trade,  till  eventually  it  may  dwindle  down  to 
.wd-Twenty  Booksellers  all  in  a  Row,— and  all  in  ^  the 
mk  littB»''  pushing  off  baok-steok  and  bartering  remainders. 
&{in|r  Isittar  Is  exceeding  all  reasonable  letq^th,  and  I  will 
l»  friMKt  else  I  have  to  say  tfll  neatt  pest. 

i 

,Ai '^  _^ 

Iif».         ,  LBTTEB  II. 


>^Jb^  imas^  fa*ip%  eiliMffiMl^4l4alf«liii  ill^ 
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psolBd  of  qaodBg  from 

BftbeUk  in  Yidiould  of  the  1 

cai«ag«o0tang»— or  a  tample  byi 

Sagot  of  LapaU.    I  haTo  piov«d  Ikalql 

almost  be  defined,  reversing  the  ooi 

thing  of  use  to  everybody  but  the  ewads^'^ 

noQs  possession  I  have  shown  hoarvdiefj 

if  a  work  be  of  temporary  interest  lt*al|ait^ 

any  Bookaneer  to  avail  himseif  of  its  pagee  iM^ 

with  impunity.    2dly.  That  when  time  i 

of  permanent  value,  the  oopyrigfal  shatt 

nobody.    I  may  'now  add,— as  tf  to  <*  hud^  Jsill 

that  the  mere  registry  of  a  work,  to  eattdallv^ 

protection,  incurs  a  fee  of  eleven  oopiee'4n  f«l«4^ 

pen,  some  hundreds  of  pounds!    Thsn  la  ] 

<<  aye,  such  protection  as  vultures  give  to 

sUmoed  how  he  is  resp(»isible  for  aU  he ' 

libel  and  so  forth,  to  fines  and  i 

by  proxy— and  how  he  may  praotiiDidljr  be  i 

out  redress.    I  have  evidenced  hoir  die  lan^,  t 

brass-plate  on  the  door,  will  wink  at  the  i 

a  brazen  pirate;  howbrnt  the  author,  htmlfi 

himself  by  a  forgery,  might  be  transported  befoiti 

set  forth  how,  though  he  may  not  odimiit  aiqr  1 

lege,  he  may  have  his  own  words  garfalsd^ ! 

mogrified,  garnished,  taken  in  or  let  oat»  Ukiaei^i 

dyed  and  altered.    I  have  proved,  in  shoity^ 

position,  that  in  the  evil  eye  of  the  law,  '^wahifitl 

ter  to  lose  nor  property  to  protect,"— that  thme  it^^l 

the  rich  and  another  for  the  poor"  (alias  as 

weights  and  scales  which  Justioe  uses  fai  Uteimiy  1 

to  be  broken  before  her  face  by  die  petty  jviy. 

And  now  let  me  ask,  is  thb  forfemi 
degradingly  appreciated,  its  products  1 
the  proper  condition  of  literature  t    Thai 
boasted  of  as  a  part  of  the  British  t 
be  supposed  that,  in  de&ult  of  a 
XaoUavel  had  devised  a  sly  undetpkl 


bcn 
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-an  occult  conspiracy  to  present  "  men  of  learning  and 
I  the  world's  eye  in  the  pitiful  plight  of  poor  devils, 
^  mumpers,  paupers,  vagrants,  loose  fish,  jobbers, 
seedy  ones,  nobodies,  ne'er-do-weels,  shy  coves,  strol- 
ares,  wretches,  objects,  small  debtors,  borrowers,  de- 
lackpennies,  half-sirs,  clapper-dudgeons,  scamps,  in- 
launderers,  blue-gowns,  bedesmen,  scarecrows,  fellows 
n,  sneaks,  scrubs,  shabbies,  rascal  deer  of  the  herd, 
wi'  letter'd  braw  brass  collars  " — ^but  poor  dogs  for  all 
ir  family  tree  is  ancient  enough,  for  it  is  coeval  with 
1 ;  and  Mythology,  the  original  Herald's  College,  has 
s  a  glorious  blazonry.  But  would  not  one  believe  that 
iring  Mephistopeles,  willing  to  pull  down  "  God  Al- 
;entlemen,"  had  sought  to  supply  the  images  of  their 
(rith  a  scurvier  gloss ;  e.  g.  a  Lady  Patroness  with  au 
gives  more  stones  than  bread  :  a  Patron  who  dispenses 
Q  lieu  of  coal  and  candle :  nine  elderly  spinsters,  who 
ir  married  for  want  of  fortune :  a  horse  with  wingSy 
^  oats  he  may  fly  af\er  the  chaff  that  is  driven  before 
a  forked  mount,  and  no  knife  to  it :  a  lot  of  bay- 
id  no  custards :  a  spring  of  Adam's  ale !  In  fact,  all 
ng  jests  and  taunts  at  authors  and  authorship,  have 
t  in  poverty :  such  as  Grub-street — first  floors  down 
ey — sixpenny  ordinaries — second  hand  suits — shabby 
les  at  the  elbow — and  true  as  epaulette  to  the  shoulder 
)f  the  bumbailiflT! 

mately,  as  if  to  countenance  such  a  plot  as  I  have  hy- 
ty  assumed  above,  there  is  a  marked  disproportion,  as 
with  other  professions,  in  the  number  of  literary  men 
elected  for  public  honors  and  employments.  So  far  in- 
their  having,  as  a  body,  any  voice  in  the  senate,  they 
jely  a  vote  at  the  hustings ;  for  the  system  under  which 
r  is  hardly  adapted  to  make  them  forty- shilling  free- 
luch  less  to  enable  them  to  qualify  for  seats  in  the 
A  jealous-minded  person  might  take  occasion  to  say, 
waa  but  a  covert  mode  of  effecting  the  exclusion  of 
n  the  gods  have  made  poetical,  and  whose  voices  might 
re  melodious  and  quite  as  pregnant  with  meatim^  ^.% 
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many  a  vox  ei  prcUerea  nihil  that  is  lifted  up  to  Mr.  Speaker 
literary  man,  indeed, — Sheridan, — is  affirmed  by  Lord  Byrool 
have  delivered  the  best  speech  that  was  ever  listened  to  in  F 
liament, — and  it  would  even  add  force  to  the  insinuation  i 
rotten  boroughs,  averred  to  be  the  only  gaps  by  which 
merely  rich  in  learning  and  genius  could  creep  into  the  < 
mons,  have  been  recently  stopped  up.     Of  course  such  a 
cannot  be  entertained ;  but  in  the  meantime  the  effect  is  i 
same,  and  whilst  an  apparent  slight  is  cast  upon  literature,  1 
senate  has  probably  been  deprived  of  the  musical  wisdom  i 
many  wonderful  Talking  Birds,  through  the  want  of  the  Gold 
Waters.     For  instance,  it  might  not  only  be  profitable  to  he 
such  a  man  as  Southey,  who  has  both  read  history  and  writteilF 
history,  speak  to  the  matter  in  hand,  when  the  affitirs  of  nationil^ 
are  discussed,  and  the  beacon  lights  of  the  past  may  be  made  toi'^ 
reflect  a  guiding  ray  into  the  London-like  fogs  of  the  future.    I 
am  quite  aware  that  literary  genius  j^er  «e  is  not  reckoned  a  suffi-  ^ 
cient  qualification  for  a  legislator : — perhaps  not — but  why  b  not  ^ 
a  poet  as  competent  to  discuss  questions  concerning  the  publk 
welfare,  the  national  honor,  the  maintenance  of  noorals  and  re- 
ligion, or  the  education  of  the  people,  as  a  gentleman,  without  a 
touch  of  poetry  about  him,  who  had  been  schooling  his  intellects 
for  the  evening's  debate  by  a  course  of  morning  whist  ?    Into 
some  of  these  honorary  memberships,  so  to  speak,  a  few  distin- 
guished men  of  letters  might  be  safely  frankcKl — and  if  they  did 
not  exactly  turn  up  trumps — I  mean  as  statesmen, — they  would 
serve  to  do  away  with  an  awkward  impression  that  literature, 
which  as  a  sort  of  Natural  religion  is  the  best  ally  of  the  Re- 
vealed one,  has  been  kindly  denied  any  share  in  that  afiectionate 
relationship  which  obtains  between  Church  and  State.     As  for 
the  Upper  House,  I  will  not  presume  to  say  whether  the  dignity 
of  that  illustrious  assembly  would  have  been  impaired  or  other- 
wise by  the  presence  of  a  Baron  with  the  motto  of  Poeta  nasciiur, 
non  fit;  supposing  Literature  to  have  taken  a  seat  In  the  person 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott  beside  the  Lords  of  law  and  war.     It  is  not 
for  me  to  decide  whether  the  brain-bewitching  art  be  worthy 
of  such  high  distinction  as  the  brain-bewildering  art,  or  that 
other  one  de8cn\>ed  \y^  «i  btiiA^  V^Tci»elC  «.  Peer ;  but  in  the  ab- 
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^:«ice  of  such  creations  it  seems  a  peculiar  hardship  that  men 
^    letters  should  not  have  been  selected  for  distinctions;  the 
^Slue  Ribbon  of  Literature  "  for  instance,  most  legitimately 
^ife«eir  due.     Finally,  as  if  to  aggravate  these  neglects,  literary 
s^^n  have  not  been  consoled,  as  is  usual,  for  the  loss  of  more 
^-^^  gratifications  by  a  share  in  what  Justice  Greedy  would  call 
^     the  substantials,  Sir  Giles,  the  substantials."    They  have  been 
eated  as  if  they  were  unworthy  of  public  employments,  at  least 
ith  two  exceptions — Burns,  who  held  a  post  very  much  under 
^^ISovernment,  and  Wordsworth,  who  shares  the  reproach  of  "  the 
^^^^saves  and  fishes "  for  penny  rolls  and  sprats.     The  want  of 
fcsMusiness-like  habits,  it  is  true,  has  been  alleged  against  the  fra- 
^-«mity  ;  but  even  granting  such  deficiency,  might  not  the  most 
^iractical  Idlers,  Loungers  and  Ramblers  of  them  all  fill  their 
^^osts  quite  as  efficiently  as  those  personages  who  are  paid  for 
^saving  nothing  to  do,  and  never  neglect  their  duty  ?     Not  that  I 
^m  an  admirer  of  sinecures,  except  in  the  Irishman's  accepta- 
^on  of  the  word  ;*  but  may  not  such  bonuses  to  gentlemen  who 
nrrite  as  little  as  they  well  can,  viz.,  their  names  to  the  receipts, 
appear  a  little  like  a  wish  to  discountenance  those  other  gentle- 
men who  write  as  much  as  they  well  can,  and  are  at  the  expense 
of  printing  it  besides  ? 

I  had  better  here  enter  a  little  protest  against  these  remarks 
being  mistaken  for  the  splenetic  and  wrathful  ebullitions  of  a 
morbid  or  addled  egotism.  I  have  not ''  deviated  into  the  gloomy 
vanity  of  drawing  from  self;"  I  charge  the  State,  it  is  true, 
with  backing  literature  as  the  champion  backed  Cato— that  is  to 
say,  tail  foremost — but  I  am  far  from  therefore  considering  my- 
self as  an  overlooked,  underkept,  wet-blanketed,  hid-under-a- 
bushel,  or  lapped-in-a-napkin  individual.  I  have  never,  to  my 
knowledge,  displayed  any  remarkable  aptitude  for  business,  any 
decided  predilection  for  politics,  or  unusual  mastery  in  political 
economy — any  striking  talent  at  "  a  multiplicity  of  talk," — and 

*  One  Patrick  Maguire.  He  had  been  appointed  to  a  situation  the  re- 
verse of  a  place  of  all  work ;  and  his  friends,  who  called  to  congratulate 
him,  were  very  much  astonished  to  see  his  face  lengthen  on  receipt  of  the 
newe.  "  A  sinecure  is  it  !*'  exclaimed  Pat  **  The  divil  thank  them  for  that 
same.  Sure  I  know  what  a  sinecure  is.  It's  a  place  where  there's  nothing 
to  do,  and  ihey  pay  ye  by  the  piece," 


wMmI^  I  am  a  >8f7  iodiieiem  4 
VHm  Mtib  Doddington, 

a  pablie  figure — ^I  had  iM « 
%iire  I  was  reaoWed  to  make."  Ni|^:i 
I  am  not  anxious  to  see  literaiy  mail  ^| 
was  meant  for  mankind,"  or  hangifig  Wbb  j 
of  die  revenue/'  or  even  engiossuig  wmidag^4 
gaoger-shipsy  to  the  exclusion  of  humbter  j 
Dogberry,  have  the  natural  gifts  of  ; 
nothing  else.  Neither  am  I  eager  to  oldto  1 
distinctions,  titles  and  deooratk)iis,  the  dUgnHy  of  ^riMilli 
a  certain  affluence  of  income  for  itssuppoiU  Jk  fc>'|ii 
deed,  domestic  or  foreign,  conferred  thiov^  s  baaihfil 
not  ungracefully  on  an  author,  at  the  same  tiatet  AMi 
to  support  his  slender  revenue;  but  there  woiM  Ip^g^ 
too  ludicrous  even  for  my  humor,  in  a  stab-HHiiriiii^ 
Garter— and  no  stocking;  a  coronet — and  no  nigHiWI||j 
lai^^nd  no  shirt !  Besides,  the  creatures  hava^  lflB|4| 
worm  and  the  firefly  (but  at  the  head  instead  rf  dM^Wiyi 
of  splendor  of  their  own,  which  makes  them  leas  iaa#ri 
adventitious  lustre.  If  I  have  dwelt  on  the  deank  i 
patronage,  public  employments,  honora  and  emninmeail 
principally  to  correct  a  Vulgar  Error,  sal  aoiieeit  by  flU  ^ 
Browne ;  namely,  that  poets  and  thw  kind  Me  ^jiaf^ 
the  sun's  eye,"---the  world's  favorite  and  pet  eUklliBri  i 
they  are  in  reality  its  snubbed  ones.  It  wsntn  shiiar  ttal 
ture,  neglected  by  the  government,  and  nnprtilaetitf^iy^ 
was  placed  in  a  false  position ;  whereby  its  piol^aio^ 
such  anomalous  phenomena  as  high  priests  of  iaiifliiN||i 
out  a  surplus ;  enlarged  minds  in  the  Kii^a  nistfrit[|jilM|| 
ten  obliged  to  be  abroad ;  great  scholata  witlMI^%4l| 
fork  and  spoon ;  master  minds  at  joum^rwoflt  f ^Ni|ii||^ 
trates  greatly  unpaid ;  immortals  iHthout  a  Hv 
the  human  heart  breaking  their  own;  no^;^.; 
grudged  Uieir  mite;  great  wits  jumping  late 
naments  to  their  country  put  on  the  shctf ;  ; 
nius  under  a  cloud;  eminent  pens  41^ 
Ughts  of  the  age  with  a  thief  in  them ;  im^Av^ 
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3  ink  almost  blushes  from  ^  black  to  red  whilst  marking  such 
asociations  of  the  divine  ore  with  the  earthly — but,  methinks, 
_■  the  metal  of  one  of  the  scales  in  which  we  are  weighed  and 
"^md  wanting.  Poverty  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe,  and  its 
p^roach.     There  is,  for  instance,  a  well-known  taunt  against 

humble  class  of  men,  who  live  by  their  pens,  which,  girding 
:at  at  the  quality  of  their  work,  but  the  rate  of  its  remunera. 
ran,  twits  them  as  penny-a-liners !  Can  the  world  be  aware  of 
^le  range  of  the  shaft  ?  What  pray,  was  glorious  John  Milton, 
^n  whom  rested  an  afler-glow  of  the  holy  inspiration  of  the 
^cred  writers,  like  the  twilight  bequeathed  by  a  mid-summer  sun  ? 
^hy  he  was,  as  you  may  reckon  any  time  in  his  divine  Para- 
Bse  Lost,  not  even  a  ha'penny-a-liner !  We  have  no  proof  that 
^akspeare,  the  high  priest  of  humanity,  was  even  a  farthing-a- 
^^ler,  and  we  know  that  Homer  not  only  sold  his  lines  **  gratis 
*  nothing,"  but  gave  credit  to  all  eternity !  If  I  wrong  the 
^orld  I  beg  pardon — ^but  I  really  believe  it  invented  the  phrase 
'^  the  republic  of  letters,  to  insinuate  that  taking  the  whole  lot 
•"i*  authors  together,  they  have  not  got  a  sovereign  amongst  them ! 

I  have  now  reduced  Literature,  as  an  arithmetician  would 
feay,  to  its  lowest  terms.     I  have  shown  her  like  Misery, — 

For  Misery  is  trodden  on  by  many, 
And,  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any, — 

Burly  ragged,  beggar'd,  and  down  in  the  dust,  having  been 
lobbed  of  her  last  farthing  by  a  pickpocket  (that's  a  pirate). 
There  she  sits,  like  Dlggou  Davie — "  Her  was  her  while  it  was 
Jay  light,  but  now  her  is  a  most  wretched  wight,"  or  rather  like 
I  crazy  Kate ;  a  laughing-stock  for  the  mob  (that's  the  world), 
inprotected  by  the  constable  (that's  the  law),  threatened  by  the 
t)eadle  (that's  the  law  too),  repulsed  from  the  workhouse  by  the 
)verseer  (that's  the  government),  and  denied  any  claim  on  the 
parish  funds.  Agricultural  distress  is  a  fool  to  it!  One  of  those 
X)unterfeit  cranks,  to  quote  from  "  The  English  Rogue,"  "  such 
IS  pretend  to  have  the  falling  sickness,  and  by  putting  a  piece 
)f  white  soap  into  the  comer  of  their  mouths  will  make  the  froth 
»me  boiling  forth,  to  cause  pity  in  the  beholders." 


fiO  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 

If  we  inquire  into  the  causes  of  this  dcpressiau,  some  muM  i 
doubtedly  be  laid  at  the  doors  of  literary  men  themselves;  I 
perhaps  the  greater  proportion  may  be  traced  to  the  warn  of  I 
definite  ideas  amongst  people  in  o-eneraL  nn  tli'>  f  JlQ^vm^ 
ticulars : — 1.  How  an  author  writes.  2.  Why  an  author  writdF 
3.  What  an  author  writes.  And  firstly,  as  to  how  he  writo^ 
upon  which  head  there  is  a  wonderful  diversity  of  opinions ;  o^ 
thinks  that  writing  is  "  as  easy  as  lying,"  and  pictures  the  au- 
thor sitting  carefully  at  his  desk  "  with  his  glove  on,"  like  St* 
Roger  de  Coverley's  poetical  ancestor.  A  second  holds  tint 
"  the  easiest  reading  is  d — d  hard  writing,"  and  imagines  Tline 
himself  beating  his  brains  over  an  extempore.  A  third  beliefe* 
in  inspiration,  i.  e.,  that  metaphors,  quotations,  classical  allusiooa, 
historical  illustrations,  and  even  dramatic  plots — all  come  to  ths 
waking  author  by  intuition ;  whilst  ready-made  poems,  lik» 
Coleridge's  Kubla  Khan,  are  dictated  to  him  in  his  sleep.  Of 
course  the  estimate  of  his  desert  will  rise  or  fall  according  to  the 
degree  of  learned  labor  attributed  to  the  composition :  he  who 
sees  in  his  mind's  eye  a  genius  of  the  lamp,  consuming  galloos 
on  gallons  of  midnight  oil — will  assign  a  rate  of  reward,  regu- 
lated probably  by  the  success  of  the  Hull  whalers ;  whilst  the 
believer  in  inspiration  will  doubtless  conceive  that  the  author 
ought  to  be  fed  as  well  as  prompted  by  miracle,  and  accordingly 
bid  him  look  up,  like  the  apostle  on  the  old  Dutch  tiles,  for  a 
bullock  coming  down  from  heaven  in  a  bundle.  2dly.  PF^yan 
author  writes ;  and  there  is  as  wide  a  patchwork  of  opinions  on 
this  head  as  on  the  former.  Some  think  that  he  writes  for  the 
present — others,  that  he  writes  for  posterity — and  a  few,  that  he 
writes  for  antiquity.  One  believes  that  he  writes  for  the  benefit 
of  the  world  in  general — his  own  excepted — which  is  the  opim'on 
of  the  law.  A  second  conceives  that  he  writes  for  the  benefit  of 
booksellers  in  particular — and  this  is  the  trade's  opinion.  A 
third  takes  it  for  granted  that  he  writes  for  nobody's  benefit  but 
his  own — which  is  the  opinion  of  the  green- room.  He  is  sup- 
posed to  write  for  fame — for  money — for  amusement — for  politi- 
cal ends — and,  by  certain  schoolmasters,  "  to  improve  his  mind." 
Need  it  be  wondered  at,  that  in  this  uncertainty  as  to  his  mo- 
tives, the  woiVd  aorcv^vvove^  ^^iN^t^Vj  ^h^  Kim  anything  but 
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he  thing  he  wants.     Thus  the  rich  author,  who*  yearns  for  fame, 
fists  a  pension ;  the  poor  one,  who  hungers  for  bread,  receives  a 
LJploma  from  Aberdeen  ;  the  writer  for  amusement  has  the  plea- 
^re  of  a  mohawking  review  in  a  periodical ;  and  the  gentleman 
K3  search  of  a  place  has  an  offer  from  a  sentimental  milliner ! 
^^lly.    What  an  author  writes.    The  world  is  so  much  of  a 
I^hampollion,  that  it  can  understand  hieroglyphics,  if  nothing 
^Ise ;  it  can  comprehend  outward  visible  signs,  and  grapple  with 
^-  tangible  emblem.     It  knows  that  a  man  on  a  table  stands  for 
;^Mitriotism,  a  man  in  the  pulpit  for  religion,  and  so  on,  but  it  is  a 
^ttle  obtuse  as  to  what  it  reads  in  King  Cadmus's  types.     A 
taook  hangs  out  no  sign.     Thus  persons  will  go  through  a  chap. 
t^r,  enforcing  some  principal  duty  of  man  towards  his  Maker  or 
kiis  neighbor,  without  discovering  that,  in  all  but  the  name,  they 
^uive  been  reading  a  sermon.     A  solid  mahogany  pulpit  is  want- 
^^ag  to  such  a  perception.     They  will  con  over  an  essay,  glowing 
"%ith  the  most  ardent  love  of  liberty,  instinct  with  the  noblest 
jMitriotism,  and  replete  with  the  soundest  maxims  of  polity,  with<> 
^ut  the  remotest  notion  that,  except  its  being  delivered  upon  pa* 
per  instead  of  viva  voce,  they  have  been  attending  to  a  speech. 
As  for  dreaming  of  the  author  as  a  being  who  could  sit  in  Par- 
liament, and  uphold  the  same  sentiments,  they  would  as  soon 
think  of  chairing  an  abstract  idea.     They  must  see  a  bond  Jide 
wagon,  with  its  true  blue  orange  or  green  flag,  to  arrive  at  such 
a  conclusion.     The  material  keeps  the  upperhand.     Hence  the 
sight  of  a  substantial  Vicar  may  suggest  the  necessity  of  a  par- 
sonage and  a  glebe ;  but  the  author  is,  according  to  the  proverb, 
"  out  of  sight,  out  of  mind '' — a  spirituality  not  to  be  associated 
with  such  tangible  temporalities  as  bread  and  cheese.     He  is 
condemned  par  conlumace,  to  dine,  itte'd-Uie,  with  the  Barme- 
cide or  Duke  Humphrey,  whilst,  for  want  of  a  visible  hustings, 
or  velvet  cushion,  the  small  still  voice  of  his  pages  is  never  con- 
ceived of  as  coming  from  a  patriot,  a  statesman,  a  priest,  or  a 
prophet.     As  a  case  in  point :  there  is  a  short  poem  by  Southey, 
called  the  "  Battle  of  Blenheim,"  which  from  the  text  of  some 
poor  fellow's  skull  who  fell  in  the  great  victory — 

For  many  a  thousand  bodies  there 
Lajr  rottJDg  in  the  sun — 


lftk«i  ^ooMiOQ  ttf  ask  what  th^  1 

good  oune  of  it  in  the  end  t    Tliiwi>ilwi^ 

tho  yeiy  enenoe  of  a  primarj  r 

taagible  dgii — a  drab  coat  or  a  1 

of  the  aeot  ever  yet  disooTered  tb»t,lft  iB4 

peaoe-loring  author  was  a  Friend,  moved  hfl 

ing  forth  in  Terse  in  a  strain  worthy  of  the 

Is  suoh  poetry,  then,  a  vomfy,  or  < 

kerly  patronage  t    Verily,  if  the  oopyii|^  I 

a  thousand  pounds  the  Sodety  ought  to  h«f»  ^ 

printed  the  poem  as  a  tract— and  diitilbiitod  it  %«^li|p^ 

sands,  yea,  hundreds  of  thousands,  till  ermtf  li|^rflm^4gil 

army  and  navy  had  a  copy,  including  the  miilaji     i| 

ciety,  however,  has  dcme  nothing  of  the  kind;  «ai#iy| 

acted  like  society  in  general  towards  lit«Kt«JF%  Ijf  iigi 

as  a  vanity  or  a  luxury  rather  than  as  a  gimnd  OMMpt  lim 

pable  of  advancing  the  spiritual  as  well  as  the  tempMA  j 

of  mankind.    It  has  looked  upon  poets  and 

men  men,  and  not  as  spirits  that,  like  the  i 

ing  angels  in  Jacob's  vision,  hold  oommeree  wtth  1 

and  help  to  maintain  the  intercourse  i 

I  have  yet  a  few  comments  to  oftr  on  the  < 
ferred  against  literary  men,  but  shall 
and  concluding  letter.  -  t'^m 


LETTER  III. 

To  THE  Editor  of  the  Athbnjbux  : 

My  dear  Sir, — ^Now  to  the  sins  which  bavtt 
doors,  or  tied  to  the  knockers,  of  library 
which  are  to  palliate  or  excuse  such  poblio 
as  I  have  set  forth ;  or  may  be,  sudi  privala 
presentation  copy,  perhaps  a  dedicalorir 
would  sell  the  Keepsake,  with  the  anlbeiVi 
without  the  ddicacy  of  waiting  for  his  daat^i 


\ 
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M  Crabbe  says,  one's  writings  then  fetch  a  better  price,  because 
ziere  can  be  no  more  of  them — at  a  sale  of  Evans's.  Literary 
:3en,  then,  have  been  charged  with  being  eccentric — and  so  are 
^)iDets.  They  were  not  created  to  belong  to  that  mob  of  undis- 
i-nguishable— call  them  not  stars,  but  sparks — constituting  the 
«lilky  Way.  It  is  a  taunt,  as  old  as  Chesterfield's  Letters,  that 
bey  are  not  polished — no  more  was  that  Chesterfield's  son. 
C'hey  do  not  dress  fashionably,  for,  if  they  could  afibrd  it,  they 
^now  better,  in  a  race  for  immortal  fame,  than  to  be  outsiders. 
^me,  it  has  been  alleged,  have  run  through  their  estates,  which 
^ht  have  been  easily  traversed  at  a  walk ;  and  one  and  all 
^ve  neglected  to  save  half-a-crown  out  of  sixpence  a  day. 
Clieir  disinterestedness  has  been  called  imprudence,  and  their 
feBDerosity  extravagance,  by  parties  who  bestow  their  charity  like 
^ser  Mould.*  The  only  charge, — not  a  blank  charge, — that 
^  been  discharged  against  them,  their  poverty,  has  been  made 
^  crime,  and,  what  is  worse,  a  crime  of  their  own  seeking. 
^bey  have  not,  it  is  true,  been  notorious  for  hoarding  or  fund- 
ing— the  last  would,  in  fact,  require  the  creation  of  a  stock  on 
purpose  for  them — ^the  Short  Annuities.  They  have  never  any 
Weight  in  the  city,  or  anywhere  else ;  in  cash  temperature  their 
pockets  are  always  at  Zero.  They  are  not  the  "  warm  with," 
but  the  "  cold  without ;"  buUt  b  to  their  credit, — ^if  they  have 
any  credit, — ^that  they  have  not  worshipped  Plutus.  The  Muse 
and  Mammon  never  were  in  partnership ;  and  it  would  be  a 
desperate  speculation  indeed  to  take  to  literature  as  the  means 
of  amassing  money.  He  would  be  a  simple  Dick  Whittington 
indeed  who  expected  to  find  its  ways  paved  with  philosopher's 
stones ;  he  must  have  Dantzic  water,  with  its  gold  leaf  in  his 
head,  who  thinks  to  find  Castaly  a  Pactolus ;  ass  indeed  must  he 
be  who  dreams  of  browsing  on  Parnassus,  like  those  asses  which 
feed  on  an  herb— (a  sort  of  mint  f) — ^that  turns  their  very  teeth 
to  gold.     A  line-maker,  gifted  with  brains  the  gods  have  made 

*  An  illiterate  personage,  who  always  volunteered  to  go  round  with  the 
hat,  but  was  suspected  of  sparing  his  own  pocket.  Overhearing,  one  day, 
a  hint  to  that  effect,  he  maide  the  following  speech  : — **  Other  gentlemen 
puts  down  what  they  thinks  proper,  and  so  do  I.  Charity*8  a  private  con- 
cern, and  what  I  gives  is  nothing  to  nobody.** 
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poetical,  has  no  chance  of  making  an  independence — ^like  Cog    ^'^ 
Hassan  Alhabbal,  the  rope-maker,  gifted  only  with  a  lump 
lead.     LfOok  into  any  palm,  and  if  it  contain  the  lines  of  poetr 
the  owner's  fortune  may  be  foretold  at  once — viz.,  a  hill  vei 
hard  to  climb,  and  no  prospect  in  life  from  the  top.    It  is  n|^^^^^ 
always  even  a  Mutton  Hill,  Garlic  Hill,  or  Comhill  (r  i 
Otway),  for  meat,  vegetable,  or  bread.     Let  the  would  be  i 
8US  then  take  up  a  Bank  pen,  and  address  himself  tQ  the 
Lady  in  Threadneedle  Street,  but  not  to  the  Muse :  she  im^ 
give  him  some  "  pinch-back,"  and  pinch-front  too,  but  little  oQ 
the  precious  metals.     Authorship  has  been  pronounced,  by  i  ' 
judge  on  the  bench,  as  but  a  hand-to-mouth  business ;  and !  ~^ 
believe  few  have  ever  set  up  in  it  as  anything  else :  in  fact,  dill 
not  Crabbe,  though  a  reverend,  throw  a  series  of  summersets,  "M  _^ 
least  mentally,  on  the  receipt  of  a  liberal  sum  from  a  liberJ^^^^^^ 
publisher,  as  if  he  had  just  won  the  capital  prize  in  the  grand,  ^^ 
lottery  ?     Need  it  be  wondered  at,  then,  if  men  who  embrace  -^ 
literature  more  for  love  than  for  lucre,  should  grasp  the  adven- 1      ' 
titious  coins  somewhat  loosely  ;  nay,  purposely  scatter  abroad,  | 
like  Boaz,  a  liberal  portion  of  their  harvest  for  those  gleaners,  r^ 
with  whom  they  have,  perhaps,  had  a  hand-and-glove  acquaint- 1^^ 
ance — Poverty  and  Want  ?     If  there  be  the  lively  sympathy  of ':  "^ 
the  brain  with  the  stomach  that  physiologists  have  averred,  it  is  ^^ 
more  than  likely  that  there  is  a  similar  responsive  sensibility  ^ 
between  the  head  and  the  heart ;  it  would  be  inconsistent,  there-  ''^ 
fore  it  would  be  unnatural,  if  the  same  fingers  that  help  to  trace    "^ 
the  woes  of  human  life  were  but  as  so  many  feelers  of  the  poly-    ^ 
pus  Avarice,  grasping  everything  within  reach,  and  retaining  it  ^^ 
when  got.     We,  know,  on  the  contrary,  that  the  hand  of  the   '** 
author  of  the  "  Village  Poor  House  "  was  "  open  as  day  to  melt-    ^ - 
ing  charity;"  so  was  the  house  of  Johnson  munificent  in  pro-    ^ 
portion  to  his  means  ;  and  as  for  Goldsmith,  he  gave  more  like    ^- 
a  rich  citizen  of  the  world  than  one  who  had  not  always  his  own    *^ 
freedom.  ^: 

But  graver  charges  than   improvidence  have  been  brought    ^' 
against  the  literary  character — want  of  principle,  and  offences 
against  morality  and  religion.     It  might  be  answered,  pleading     *' 
guilty,  thai  m  iW.  c^l^^  ^\iJQaaT^  \«n^  w!^^  \ftY4^<^  ^e  parts 
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1 10  thein  in  the  great  drama  of  lift— ^that  they  hariD  abo- 
1  like  Tagabonds  by  law,  and  scamps  by  repute,  '*  who 
\  oharacter  to  lose,  or  property  to  protect  ;*'  but  I  prefei 
which  I  do  fearieoBly,  that  literary  men,  as  a  body, 
ir  comparison  in  point  of  conduct  with  any  other  class, 
not  be  forgotten  that  they  are  subjected  to  an  ordeal 
I;  peculiar,  and  scarcely  milder  than  the  Inquisition.    The 
of  literary  men  are  proverbially  barren  of  incident,  and 
|uently,  the  most  trivial  particulars,  the  most  private 
are  unceremoniously  worked  up,  to  furnish  matter  for 
bald  biographies.    Accordingly,  as  soon  as  an  author  is 
his  character  is  submitted  to  a  sort  of  Egyptian  post- 
I  trial ;  or  rather,  a  moral  inquest,  with  Paul  fry  for  the 
sr,  and  a  Judge  of  Assize,  a  Commissioner  of  Bankrupts,  a 
ker,  a  Methodist  parson,  a  dramatic  licenser,  a  dancing, 
a  master  of  the  ceremonies,  a  rat-catcher,  a  bone  coUec- 
parish  clerk,  a  schoolmaster,  and  a  reviewer,  for  a  jury. 
atbe  province  of  these  personages  to  rummage,  ransack, 
together,  rake  up,  ferret  out,  sniff,  detect,  anal3r2e,  and 
all  particulars  of  the  birth,  parentage,  and  education, 
er  and  behavior,  breeding,  accomplishments,  op!- 
,  and  literary  performances,  of  the  departed.    Secret  draw- 
i  searched,  private  and  ccmfidential  letters  published,  manu- 
,  intended  for  the  fire,  are  set  up  in  type,  tavern  bills  and 
;  bills  are  compared  with  their  receipts,  copies  of  writs 
d,  kiventories  taken  of  effects,  wardrobe  ticked  off  by  the 
fn  Aoeoont,  by-gone  toys  of  youth-— billets-doux,  snuff-boxes, 
ibited,  discarded  hobby-horses  are  trotted  out, — ^per- 
L  a  dissecting  surgecm  is  called  in  to  draw  up  a  minute 
s  of  the  state  of  the  corpse  audits  viscera:  in  short,  nothhig 
I  th«t«aa  make  an  item  Ibr  the  clerk  to  insert  in  his 
Outrageous  as  It  mny  seem,  diis  is  soarcely  an  exag. 
ACttuple:  who  will  daie  to  sity  Oat  we  do  aot 
,  sit  4isimy  iMr,  note  of  OdOMiiith^s  aflte  Him  lie 
l%taarfift   ft  tat«dierwonteifcl,flinol|wrwi49,t|i^ 
iheiU  sUiMr  out  as  k  ddeitftsrswdk^m 


iSiL^y. 


r 


^ 


■^amaMl^i 


havo  ezpiredL    There  are  o^rtMriH 

wbo  oontend  that  a  Utde  leari^ 

poor;  and  as  authors  are  pooTi M^iii 

nopolists  may  feel  bound,  in 

errors  of  humanity  are  set  down  JUi 

course,  the  black  and  white 

that  bark  and  growl  at  the  slips  and 

but  to  decant  such  cant,  and  see  ttoni|^  ft 

necessary  to  remember  that  a  feUow  wU 

in  the  Decalogue,  and  all  the  crimes  iuJiUi 

excepted — without  ever  having 

verse,  or  the  description  of  a  test  getdiag  ia|NR||||#l 

the  misdeeds  of  authors  are  to  be  fdeadod  ii| 

lect  of  literature  and  literary  men,  It  wkmiU  lis 

to  see  these  practical  slights  and  snubbuigs 

those  who  have  made  themselves 

But  the  contrary  is  the  case.    I  wiU  nol 

examples,  but  let  the  reader  search  die  iBOOtdf 

that  the  lines  which  have  fallen  in  pleasai^plaMi* 

to  men  distingubhed  for  anything  rathei:  tbaa 

The  idea,  then,  of  merit  having  anjrthing  lo^ 

must  be  abandoned,  or  we  must  be  prspMBid 

extraordinary  result.     It  is  notorious^  that  a 

night's  warbling,  will  obtain  as  muoh  as  a 

second-rate  one  either — can  realize  in  a  whojii 

will  be  paid  a  sum  per  night  equal  to  the  anoiii 

a  curate  ;  and  the  twelvemonth's  income  of  fH 

exceed  the  revenue  of  a  dignitary  of  tha 

one  be  bold  enough  to  say,  except  satirieiOfj 

portionate  emoluments  are  due  to  the  supifiiNi 

of  the  concert-room,  the  opera,  and  the 

a  great  measure,  the  acknowledgmonta.  of 

tuned  larynx — a  well-turned  figure,  or 

at  all  discountenanced  in  their  vocation  tagt 

light  fantastic  behavior.     Saving,  At^ 

temper— and  has  it  not  peculiar  trials 

jUlbg  die  world  has  to  resent,  as  a 


>oMvAh^'a 


mi^-^- 
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is  their  poverty^  whether  the  neoetauy  xeaolt  of  their  f^ 

,1  or  of  a  wilful  neglect  of  their  pr^^snt  i^tereitSy  and  iM. 

for  the  future.    But  what  is  an  author's  fiituie,  is 

his  worldly  prosperity  f    The  law,  as  if  judging  him 

ihle  of  having  heirs,  absolutely  prevents  his  oreating  a 

in  copyrights,  that  might  be  valuaUe  to  his  desoen- 

It  declares,  that  the  interest  of  the  literary  man  and 

are  not  identical,  and  commends  him  to  the  composi- 

oatch-penny  works — ^things  of  the  day  and  hour ;  or,  so 

;,  encourages  him  to  discount  his  fame.    Should  he,  let. 

the  present  shift  for  itself,  and  contemning  personal  priva- 

devote  himself,  heart  and  soul,  to  some  great  work  or 

of  works,  he  may  live  to  see  his  right  and  temporal  inte- 

hb  books  pass  away  from  himself  to  strangers,  and  Us 

in  deprived  of  what,  as  well  as  his  fame,  is  their  ji^ 

[tance.     At  the  best  he  must  forego  the  superintenda|ioe  qf 

lication  and  any  foretaste  of  his  success,  and  like  Ciw- 

,  when  he  contemplated  a  legacy  *'  for  the  eventual  itf^ 

idvantage  of  a  beloved  daughter,"  defer  the  printing  of  h|ii 

till  after  his  decease.    As  for  the  present  tense  of  ^P 

rity,  I  have  shown  that  his  possession  is  as  open  to  inroad 

estate  on  the  Border  liand  in  days  of  yore  i  such  i^  t)i^ 

providence  that  watches  over  his  imputed  improyideiMESf ! 

law,  which  takes  upon  itself  to  guard  the  interest  of  lunatjtoi^ 

1,^  minors,  and  other  parties  incapable  of  managing  tl^ 

•flhfrs,  not  merely  neglects  to  commonly  prote^  but  qopf 

af  the  dilapidation  of  the  property  of  a  class  popula^Ij  su^ 

*t6have  a  touch  of  that  same  incompetenpe.    tti^jf^ 

father  the  indiftbrence  of  a  generous  spirit,  which  rem^m* 

ftrget  its  own  profit ;  but  even  in  that  pase^if  the  a^tf^r* 

girl  in  the  fliiry  tale,  drops  diamonds  and  pearls  fyai^ 

irithout  stooping  to  pick  \if  any  for  himself,  the  worl^ 

is  bound  to  see  that  ha  does  n^t  mdkf  fircfn  i 

Sajppofip  even  tdiat^b^ 

this  vahjie  i^  bjpiii^r,  t^i  wwer^^ V"  ^'^  '' 


liftdar.    It  11117  iffV^  i^ 
wiU»^  oonaents  to  waiek  «  oooiwu  >Ift 
it  nothing  without  its  earthly  allojri 
poet  is  married  to  a  body,  be  imMt 
die  muses  without  banishing  his  ~ 
house,  as  in  that  Brazilian  oathediml^ 
tiled  with  plates  and  dishes  from  the 
oannot  dwell  even  in  the  tem|de  of 
sometimes  in  an  humbler  abode,  Uke  tlie 

With  bretd  and  dMSM  to  ifei 
And  puKsakflt  the  riggiag  oft 


Moreover,  as  authors— Protestant  ofii%  nt 
to  celibaoy,  however  devoted  to  po^er^t 
tion,  there  may  ohanoe  to  exist  other  little 
off-sets,  or  suekers,  which  the  nature  of  tbe 
law  of  nature,  refers  for  nistaoanoe  to   Aa 
Should  our  bards,  jealous  of  these  evideiiasi^^; 
oSer  to  make  a  present  of  them  to  tlie  ptiMh* 
the  mem  dmrnor^  would  not  the  oveiaeery  ot . 
Law  CommissionerB,  shut  the  workhouse  wha^ktl^ 
and  tell  them  that  '<  the  mens  divinior 
men's  wives  and  ohildrenf"    Pure  fiuas  is^L 
enough,  and  the  striving  for  it  is  a  nohle 
few  can  afford  to  drink  it  neoL    Aotoss 
the  poet  earthly  feces  will  flit;  and  even 
Castaly  little  femiliar  voices  will  mufiour  ia 
if  there  are  no  fishes  that  can  be  eaten 

It  has  happened,  according  to 
that  the  mantle  of  inspiration  has 
ders  clad  in  cloth  of  the  humblest  tssture. 
Scotch  ploughmen,  farmers'  boysp  Nt 
shoe-msJcers,  old  servants,  milk-' 
workers,  charity-boys,  and  the  like, 
was  a  footman,  and  wrote  <<  Hie  Mui| 
)  a  hint  of  the  double  vooatkn  in 
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^"*    Our  men  of  learning  and  genius  hare  generally  bean 

,  not  with  silver  spoons  in  their  mouths,  hut  woodmi  ladBes. 

jTy  (joldsmith  says,  not  only  found  him  poor,  but  kept  Urn 

has  not  the  law  been  hitherto  lendmg  a  hand  in  the 

unoharitable  task  ?    Has  it  ^ot  fitvored  the  **  Cormorants 

I  Tree  of  Knowledge  ** — ^the  native  Bodcaneerf — and  ^a 

le  the  Devil  hath  added,"  as  Sir  J.  Overbury  calls  the  Ibr- 

pirate. 

I  give  a  final  illustration  of  the  working  of  the  Law  of  Copy. 
^  Sir  Walter  Scott,  besides  being  a  mighty  master  of  fictkm, 
lembles  Defoe  in  holding  himself  bound  to  pay  in  fidl  all  the 
Ulities  he  had  incurred.  But  the  amount  was  immenssi  and 
died,  no  doubt  prematurely,  from  the  magnitude  of  the  eflbt. 
genius  so  illustrious,  united  with  so  noble  a  spirit  of  inlegifty, 
|9bly  deserved  a  national  monument,  and  a  subsoriptioii  was 
for  the  purpose  of  preserving  Abbotsftvd  to  his  posterity, 
of  a  public  grant  to  make  it  a  literary  Blenheim.  I  will 
^  slop  to  inquire  whether  there  was  more  joy  in  Franoe  wlieti 
Bhrook  was  dead  than  sorrow  in  Britain,  or  rather  tbrough- 
^  the  world,  when  Scott  was  no  more;  but  I  must  pdnt  mit 
t- striking  contrast  between  two  advertisemente  in  a  periodieil 
^  which  courted  my  notice  on  the  same  page.  One  was  a 
lament  of  the  amount  of  the  Abboteford  subeoriptkm,  the  odber 
Wnnouncement  of  a  rival  edition  of  one  of  Sir  Wahei's  wotks, 
i  copyright  of  which  had  expired.  Every  one  may  not  IM 
II  m^  the  force  of  this  juxtaposition,  but  I  could  not  help 
itking  that  the  interest  of  any  of  his  immortal  pioduotiaai 
jpH  to  have  belonged  either  to  the  creditors  or  to  the  heritage, 
tliiere  be  heir-looms,  I  asked  mjrself,  and  not  head-IooiM^ 
f  Iboms,  too,  that  have  woven  such  ridi  tissues  of*  ronaaoe  t 
pis  a  mental  estate,  any  more  than  a  latided  one,  i 
rsiioh  an  Agrarian  law  f 
Iflipite  of  all  my  knowledge  of  ethics^  and  all  my  i 
r'l  hate  never  yet  been  able  to  wwwer  tiieat  qie^icm  to 
i  sathftette.    PeidMnee  lbp#  BMrnm  TMbnnd  win  H 
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.pmitftA  ^vilh  #  iolutioo,  tali  l|^| 
(f  ikiK  iMttsfit  of  th«  doubt,**  tniii 
hirteUe  fHPoperty »  oidy  sub^eolr  «i  i 
in  aufWiiqtiwi  of  tke  claims  of  < 
«loiid  10  rolriev^  our  wortdly 
nobodys  with  nodiing,  w^  ihaH  be,if«|p(Bt^ 
oopyboldere,  with  sonetbiof  betiiM||ip^« 
that  we  can  call  our  own.     It  may  bo  bat  »i 
but  If  it  were  oi  any  value,  wby  rt^mdA^jlJ 
th0  benefit  of  the  Company  of  StaliQii^ff^  t 
out  of  our  living  heade,  withmi  qui^flNs  fPl^ii 
the  kings  of  Dahomey  <    As  to  tbsi  prcMiiKsp^| 
authors  who  were  adored*  bi,it  haiMi  .M^di  iii|p^^ 
livion, — remembering  how  the  trade  bc^gg^.^j 
and  the  Vicar  of  \Vakefield--4hoie  wooM  ^  |^^| 
a  speculative  lawyer  reviving  such  d^rp^apl  |i>)J0i^^ 
part,  I  am  far  fVom  expecting,  ponioiMd^ff  l^;-|Nr^ 
tages  from  such  an  arrangement;  but  I  Jhii|i^| 
the  abstract  right.    There  is  always  a  ossHiiii^  i 
tion,  attendant  on  finding  that  we  ai» 
capable  or  undeserving  of  the  eojoymsiil  (jf  4 
can  there  be  a  more  glaring  anomi4y  tbao  l|^|^^^ 
vate  property  is  thrown  opep  and 
other  commons  enclosed,  and  made  priv^lo ; 
thing  is  certain,  that,  by  taking  this  hig|bf 
making  copyright  analogous  in  tonure  to  ihtVKH  '■, 
pays  its  land  tax  in  the  shape  of  a  tax  uyqn 
may  be  undertaken  with  a  better  gia^  . 
home,  or  invaskui  from  abroad.    Fof,  «^!  f^f 
pirate  or  Bookaneer  commit  at  prossntrlim 
anachronism,  by  aniicipating  a  period  wlieii.4 
will  belong  to  everybody  in  the  woiMd  W^^fffl£l 
moon! 

Such,  it  appears  to  me,  is  the  gnmd 
future  law  of  copyright  ought  to  bo  bMpd. 
have  treated  the  matter  somewhat 
4oQ0  sc^  partly  because  in  diat  Uf  hi 
Witt  have  to  deal  with  it;  and  still  mSiS^ 
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Bike  of  literalure  and  Iftermry  tnefi)  that  they  *hoykl  hkm 

ohttnee  of  independenee,  mllier  than  be  eon^lM  to  look 

neocw  •oarces  for  their  support.    Leanung  and  gediai^ 

lifly  directed  and  united  to  oommon  industry,  surely  de«e^f«) 

f  a  competenoe ;  and  that  their  possessors  should  he  some- 

better  than  a  Jarkman  ;  that  is  to  say,  **  one  who  ean  writu 

read,  yea,  some  of  them  have  a  smattering  in  the  Latin 

d,  which  learning  of  theirs  advanoes  them  hi  offioe  amongst 

Hifeggar^y    The  more  moderate  in  proportion  the  rale  of  their 

%l  reward,  the  more  scrupulously  ought  every  particle  of 

k  interests  to  be  promoted  and  proteoted,  so  as  to  apare,'if 

ble,  the  necessity  of  private  beneftustions  or  publio  eolleo- 

fi>r  the  present  distress,  and  **  Literary  Betroats"  fbr  the 

Let  the  weight  and  worth  of  literature  in  the  sbl^he 

My  recognized  by  the  legislature : — ^let   the  property  of 

1  be  protected,  and  the  upholding  of  the  literary  dharaeter 

rest  on  their  heads.    They  will,  perhaps^  reooU^dt  that  their 

t  office  is  to  make  the  world  wiser  and  better ;  their  low- 

to  entertain  and  amuse  it  without  making  it  worsen    For 

» Test,  bestow  on  literary  men  their  fair  share  of  public  honiMs 

employments,— concede  to  them,  as  they  deserve,  a  dislki* 

rank  in  the  social  system,  and  they  wMl  set  about  eAuung 

blots  as  now  tami^  their  scutcheons*    The  auiwt  vr9^J» 

ie  a  class  indifierent  to  reputation  is  to  giv»  it  a  bad  aaae* 

nee  Literature  having  been  publicly  underrated,  and  its  pio^ 

ors  having  been  treated  as  vagabonds,  scamps,  fellows  **  with- 

;  character  to  lose  or  property  to  protect,"  we  have  jieen  con- 

;  to  match, — reviewers,  forgetful  of.  oommon  flfoprtesy,  com- 

honesty,  and  common  charity^  misquotiDgi  misispresonting, 

indulging  in  the  grossest  personiditieis^  ev«n  It^dM^  extent  of 

tiling  bodily  defects  and  infimiitiee-^Iitlcal  pat^l^ns  ban- 

:  scurrilous  names,  and  scolding  Uke  BiUb^g^gaJtoinennaids 

authors  ao  ki  trampUi^i  on  tlielawa  oi  n^>ri^  and  the 

I  of  private  life,  an  to  irrite  woiks  oafftbh  €|  M^  puAd 

^ii  club  books  got  up  amongst  die  Gbakes,  SbeerweBs^  Oan- 

;  and  BackUtesy  of  the  Sohod  far  SkwidaL 

I  now,  befere  I  dose,  I  wiU  hei^  plaoa  on  reeerjl  in;  01^ 

•    1  to  LItenanre :  a  debt  an  itMneiuiti  as  not  tot  '^-^  - 


odM^Hto  dMU  of  aatim,  by  i 

non  AftA  way  Mithly  welfinfe. 

giMft  watom— M  pilotless  as  Wo 

tha  tufftlfi-fllieU— if  I  did  aoi 

da&ult  of  pateinal  or  fraternal  j 

aodbant  mariner,  by  guardian  apiiitai^^ii 

wbo  atood  as  beacons  to  my  oouise. 

ral  loTe  of  reading,  happily  threw  me,  >] 

info  the  company  of  poets,  philo8oph«nb  and  i 

angels  and  miniaters  of  grace.    Frem 

wbo  oiken  do  more  than  fiitberi^  and  alw^pf  \ 

ers,  for  our  temporal  and  spiritual  inln 

monitors — no  importunate  tutors,  teaiaag 

masters,  obtrusive  advisers,  harsh  oensoii,  dr^i 

ers— But,  delightful  as80ciatesr-4  leateed 

vine,  and  more  of  the  human  religioo.   ^Tbef  t 

ters  in  the  House  Beautiful  of  God,  and  mfffaHmti 

Detectable  Mountains  of  Nature,    lliey  1 

ces,  chastened  my  passions,  tempered  my'  hea%» 

tastes,  elevated  my  mind,  and  directed  mgr  ( 

lost  in  a  chaos  of  undigested  problems^  fidse: 

fimcies,  obscure  impulses,  and  bewiUeriilg  ( 

bright  intelligences  called  my  mental  woMmit^^i 

a  new  creation,  and  gave  it  <*two  gnaA  Uf^^^^^^fjl^i 

Memory — the  past  for  a  moon,  and  the  firtwie  lbs  m^mmSiS^?f 

Hence  have  I  genial  aeaaons — hence  hive  I       .      ' 
Smooth  passions,  smooth  disoomse,  ai^  jogpssal 
And  thus  from  diy  to  day  mj  little  beat 
Rocks  in  its  harbor,  lodging  paaeesbly. 
Blessings  be  with  them,  aiid  etenud  ptiisei 
Who  gave  us  nobler  loves  aad  noblsreaiei^ 
The  poetB,  who  on  earth  have  made  as  heirs 
Of  trnth  and  pure  delight  by  heavenly  Ii^  t 
Oh  I  might  my  name  be  niimbei^  an^ogV 
How  i^adly  would  I  end  my  meftal  ^t$fL 
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LETTER   IV. 
kBUTOB  OF  TH£  AtBXNMUK  I 

i  yeftn  ago  I  ventured  in  your  popular  journal  to  puUirii 
I  thoughts  en  the  nature  and  laws  of  Literary  Property. 
I  letters,  without  underrating  the  International  QuestioUi 
:  leoommended  that  we  should  begin  at  home,  and  first 
i  what  Copyright  is  in  Britain,  and  provide  for  its  pro* 
^against  Native  Pirates  or  Bookaneers.  It  was  contended, 
that  the  author's  perpetual  property  in  his  works 
be  formally  recognized,  and  that  "  by  taking  this  high 
i  at  once,  and  making  Copyright  analogous  in  tenure  to 
itselfy  its  defence  might  be  undertaken  with  a  better 
I  against  trespass  at  home  or  invamon  from  abroad." 
I  foteof  the  Bill  subsequently  framed  by  Serjeant  Talfourd 
known.  An  opposition  was  set  up  by  publidiersy  sta- 
t  binders,  printers,  journeymen,  devils, and  hawkers;  and 
even  so  far  discomposed  himself  as  to  compose  m- 
ilet,  in  which  the  earnings  and  emoluments  of  Scott,  Byron, 
i^^Southey,  Hook,  dec,  were  summed  up  as  if  they  had  been 
great  sinecurists  fattening  in  idleness  at  the  cost  of  our 
^fiiUic.  Messrs.  Wakley  and  Warburton  chimed  in  with 
sphleteer,  and  even  one  or  two  country  gentlemen,  who 
t  their  ridge  and  furrow  faces  against  cheap  food  for  the 
fV  were  all  in  favor  of  cheap  food  for  the  mind,  as  if  it  wex« 
ible  to  see  the  public  like  a  huge  ricketty  child  with  its 
a  great  deal  bigger  than  its  belly.  NevertbelesB,  even 
Ijria  Qppesition  might  have  failed  if  the  tone  of  the  Ebuse  had 
1|m>innd  at  Its  original  pitch.  The  eloquent  qieeoh  of  the 
Vininrt  Serjeant,  on  introducing  his  Bill,  had  a  thrilling  eftot. 
when  he  ceased,  ''those  airy  tongues  that  syllable  men's 
filled  up  the  pause,  till  the  very  walls  seemed  whiqief- 
lig  ^Chancer  I**  <<  Spenser !"  <<  Shakspeare !"  <<  Mflton  r  wbOfl 
iglfcr  echoes  responded  with  Chatterton,  Otway,  and  Biuaal 
liMsgrhead  with  a  hMrt  to  it,  and  every  heart  with  a  head  m^ 
ijll^pp^  to  the  appeal.  The  aooompHshed  jipWsnwM^  jtjift 
[  <^ wltivated  mind,  the  man  pf  taslei  ili  yellitdpiii|T^ 
at  oiioa  aoknowMged,  m  diMi  ^T 


deep  qUigatioiis  to  literfktafe..i 
intaiflil  wd  honorable  respect  ib»f90^ 
pUlofK^hers  of  their  ma 
tlMi^  fiuaafliikn  of  the  fields  Mid  i 
teM  llhbm  whooi  they  had  derived  mo^i 
in  a<iti6b)  society  in  solitude,  and  .  ^^  .^^ . 

MliJbmbered  the  iUends  of  their  sooki.  9y|»(jiiMpj 
the  measure  oodfessed  the  naUonitfl  iii]ppl>ii^ 
ratnre,  and  its  beneficial  ififluenodCiit&^Mfil^^ 
Very  struggles  to  make  it  cheap  for  the  j^hto^il jj|to 
•tl  liberal  fbeling  and  commoo  juKtide.  U6ir($ihm^^ 
involved,  more  or  lete,  nearly  the  hei«dtlfefy  jptiii^il^jllJ 
of  property— the  nature  of  freehold  and  iN^MUi%|| 
tlon  of  a  native  interest— and^  ui  mm  ^yJ^jMblJIW 
faoQof .  But,  alas  t  the  aigumeiit  had  fiaten  iGli«Aiii 
question  did  not  suit  the  temper  of  the  ^mbm^  iJiii  iipj| 
of  the  place,  tt  contained  no  politic  CMo  |Q^:#Ai^ 
Tliere  was  no  ardent  overproof  unrecttfied  plif^iff^ 
excite  k  parliamentary  deUrkm  irmmm.  thM^^imki 
bone  of  contention  for  Whig  or  Tory.  It  wi*  a  adl^^ 
political  Montagues  and  C?apulets  might  8hri»  ii»Mh^ 
overcame  Fiction.  The  accomplidied  ndbliUMi^  |hi^ 
of  cultivated  mind,  the  man  of  tastd,  the  wM  edjiiilM 
ners  had  other  fish  to  fry — hotter  brpib  aii|,ete9i''ial^ 
and  their  gratitude  and  good  will  to  lttm^tttm^bl4l||ii 
as  mutton  gravy  on  a  cold  plate !  ■♦•^»:  'ii  i 

Since  then,  the  reprinting  of  Engli^.wi^^  i*  Jbmg 
progressed  with  steam  celerity :  whilst  the  B^yl^JWt 
has  openly  recommended  this  literary  piradl'ie  Mb  fil| 
a  profitable  branch  of  the  national  indua^  v^^^^mfjfttif^ 
way,  for  which  his  Majesty  deserves  an  esp^eiaivdMaMl 
literati,  whenever  he  thinks  proper  to  raldilt  titii^tdWM|i 
importation  of  the  foreign  reprints  has  aMf  ^ 
extent  that  has  made  our  publishers  q^ite 
fiirmers  and  graziers,  when  they  recently  f 
itmnded  byoutlandkh  bulls  of  Bashaii»,|aM|'l 
protection  tigavc^  ^t«\%ti  <»u»a^  all  te«df  \ 
aid  dftv<e  out  <>Nm\waJrta,'fi^xVw\X^wiw^ 
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;.  But  our  author  feeders  have  more  cause  for  alarm  than 
!  cattle  breeders,  inasmuch  as  it  appears  that  the  foreign  bul- 
ks, though  invited,  will  not  come  in,  whereas  the  foreign  books 
II  enter  in  spite  of  being  forbidden. 

In  this  extremity,  Lord  Mahon  has  opportunely  brought  for- 
ird  a  new  bill,  which  has  been  supported  by  authors  and  book- 
lers  with  a  harmony  as  strange  as  pleasant — a  harmony  not 
attributable,  I  fear,  to  Wilhem's  system,  or  Mr.  Hullah's  vo- 
l  exercises  for  singing  in  tune,  as  to  the  fact  that  the  voices 
the  literati  form  a  powerful  and  welcome  addition  to  the  cr^ 
up  for  protection  against  foreign  piracy.  On  the  extension 
the  term  of  Copyright,  the  trade  is  now  liberally  indifferent, 
t  extremely  anxious  for  some  very  stringent  enactment  to  stop 
t  smuggling  of  piratical  reprints — and,  of  course,  with  a  re- 
spective clause,  which  shall  prohibit  Flemish,  French,  or 
nerican  impressions  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  as  well  as  of 
irry  Lorrequer  or  Zanoni.  And  why  not  a  retrospective  clause 
for  how  is  a  man  to  protect  his  property  if  he  may  not  shoot 
0  the  back  garden  as  well  as  into  the  forecourt  ?  Provided 
?ays,  that  the  grounds  in  the  rear  be  really  the  property,  or 
least  in  the  legal  occupation  of  the  man  with  the  blunderbuss, 
which  more  hereafler. 

'n  the  meantime,  the  new  bill  has  not  beeri  discussed,  in  either 
use,  without  some  opposition  to  its  provisions,  and,  as  usual, 
ecially  directed  against  the  section  intended  for  the  benefit 
he  author.  In  the  Commons,  up  jumped  Mr.  Wakley — per- 
)s  a  Coroner  accustomed  to  violent  and  sudden  deaths  could 
relish  anything  expiring  so  deliberately  as  with  forty-two 
irs'  notice — however,  up  jumped  Mr.  Wakley,  as  vicious  with 
try  and  poets  as  if  he  had  just  been  kicked  by  Pegasus,  or 
»cted  in  turn  by  all  the  Nine  Sisters, — and  after  a  flagrant 
ault  on  the  Bard  of  Rydal,  behind  the  back  of  Mr.  Words- 
rth,  protested  vehemently  against  any  further  protection  of 
d-for-nothing  books.  As  if,  forsooth,  our  dear  public  could 
injured  by  even  a  perpetual  copyright  in  works  which  no- 
y  but  the  author  would  ever  think  of  reprinting  !  These 
d-for-nothing  writers,  it  has  been  fashionable  to  estimate  as 
ety-nine  out  of  one  hundred,  and,  admitting  the  proportion, 
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what  is  to  become  of  the  rara  avis,  the  phcBnix,  the  one  of 
hundred  ?  Is  he  to  receive  no  reward  or  encouragement  which 
may  stimulate  others  to  go  and  do  likewise  ?  Let  us  suppose  a  V 
school  kept  by  Doctor  Posterity,  and  which  offers,  as  usual,  a 
prize  for  the  best  scholar.  The  term  is  at  an  end,  the  reward 
is  to  be  conferred,  and  the  best  boy  of  a  hundred  is  desired  to 
step  forward.  "  Master  Scott,"  says  the  Doctor, "  it  is  my  pleas- 
ing task  to  inform  you  that  you  have  won  the  highest  prize  in 
this  Classical  Establishment.  The  talents  bestowed  on  you 
have  not  been  abused  or  neglected.  Your  genius  has  been 
Quailed  by  your  industry,  and  your  performances  have  given 
universal  satisfaction.  Your  themes  and  essays  in  original  com- 
position  have  particularly  excited  my  admiration  and  approba- 
tion :  I  have  read  them  with  interest  and  delight.  Master  Scott, 
I  have  had  few  boys  like  you.  You  are  an  honor  to  the  school, 
as  you  will  be  an  ornament  to  your  age  and  country.  I  have 
no  difficulty  in  awarding  the  first  prize  intended  for  the  en- 
couragement of  genius  and  learning.  Behold  this  large  gold 
medal !  It  is  eminently  your  due.  You  have  richly  earned  it 
— but,  mind,  I'm  not  going  to  give  it  you,  and  for  this  reason, 
that  all  your  ninety-nine  school-fellows,  put  together,  are  not 
worth  a  dump !" 

Is  this  the  way  to  encourage  the  production  of  standard  works, 
and  to  improve  the  breed  of  authors  ?  Is  it  on  thb  system  that 
we  have  sought  to  improve  the  breed  of  horses,  horned  cattle, 
and  pigs  ?  Is  a  prize  ox  ever  denied  the  prize  because  there 
are  so  many  lean  beasts  in  the  market  ?  Would  Boz,  Ivanhoe, 
or  Satirist  be  refused  the  gold  cup  at  Ascot,  because  Dunce, 
Tony  Lumkin,  or  King  Log  had  been  distanced  in  the  race? 
Is  it  thus  that  merit  is  rewarded  in  other  countries  ?  My  tra- 
veiled  readers  have  doubtless  seen  what  is  called,  in  France,  a 
Mat  de  Cocagne — a  tall  well-greased  pole — "  Ah,  who  can  tell 
how  hard  it  is  to  climb !"  with  some  public  prize  at  the  top. 
Many  are  the  candidates,  particularly  sweeps  and  sailors,  who 
attempt  to  swarm  up  the  slippery  mast ;  some  heavy-sterned  fel- 
lows only  mounting  half  way ;  others  scrambling  almost  within 
arm's  length  of  the  reward :  but,  alas !  down,  down,  down  they 
slide  again  like  greased  lightning,  and  cursing  Sir  Isaac  New- 
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frnTitation.    At  last  some  more  fertantte  or 

tcttAmpts  the  taric— up  he  go — ^up  he  go— Hke  the 

ktiai  ha  actually  reaohea  the  tiptop,  and  dutches  the 

f  aftide.  .Luol^  dog  that  he  is,  not  to  he  an  English 

[  lewaxded  by  English  authorities !    No  one  grudges 

one  objects  that  the  nineteen  other  candi- 

te)  the  bottom  of  the  pole.    He  has  not  only 

Ifviw,  but  wears  it,  and  perhaps  literally  in  the  shape 

r'|paiir<tf  breeches. 

said,  indeed,  that  a  writer  would  derive  no  ad. 
Aam  an  extended  property  in  his  works ;  but  why  should 
'  «i^jrights  be  as  beneficial  as  long  leases,  long  purses, 
I  long  legs,  long  heads,  long  lives,  and  oUier  bng 
ate  longed  for  ?  Much  stress  has  been  laid  on  the 
of  publishers,  that  they  would  give  no  more  tor 
►years  than  for  twenty-eigh^  or  fourteen.  And  no  doubt 
were  perfectly  sincere  in  the  declaration.  There 
I  who  would  not  plant  trees,  however  profitable  ulti- 
ioause  the  return  would  be  distant  and  not  immediate : 
so  some  publishers  might  not  care  to  invesl  their  cap- 
works  for  a  sure,  but  slow,  remuneration.  But 
r  is  to  be  made  of  books,  even  after  twenty-eight  years^ 
i-m  what  becomes  of  Lord  Brougham's  statement,  that 
rkave  been  making  laige  preparations,  and  incurring 
\  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  out  works  of  which 
» were  just  expiring  ?  Nay,  is  there  not  one  book- 
de,  who  is  understood  to  have  made  hundreds 
if  not  hundreds  of  thousands^  by  this  sort  of 
^t  But  to  bring  the  question  to  issue,  let  us 
huC  Wfiters  who  are  all  as  dead  as  if  they  bad  been 
^.al  whose  head  and  brains  there  is  better  suckisf 
tef  shrimps.  For  example,  there  is  one  Fieldui|^ 
]  vaepublished  a  oentuiyago^and,oonseq[ttenliy, 
wfoll  for  some  foursoore  yean.  Will  aj^f 
kiio^mjf  that  a  revived  copyxjghl  <tf  **  IRm 
^>ili|sleia  ialhemariwtf  TkmwimnmB 
» and  im  QdimOK^Sk  deftnsi  ii| 
f  jdiu  aB0liiitv%  riMit'  Ibl  4bMX  ^wqAq^  ^iMAll> 


IM 


'  -'tMttP)i 


mVUtttikf    Not  to  nftme  8hi 
Bdlb'i  1C^stfOiiar]r«  as  oopyr^t^ 
#ouM  tbe  shade  of  Oefee  agstegft^l 
|)ilbUilier»  with  his  **  Robinssn 
f^teksy  there  oould  hardly  be  a 

In  the  Upper  Hoase,  the  opposHieai  IoUmi 
Broagham,  not  without  expres^oos^of  |pMI 
iiflfeotion^'  for  literary  men^  whom  he 
not  only  on  the  justice,  but  on  the 
To  this  last  character,  however^  I  Ibr  eiM^ 
has  been  too  much  of  this  aln^gitfng  tidm 
80  that  an  uninformed  reader  of  tlie 
that  the  poor  dogs  were  on  their  hind  legs 
a  boon,  as  some  pronounce  It,  insteiul  bf 
kangaroo  for  their  natural  r^hts.    9otf\mtt^ 
Tories,  Conservatires,  and  Royal  CMt  Boy% 
been  agitating  to  regain  our  usurped 
Revolution,  but  a  Restoration ! 

Apart  from  the  above  vile  phrase,  the 
Brougham  were  highly  flattering,  and  his 
no  doubt  be  a  valuable  possesnon,  but,  alas!  MUm^^. 
be  tested,  the  tie,  though  showy,  was  no 
flimsy  gilt  book-covers  of  the  present  dajr. 
repented  of  his  attachment  to  author^  asNl 
away,  as  many  had  been  led  away,  (utod 
wheelers  had  never  any  other  leademf)  %)f'« 
and  praise-worthy  feeling."    The  Peers  liAd 
to  kind  feelings,  and  he  felt  oompelted  lo 
strict  duties  of  the  legblative  officek"*    A^velf^ 
junction-^for  what  has   the  legislafQfv 
How  have  our  legislators  "  l^ned  towar«te  flKSf^ 
they  must  all  wish  to  lean,  and  towarAi 
oes  and  partialities  must  bear  theuit*^ 
authors  in  possession  of  a  common  lilr  ifgllty 
ing  founded  on  common  sense  and 
did  they  show  their  amiaUe 
Ufes,  Uieir  ovSNiD^lgent  fondnese  <bs 
iTttis  Ituses.    tb  kotr^m  a  ftsmyarisiiH 


VaiiitT'm  ft 


b-#  Mhmifff 


CC^TWVBT  AMD  0OP¥WRONO. 


i»» 


\i^  nxwtion  18  that  forlorn  aniroali  a  atreet  dcy. 
i^liaiid  has  a  stone,  every  idle  fixH  has  a  Idok  for  him 
i?^  a' whip,  and  every  carpenter  a  cleft  stick.  He 
IpI^  iQi  Jook  at  a  butcher's  shop — merely  to  point  at  a  sheep 
1^ foalfhed  upinstanter.  Bang!  goes  the  chopper!  and 
h^  hm  inches  of  his  tail.  He  has  only  to  be  looked  al  by 
mXP(  JoiXDg  blackguards,  and  in  a  jifiy  away  he  scours, 
Hlf^rmiil  with  an  old  kettle.  Even  so  it  fared  with  the  au- 
I  ^jlb^  was  raided  in  his  coat,  bare  on  his  ribs,  and  tucked 
Pl^fbl  Aink*«^in  short,  he  looked  a  yety  peltable,  kickable, 
' '  I  spid  curtailable  dog,  indeed.  Accordingly,  no  sooncor 
^W  IMiRght  sight  of  him,  than  it  caught  hold  of  him,  docked 
lata  Uow,  and  tied  Stationers'  Hall  to  the  stump. 

i  lor  the  strict  duties  of  the  legislative  office,  to  which 
Llhat  we  have  only  a  lease  of  our  own.  premises— «  tem- 

KliUlfiruct  in  our  own  orchard»— that  we  have  been  en- 
id  by  a  sequestration,  and  protected  from  retail  privateer- 
IHI,  ]^  condition  of  wholesale  piracy  hereafter ! 
0tf^  aure  it  has  been  urged,  tlmt  an  extended  copyright  (an 
iifffi.mmoipoij  instead  of  a  bookseller's)  would  damage  the 
■^,9i|e(reet-«^that  it  would  enhance  the  price  of  books— at 
mff^  4uit  it  would  prevent  their  re-issue  at  a  reduced  rate. 
jEpr  i^eculation  remains  to  be  tested  by  experiment.  The 
■|^f|l|4  wealthy  classes  do  not  compose,  as  formerly,  the  great 
^f,ya4sr>>-'tfae  numbers  have  increased  by  millioosi  and 
raiQ  quite  as  well  aware  as  the  trade  of  the  superior 
^pf  a  cheap  and  large  circulation.  They  hav^  tha 
[  of  popularity  and  profit.  One  can  even  bmj 
publishing  without  hope  of  pecuniary  rewaidt  mjh 
I  loBB,  provided  it  would  insure  his  numbers  a  Bozzian 
^iWfetoas  It  is  difficult  to  imagine  a  witter  settmg  so 
t^  on  Ids  own  book  as  would  necessdnly  confine  its 
^^  r  sdeot  circle.  On  these  points  I  am  competent 
YMimed  tho  msiiointf  ^  m^  0m  JwnUe 
)  auita  lA  aooordanoa  wiik  Ike  damsndi  ftir  iahii> 

llyb^wpuifope^lrttHtf  m \ 


m 


lid 


moHM : 


b. 


^  wiMUly  destK^g  the 
llM0Meori>r.Dibdin'8<<l 
ibg.in-tiie-nkiigeiy  acts  hare 
Ueatioii :  for  even  the  maddeat 


of  fnaking  a  work  <'  acaroe,*'  after  ft  «ili' 

Mlows,  then,  that  the  shorter  the  oonNyilHi^^ 

of  the  hook !  for  supposing  the  iiNm^iiScil0MmW 

writer  to  sow,  reap,  and  gather  in  Us T  ^'  ^ 

set  him  Dibdinizing  as  the  breri^of  I 

and  buyers  V*  says  he,  **  only  twelve 

less  fifty-two  Sundays!    As  ray  time  Im  m\ 

the  moat  of  it  !**    So  he  stirs  up  the  eoals  4*  "m^ 

into  it  all  his  oosdy  wood-^uts,  as  VAtf^M 

and  enhances  the  price  of  his  Totume  to  ten  [^ 

Apropos  of  cheapness,  it  seems  never  to  li^^^itjttjiiif  ^ 
sticklers  for  it,  that  an  article  may  become  i 
able— that  the  consumer  may  be  benefiled  < 
ample,  there  have  been  certain  star^  riiopi 
be  seen  about  London,  in  which  the  lowp^k^tt'^tM'H 
was  vouched  for  by  the  ruin  of  the 
clamations  that  the'*  Great  Bargains  hiCotlofli' 
mills,  and  that  the  <<  Wonderfully  Reduced  eRflb^Illl^ 
not  only  the  bowels  of  the  worm  but  these  of '1 
is  such  a  consummation  a  favorable  oneji  i 
wished,  whatever  the  fabric  ?    Is  it  really  derttUMNIr^ 
authors   publicly  advertised  as  ^'Unf 
Or  would  anybody,  except  Mr.  Wakley,  or 
tarian,  be  actually  gratified  by  reading  ewAi  m'f 
following: 

UNEXAMPLED  DISTRESS  IN  CffllPB  i 

omxAT  mxsuonoir  nr  urva^jriypiillj^^ 


pmooB  uirsxa  pmxMi  cost  1 !  I    PoaniT 


m 


h  is  certain,  nevertheless,  that  new  weilB4' 
xiodloal  ones^  have  bemi  piojeoted  and 
for  Cheap  Literature,  at  rates  so  mineittilf 


COPTilOHT  AND  C0P7WR0N0.  Ul 

I  WM  applied  to,  myielf,  to  ocwtribute  to  a  new  jonnialy 
I0dy  gmbiitously,  but  at  a  very  small  advance  upon  noth- 
lid  afowedly  because  the  work  had  been  planned  accoxd- 
Aat  eetimate.  However,  I  accepted  the  terms  coaditioQ. 
tel  b  to  say,  provided  the  principle  could  be  properly 
I  out.  Accordingly,  I  wrote  to  my  butcher,  baker,  and 
^ftdeanen,  informing  them  that  it  was  necessary,  for  the 
r  dieap  literature  and  the  interest  of  the  reading  public, 
ay  should  furnish  me  with  their  several  commodities  at  a 
rilling  per-centage  above  cost  price.  It  will  be  sufficient 
y  the  answer  of  the  butcher : — 

ry-^Respectin  your  note.  Cheap  literater  be  blowed. 
ftm  must  live  as  well  as  other  pepel — and  if  so  be  you  or 
1^  publick  wants  to  have  meat  at  prime  cost,  you  must 
mt  own  beastesses,  and  kill  yourselves.    I  remane,  d^., 


\,  truly,  why  not  cheap  anything,  or  everything,  as  well 
l|p  Utaiature  1  Cheap  beef,  cheap  beer,  cheap  butter,  and 
toeadf  As  to  books,  the  probability  is,  that  distant  le- 
wonU  be^at  reduced  rates ;  but,  even  supposing  them  to 
I  at  dieir  original  prices,  why  should  Mr.  Thomson  of 
mf^  Us  **  Waverley ''  any  cheaper  than  Mr.  Thomson  of 

mf  rale,  die  interests  of  hoA  parties  ought  to  be  fidrly 
Hid.  Nay,  Consistency  goes  still  farther,  and  hints  that 
IMajr  interest  should  be  especially  favored.  For,  hark  lo 
MMy  t  «  Let  the  public,"  she  says,  <<be  oared  ibr— let 
Mis  te  1000  cared  for, — and  let  the  Authors  be  parlicai. 
idFoaned  Ibr,  as  the  most  public  part  of  the  public  P 
mlf 'wa  give  an  extended  term  to  the  authors,''  oriea  Lend 
liil^^  wa  must  also  give  a  longer  day  lo  the  patentees.* 
M|fli^  if  Aey  deserve  and  need  HI  But  it  is  as  easy 
fWfp&ui  a  patent  being  parpetuali  as  it  is  dffioUk 
copyrigiit  should  be  limited.  In  tibe  idMlrael, 
of  both  partiea  maybe  equal— 4iit  ia  ttfo 
i  faMPeotloii  mi^l  be  an  enofttiom  Wf^ 


m 


w 


wmm^ 


lte^|^|e]|jM9  Qf  groat  aod 

Iflxei4>irge  foruinoi  withia  a  |5|| ; 

gmtepl  of  QM^  writers  have  coqui 

g^riaig;  their  whole  lives,  thai  thfi;] 

pHTthing  to  his  advantage.     kM  jplf;] 

ky  the  Bishop  of  London.       .    ,    •  ,  >  \     ' i»ii  **4iV{ 

The  merits  of  a  mechanical  ioven^i^  i^iil;^ 
and  are  immediately  recognized.    ']C|%mwlip(iil 
underiBtand  at  a  glance  the  advantage  of  nj 
pels  a  ship  without  wind  and  a  QOibQh  iirjlbQ^I    ,.^^^    ,. 
the  same  dunderpate  in  twenty  Ipag  yeiurs  ^.ffif^  |^ 
the  use  of  «  hook  larnipg."    There  |^  a  gi^t)imift  of  of  i 
quaintance  who  derives  a  yearly  fum  pxc  a  pfltfOVlsMto^ 
the  superiority  of  which,  in  hrnshiog  hi*.  OQWiajlff  9lilf  < 
Footman  would  detect  ere  he  had  whi«d#4  l|bimfh£<fN« 
Dawson.''    But  suppose  instead  of  a  machine  of  f 
and  wood,  my  friend  had  composed  fl  ^9^  jtrtiq||j[  ,»^jj 
off  the  dirt  and  dust  of  the  humai^  iiit^thot,^^ 
months  in  catching  a  publisher,  and  years,  iigpii  ] 
hold  of  the  public.     But  why  talk  o£h 
brushes,  and  such  utilities  ?    There  waa  i 
for  which,  had  the  inventor  secured  a  f#pi|k  ^ 
article,  merely  as  a  toy,  would  have  certainly  < 
prietor — for  the  dullest  unit  of  himi&iMty  ||a4  l^j 
to  his  or  her  eye  to  enjoy  all  the  beautifiil  a^| 
of  the  kaleidoscope.     But  suppose^  iim^dd 
with  reflectors  and  bits  of  colored  ^afs,  |jpe  < 
"  Novum  Organon,"  how  many  of  tfeqee  [ 
millions  might  have  looked  Uirovgh  itai4/j 
light  and  lamplight,  without  difyooTWHIg  <tlW>/ft  I 
for  the  mind— prima  intellectual  9a099«  i 
far  resemble  the  hrutea,  that  we  u4^arplin4^ 
and  eomfcrts,  much  more  qDudily  4bM 
oneA^^Just  ffs  a  turos{Ht  would  ^  ^pl  ff^  \ 
long  he&re  that  of  a  Bridge wejbwr  TBl*tti»%y^ 
reopgiution  and  ^remuneration  lof  ^ 
vj^Dlpi)^,    ^or  mm  it  ^  fivgPlMMiv^ 
ym%to  tb^|%y|ic«J»aiidMiM(J%^ 


ewittORT  AM)  corrwitoNo. 


us 


Uimmt  Jdm  FooUimui,  the  kdeidoseofeta,  «6d 

l-oi^  not  to  tie  IbrgQiten  thai  govenmenl  bis 

\  hmofg^  U$  imreDtiQii  of  a  patontaei  but  has  nsTSi:  pvr- 

l>SiJii|^t  sipoe  ths  iUvsDtioA  of  priatiBg.    It  im  be 

*  I  Omii  when  Sir  Robeit  Peel  begins  to  bargain  wMi 

l,.Qmw€fA%  on  behalf  of  the  nation,  to  say  that  we  aie 

» fcotiog  as  the  patentees* 
JtrtMSASkmal  Qnestion-^-and  Pirates  Foreigii.aaa  Do- 
'  imfWBtL — ^STours,  dec, 


LETTER  T. 

:  07  TEB  Athbmjbuk  : 

^    !PwpmjM4swAL  as  some  persons  may  oonsider  the 

^.ofanlextaiiM  copyright  to  authors,  there  can  be  no  doubt 

injury  they  must  sustain,  in  oommoD  with 

4tai  the  piratical  reprinting  of  the  works  in  fereign 

I  wit,  France,  BdgiuQij  and  tha  United  States.    I 

trhethsr  Germany  partakes  m  this  diogracafld 

t  tliesa  is  .a  word  for  it  in  the  langnage,  and  aolfai^ 

sUa  to  llaohdruokerie  than  the  oontiguity  of  safwrsl 

jrf  theaystem,  the  very  name  tbat  is  apjAM 

term  whieh  sssooiates  tUs  onrer-fiee-tMide 

^practioes  of  the  old  robbers  osi  the  l%b 

fiiate  docs  not,  indeed,  dabUe  in  :Uoo4^ 

filijeot  is  the  same,  and  punned  by  the  sme 

piUage  of  fidend  or  fixe.    And  tMS 

ITtiiythiiy  oAn  palliate  tfie  Samg^mt^u^ 

cooiparatively  yenlal,  it  is  the  Sil9P|i||# 

JbigUsh  wosba.   libM^NVi^ 

:toytJ%orjfcrJt#iiftjgji^ 

it»  eair  ona  or  Mi  own 


r 
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Nevertheless,  of  this  heinous  and  unnatural  conduct  there  hd 
been  too  many  instances,  including  a  couple  within  the  last  fe# 
months.  In  the  first  case,  a  piracy  was  committed  by  a  F» 
not  the  least  active  in  the  opposition  to  the  Bill  of  Sergeant  Ti^ 
fourd,  and  who,  of  course,  held  the  poacher-like  principle  tbifl 
the  proper  time  for  a  copyright  to  expire  was  whenever  they 
chose  to  kill  it.  The  other  party  alluded  to,  once  went  so  hr 
as  to  asfert  to  me  that  an  author  would  not  receive  more,  but 
less,  for  a  longer  term  in  his  works — a  declaration  attributed  it 
the  time  to  mere  natural  blockheadism ;  but  his  theory  of  literary 
rights  has  since  been  illustrated  by  an  injunction  obtained  agaiut 
him  by  a  brother  bookseller,  for  pirating  some  popular  metrical 
legends.  Now  in  what  but  the  pseudo-respectability  of  a  double- 
fronted  shop  in  Ck)mhill  does  this  publisher  rank  above  a  man 
whom  he  would  no  doubt  have  designated  as  a  little,  low,  diitj, 
shabby  library-keeper  in  the  suburbs,  to  whom  I  one  day  hap- 
pened to  mention  a  placard  in  a  neighboring  shop-window  an- 
nouncing a  spurious  **  Master  Humphrey's  Clock." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  little,  low,  dirty,  shabby  library-keeper,  "  if 
you  had  observed  the  name,  it  was  by  Bos,  not  Boz — S,  Sir,  nol 
Z ;  and,  besides,  it  would  have  been  no  piracy.  Sir,  even  with 
the  Z,  because  Master  Humphrey's  Clock,  you  see,  Sir,  was  wi 
published  as  by  Boz,  but  by  Charles  Dickens."* 

These  lax  principles  of  our  domestic  pirates  are  not  at  all 
braced  by  a  passage  across  the  Atlantic.  In  America  the  sys- 
tem has  reached  its  climax,  and  the  types,  used  on  a  new  work 
here,  are  only  the  antetypes  of  a  reprint  in  Boston,  Philadel 
phia,  or  New  York.  Of  this,  a  flagrant  example  has  recend] 
occurred  in  the  republication  of  Sir  E.  Bulwer's  last  new  novel 
*^  Zanoni,"  in  a  newspaper  form,  at  the  rate  of  ten  copies  for  i 
dollar !  In  fact,  as  to  natural  rights,  in  the  States  there  appeaj 
to  be  two  classes  very  much  on  a  par — our  read  men  and  th< 
Indians. 

It  may  be  as  well  for  me,  before  commenting  on  such  trans 
actions,  to  disown  any  prejudice,  personal  or  political,  agaimn 
America  or  the  Americans.  I  am  none  of  the  "  Mr.  H's"  wh< 
have  drawn,  sketched,  or  caricatured  them.     The   stars  anc 


coFiwmr  400)  camwnLOjm. 


iti 


r.pol:.i4bol  nm  like  a  Ui|^  in  the  eje ;  nor  tet 

jWBe"  giTe  me  the  ear-aehe.    I  have  no  wfah  |o 

Orion  of  tbe,  Umled  States;  or  to  alter  die  pbMB 

bto  **Rq>ublicaiMi  and  Sinners."    In  realiQri 

a  DliTUish  feeling  towards  Jonatiian,  rememb^rfalg 

mm,  and  what  languid  he  speaks ;  and  hottfag 

li  flueh  eases  to  have  the  wit  that  traoes  resemblanoes, 

that  deteets  di&renoe%— and  perhaps  fomsnls 


,  to  gratify  no  private  spleen,  spitOyOr  jeakmsji 
hVPiie  is  xaissd  against  a  system  whioh  has  been  oqd- 
Ll|f  same  of  the  wisest  and  most  distinguiBhed  of  her  own 
\  piiqiidicial  to  the  dignity  and  best  interssts  of  AnMtlea 
iMI^do  not  ears,  perhaps,  to  see  ihedr  Gog  of  a  ocMntry 
ll^^ftf  all  its  prose  and  poetry  to  litde  Great  Britain,  just 
yrtMbeaded  Giant  at  the  gate  of  Kenilworth  Cesde  was 
ppilJbfJUt. literature  on  the  dwarfish  imp  Flibbeitigibbit 
it  jttiriy  gigantio  is  Jonathan  in  his  material  worlu^  and 
^ksl^physioal  progress;  but  will  he  really  be  satisfied 
:  ahead  in  ererything  but  that  in  ^hioh  the  head  is  so 
1  an  agent  ?  He  is  first  ohop  with  the  hatohet,  aid 
^  die  lifier— gnnd  at  a  'ooon,  mighty  at  a  'possua^ 
[  at  a  squirrel, — ^he  oan  drive  a  nail  with  a  ballet,er  a 
;  jiMl&lew  pedlar^— whip  his  weight  in  wild  eat%^  grin 
^IMt  into  quinine,  and,  as  some  say,  wring  off  the  t^l 
t  where  will  be  his  exploits  with  the  p^t  Will 
riMH  die  big  Ben  of  die  school,  a  dab  at  msrhlei, 
r#  orfoket,  a  top-sawyer  at  fives,  and  a  good^'m  at 
101*  cMiged  to  be  obliged  finr  his  English  thesMS  ttd 
^  Isasl  boy  on  the  fimn  t  The  j^oture  is  a  moilf- 
tiii  some  sooh  oharaotor  most  Jonathan  nnnwai 
jftsi  eonssnto  to  be  a  mMe  intertopeiw*  8qimtter> . 
,  in  AbVMA  <a  Letters.  ^  -jyv 

[InAe  absence  of  an  laimMlisaal  Oqqfiillfp^ 
iMtiveiiteratnie,  has  bee»;  AmMI  bp>  fte 
side  <^  die  JUkilie. 

.^, 1^1, 


IM 


4m|  IpM^  QMiftii  MiiAMMft ' 

4M)y  Of  ia  pdartMl  AuiMlHMt 
lf%w    flwA  0MHt  te^ft  ii«ffMdM^i 
Bit^  workt  te  Csodle 

Mity  I  Qift  ittnglwniMfc' 
Ubertli  aooompUflhed,  and  patriotio 
mA;f ,  midar  a  fi«Md  aii  fMii'^ 
fttoe/'  and  16  Mc  at  a  Ftaaily  Utniiiy 
teoka,  bm  of  wlMiiKMAigiMW  lliP1Af# 
af iRMHii  iMMAMtofe;  ^^-^ 'H 

Of  the  oham^tar  iif  < 
'hfiancttable  tnaii  w6iill  '^lak  ta  oMMb'ttMH 
hli  btMj  vioMiali  nHthout  AOi^  {laytHf' 
IMkMioa  tlitti  the  sdp^y  ctomii  flMr^«MllMt 
>#duld  object  to  fmy  m  mUmttta/h  IflW^ 
AiMlaaA  aj^ei,  hk  Ogtoad  tantSfidM^ 
of  M^b  ptfododtioii  f    Ndrdoia  k 
li  ndt  axaody  io  tangiUo  $m  tipholiaij^i^^A! 
have  youff  hud  ftaraiaMi  is  yo«# 
nalghbdr.  :vvi>«Ata 

Bottlia«iateibaaDaiuai»nk    AiWUit 
px<Bcitely  on  a  par  irlth  tha  laniiikabla 
iBAdy-made  hwcm.    Tfmy  aira  lii*  UaUi^ 
logal  peiaat^  ;  but  a  ioreia  ptmiihiEiiai  Uh 
liaUlar  offeaoi».    Aoo^rdiog  la  itm  tmjtfi^ 
tffk%  tha  li&tioiial  Hag  iriitlalfy  flMaala 
p80pley  bat  areiy  niiei^e  hMBvMail    to  IjiHil 
ama  or  BoitoD  as  aHnh  aa  ihi  ^oiafai  ^ 

ao  the  Oopjrjght  of  an  RngMahfuKiit 
oopy  that  finds  its  way  to  NaW  SMihift 
lAiah  fttnaiii  ift  tha  doaii£hkNM  «f 
singto  Mob  aMai  bdtof  a  laq|a.iBsliS!^|iaBi|. 
Ip«istul  oo^Mi,  pattbdariy  ftr 
OQtoiiai|li«m\l%am€ucUiw       _ 


oorraMiii  /am  <:«rew»oNo. 


UM 


miyk  is  incumbent 09  4jba  CQ««sm  dtrnMnstayt  iridb 

jfr^^f^^aiKlity  1Q  p^t  1^  «|QP  IP  ■9C*  bcwiiU^ 

jqgr  i¥»tei  ^v  « iPerpciUiftl  Cofgriighl^  aa  I  IbiBiQrigr 

\t$  daAadod  witb  n  beltter  ginm  froin  muMioB  froai 

if  jbre^  pinoy  bure  any  plea  in  extenualipa, 

ei^anqpla  of  the  atailuta  pf  1709,  which  fint  put  a 

tp  our  poaaeeaioQ.    Jonathan  is  a  gieal  ealcolatoPi 

IMiloolata  that  apaoe  as  well  as  time  may  nullify  a 

j^  and  tp  bp  candid,  there  is  no  very  clear  Bsaaon  w^y 

ppCp    To  me  it  appears  that  26  degrees  of  latitude 

jfimAj  and  rationally  alienate  a  proper^  as  36  yepi84»f 

J  that  my  right  may  as  consistently  depart  firom  o^e  ia 

as  in  a  calendar ;  and  of  the  two,  die  Ghnat  WmI- 

tha  nmt  tangible  conveyancer.    As  to  any  wdk 

^ftaara  cld»  its  reprinting  l^  Americans  or  New  Zea* 

be  HP  trapsgrassion.    On  No  Man's  Land  tbave  caa 

;  wiisfp  there  is  no  right  there  can  be  Qoiaftkiga* 

re  can  be  no  piracy,  for  there  is  no  copjrright,  ti^t 

qiUad  so  being  dead  and  gone  |  net  trans&rred  Ifte 

,  but  annihilated ;  not  a  dormant  tide,  but  eBtincl» 

in  a  couple  of  saonths,  every  pnater  In  the 

will  have,  legally,  as  much  right  and  inteiMi  la 

fl  t]|^  son  and  heir  of  tlie  immortal  Novaliat. 

!^  fugtfier  injury,  however,  with  which  our  authonara 

besides  reprinting,  namely,  tranalallony^M^aot  ftaai 

■j\n»rican,  Ihr  there  is  no  such  tongaC)  hut  froaatbe 

,j|^  Monarchy  into  that  of  a  RepubUq.    Taa;  qor 

IHtnfHy  to  be  dpne  into  Locofooos,  NuttUkr%  SMa*^ 

JByiQpathiasrs,--i}ay,  peAi^  into  floasa 

JfUpir  Flowers  of  Ae  Pooest,  according  to  Iha 

ia  which  they  may  be  repnnftMl^  ^  ^ 

:A|e ,  fSfuhUsher  1    la  fiiot,  American  adWona 

%kWMt»  M  trail  aa  in  foxn,  AninM^ 


i^iiu«{it 


^is  phynljr  aDi|dad la  i»;lhp< 
la  Qscgiasafol  a|^at« 


io  t^'-i^'  ^' 


•^^*-^^' 

fc 


4^  X"" 


tillMMJ^  f  llntfin;  fce.,  m  1 

~      r  Fteley,  in  dw  ohifrr  •  'i 
<<  We  woidd  mito  taggeet 
Hil^  authon  obttin  oopjnli^'  ^ 
ov  mtcfcata  am  supplied  with  tlMi^  ft  J 
Bejiover  to  adapt  t^  to  our  immi^^' 
fltale of  aooiety,  we  must  pennll  dirfbrc^ 
We  ehaU  ihoe  have  a  LoodoQ  litenliuwINWMI^ 
^riviiig  our  own  out  of  the  fieldi  and 
to  its  iaflnenoe.    So  long  as  we  have  pMiwr^ 
we  oen  shape  it  as  may  suit  our  taale  and 
nothmg  to  Smut  ;  but  when  this  privaege  iftialii|ll 
yast  preponderanoe  of  Britidi  eapital  has  drfYitf  5 
the  trade,  riiall  we  not  have  in  our  hosdoi  A 1 
our  institutions,  and  dangerous  to 
safer  and  better  to  let  in  this  literatiivs  frsil|| '  I 
moulding  of  our  wants  and  wishes»  MNr  I 
asoendenoy,  and  entrench  it  behind  the 
oopyrightf" 

And  that  there  may  be  no  doubt  about  the  ^ 
memorialists,  hear  Mr.  Cornelius  Madiews: 

«<  I  have  said  nothing-and  I  might  hafe  iatt'igMM 
mutilation  of  books  by  our  Amerioan  vspolititedP^ 
rageous  wrong  by  which  a  noble  English  Wiilifyl 
in  London,  dear  to  him  as  life,  is  made  to  ii^iik^ 
which  his  soul  abhors  !*' 

I  am  not  aware  of  the  exact  thige  of  the  1 
but,  whether  pallid  or  rubicund,  golden  OT  < 
no  cheek  capable  of  a  blush  at  the  iisadtn||lf  jl 
document  I    Did  Mr.  Groodrioh— himsidf  slII 
ist  for  children— did  Peter  Parley  ftel  no 
propriety  or  fidmess  of  castii^  the  bfaias'^'j 
into  American  moulds  and  shapes,  wMi.  la 
so  much  jelly?    Is  there  no  turpftude ^J^ llrttM 
writings  because  they  happen  to  be  not  in 
print?    On  the  contrary,  the 
smtations  is  to  make  a  man  misrepielsbl) 
to  him  expressions  he  had  never 


Si 
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-fittMtaliMd— «  prooeedmg  quite  m  difty  at  Aftt  of 
babooQy  when  h  crammed  into  die  nxmdl 
'  tke  fith  it  had  hoarded  in  its  own  poodles  I 
r  own  parti  I  think  that  a  m&n  has  quite  as  good  a  right 
n  Mm,  as  a  sentiment,  to  my  signature — to  use  my 
li^^Bwibe  supply  of  his  wants,  as  for  the  support  of  his  prin* 
>  tarn  me  into  cash,  as  to  turn  me  into  a  republican, 
rmay  be  more  novel  notions  on  these  matters  on  the 
die  of  the  Atlantic;  where  << another  and  better 
I*  is  supposed  to  be  the  new  one. 

iit'dw  picture  of  << London  literature" — guarded  by  inter- 

^copyright — 'Mriving  their  own  out  of  the  fieldr — ^it 

gf^nitb  peculiar  grace  from  the  advocates  of  an  unrestrained 

I  iof  En^ish  books  at  little  more  than  the  cost  of  paper 

The  very  men  who  are  sduttling  the  ship  called  au- 

I  to  express  fears  of  its  being  swamped  by  a  sea !    For 

diat  the  American,  who  thinks  of  literature  as  a 

t  under  such  circumstances,  might  as  well  swarm  up 

for  a  bee-tree — ^that  if  he  hopes  to  enlighten  his 

I  and  be  paid  for  his  pains,  he  had  better  turn  bea- 

lioe,  and  thrash  mud  with  his  tail. 

aoiw  fiurewell  to  Jonathan !    It  can  be  no  unfriendly  as- 

to.wish  that  he  may  have  Shakspeares  and  Miltoos 

■  «ini---that  he  may  breed  Scotts,  Wordsworths,  MoorM^ 

1  Bolwers,  as  well  as  Washingtons,  Jeflbrsons,  Madi« 

I  and  General  Jacksons.    But  if  he  desires  to  own 

By  everlasting,  immortal  names  in  literature,  we  must 

\ « traffic,  particularly  adapted  to  make  a  great  country 

'^eastward,  and  looking  across  another  ocean,  there 

,  wherein  the  Journeymen  Minds  of  the  capi- 

^gleady  profited  by  the  Master  Minds  of  Bngknd 

F,tb#  iray  of  mammon.    I  allude  to  the  Belgians^ 

I  illiberal,  and  huckstering  tradespeople  in  Bu^ 

Napoleon  might  jusdy  have  applied  the  apiJiiBt 

ii^  aseiag  that  a  «  Baidcear''  sometites  fceep^Wi 

D^pMbr,  whiUt  his  wife  and  dat^hten  vetail  ha* 

iffrfBt  shop.    A  people  whoie  imroMoft  M^- 
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ginated  not  in  love  of  liberty,  but  love  of  money — doI  i 
gious  repeal  of  an  union  of  Catholic  and  Protestant — but  a 
breeches-pocket  change,  from  a  desire  to  get  rid  of  Dutch 
and  a  Dutch-copartnership  in  commercial  profits.  A  peop 
short,  who  in  spite  of  their  getting  rid  of  the  Spaniards  ha^ 
tained  their  affection  for  **  the  Spanish  ^ — and  instead  of 
bining  opulence  with  a  liberal  expenditure,  store  up  their  « 
in  miserly  hiding  places — just  as  a  jackdaw  deposits  i 
spoons,  &c.,  in  his  rubbish  saving  banks,  from  a  mere  ol 
less  propensity  to  hoarding. 

Now,  as  regards  literary  piracy,  the  Americans  may , 
in  mitigation,  their  common  origin  with  the  English,  and 
use — saving  some  uncommon  odd  phrases— of  a  commoo 
guage.  Jonathan  can  read  and  relish  Hamlet  or  Pai 
LfOst,  as  well  as  John ;  and  at  any  rate  a  large  proportion 
reprints  are  for  his  own  consumption.  But  there  is  no 
excuse  for  the  Belgians.  Shakspeare  and  Milton !  why,  if 
were  translated  expressly  into  Flemish,  I  should  be  soi 
guarantee  the  sale  of  fifty  copies.  There  would  be  as 
demand  for  them  by  the  Flanders  horses  and  mares  thi 
upon  four  legs,  as  by  those  that  walk  upon  two.  If  the; 
transplant  from  our  Literature  into  their  own  Belles  Lett 
will  be  "  Tate's  Universal  Cambist,"  or  Somebody  on  Assu 
For,  sharpwitted  as  the  Flemish  may  be  at  a  bargain,  in 
lectual  matters  they  are  as  Boeotian  as  if  they  had  takei 
baths  in  their  own  bogs,  and,  as  the  old  Bubble  Man  i 
mends,  had  given  their  heads  the  full  benefit  of  the  imm< 

It  follows  that  the  Brussels  Printers  cannot  set  up  the  pr 
of  the  Boston  ones — that  they  patriotically  rob  our  great  li 
lamps,  for  the  enlightenment  of  their  own  citizens.  In  Bi 
there  is  a  smoking,  beer-drinking,  estaminet-haunting,  I 
Reading  Public.  The  books  they  consult  are  filled  with 
mish  accounts  " — the  leaves  they  love  are  rolled  up  into  < 
In  short,  in  the  great  March  of  Mind,  the  Flemish  are 
behind  aa  the  baggage,  or  along  with  the  suttlers,  sellin 
sages  and  schnapps.  It  is  a  fair  conclusion,  then,  that  a 
part  of  the  English  reprints  must  be  intended  for  the  L 
market,  into  which  they  can  only  be  surreptitiously  intro 
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onsequently,  the  Brussels  publisher  is  not  only  a  Pirate,  but 
ggler — a  Dick  Hatteraick  engrafted  on  Paul  Jones.  But  I 
ustice  to  the  brave  Buccaneer  and  the  bold  Freetrader  by 
oinparison ;  there  may  be  the  same  greed  for  gain,  but 
ia  DO  risk  of  life  or  limb  to  ennoble  a  traffic  as  paltry  and 
ulent  as  the  "  sweating"  of  our  Sovereigns, 
ainst  these  new  "  Brussels  Sprouts/'  the  vigilance  of  our 
ms  ought  to  be  particularly  directed  ;  and  their  confiscation 
d  be  strictly  enforced.  Of  an  International  Copyright, 
is  no  hope — looking  at  the  sordid  and  unlettered  character 
e  Belgians,  the  speech  of  the  King,  a  commercial  jealousy 
Qgland,  and  a  general  ill-will  towards  us.  France  and 
rica  may  accede  to  our  claims,  and  agree  to  protect  our 
ry  rights  ;  but  Belgium  will  be  the  last,  the  very  last,  to  do 
36  even  to  the  English.* 

the  meantime  let  us  hope  that  our  own  Legislature  will 
d  all  the  protection  it  can  afford  to  our  Literature ;  as  much 
ity  as  it  can  give  to  the  Publisher ;  and  as  much  encour- 
ent  as  it  can  bestow  on  the  Author :  Heaven  knows  he  is 
ed  of  it !  Hitherto  he  has  only  been  robbed  by  the  Statute 
me,  nor  has  the  legal  unkindness  been  atoned  for  by  pro- 
>nate  favor  in  other  quarters.  Where  are  his  Honorary 
ictions  ?  The  highest  honor  ever  conferred  on  an  author — 
rage — was  granted  to  Bubb  Doddington — and  then  not  for 
ig  his  life.  Where  are  the  lucrative  Tellerships,  Warden- 
ComptroUerships,  Secretaryships,  and  Governorships  dedi- 
as  rewards  to  this  species  of  Civil  Merit  ? 

"  And  Echo  answers,  where  r* 

the  very  few  appointments  heretofore  allotted  for  its 
»n  are  going  or  gone.  The  examinership  of  Plays  has 
d  from  an  Author  to  an  Actor  ;  and  a  prophetic  soul  augurs 
he  Laureateship,  at  the  next  vacancy,  may  go  to  a  Painter, 
much  for  the  distinctions  bestowed  on  a  Literary  man  dur- 
is  life.     Now  for  the  honors  paid  to  him  at  his  death.     We 

We  must  be  just  even  towards  the  English  "—from  the  Me$$ager  de 
,  June  9, 1843. 


gar,  with  the  world  in  his  debt.  Being  poor,  he  is  I 
with  less  ceremony  than  Cock  Robin.  Had  he  been 
enough,  he  might  have  bought  a  "  snug  lying  in  the  Al 
of  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Westminster,  who  even  thei 
to  the  same  style  of  treatment,  would  put  him,  were  1 
greatest  and  best  of  our  Poets — as  the  mother  puts  the  lea 
worst  of  her  brats — into  a  Corner ! 
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"^HATEYES  may  be  thought  of  Dr.  Dickson's  theory,  that  the 
pe  of  disease  in  general  is  periodical,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of 
I  applicability  to  modern  literature,  which  is  essentially  peri- 
lical,  whether  the  type  be  long  primer,  brevier,  or  bourgeois. 

appears,  moreover,  by  the  rapid  consumption  of  monthlies, 
>mpared  with  the  decline  of  the  annuals,  that  frequent  fits  of 
Liblication  are  more  prevalent  and  popular  than  yearly  par- 
tysms. 

Under  these  circumstances,  no  apology  is  necessary  for  the 
resent  undertaking ;  but  custom,  which  exacts  an  overture  to  a 
ew  opera,  and  a  prologue  to  a  new  play,  requires  a  few  words 
r  introduction  to  a  new  monthly  magazine. 

One  prominent  object,  then,  of  the  projected  publication,  as 
nplied  by  the  sub-title  of  *<  Comic  Miscellany,"  will  be  the  sup- 
ly  of  harmless  "  Mirth  for  the  Million,"  and  light  thoughts,  to 

public  sorely  oppressed — if  its  word  be  worth  a  rush,  or  its 
Dmplaints  of  an  ounce  weight — by  hard  times,  heavy  taxes,  and 
lose  "  eating  cares  "  which  attend  on  the  securing  of  food  for 
le  day,  as  well  as  a  provision  for  the  future.  For  the  relief 
f  such  afflicted  classes,  the  editor,  assisted  by  able  humorists, 
ill  dispense  a  series  of  papers  and  woodcuts,  which,  it  is  hoped, 
ill  cheer  the  gloom  of  Willow  Walk,  and  the  loneliness  of 
Wilderness  Row — sweeten  the  bitterness  of  Camomile  street  and 
Wormwood  street — smoothe  the  ruffled  temper  of  Cross  street, 
nd  enable  even  Crooked  Lane  to  unbend  itself!  It  is  hardly 
ecessary  to  promise  that  this  end  will  be  pursued  without  raising 

maiden  blush,  much  less  a  damask,  in  the  nursery  grounds  of 
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modei^--<»r  treapftsfing,  by  .     .^ar 

and  Uwns  of  private  life.   In  a  wofii»iHHi 
and  wine,  instead  of  merry  and  oOeritei' 

For  the  sedate,  there  will  be  pifcia  ofm 
and  the  lover  of  poetry  will  be  snppUed  wtt 
number. 

A«  to  pplitios,  the  niadfr  of  Bo^p^f 
search  in  its  pages  tor  a  panacea'  for  ia 
grand  CatholicoD  for  Irish  agitation;  he  wfll 
know  whether  we  ought  to  depend  for  our  l»ead4H 
mersy  or  merely  on  foreign  sea-fowl ;  or,  if  lbs 
Union  would  prod^m  low  rents  aod  oo^ 
Neither  roust  he  hope  to  lei^m  ^  f^PQpst 
nor  even  whether  a  finslity  mummmm  (SnPfkfU^i 
an  undertaker,  '   v  A\  -J *  ,} t^^n 

A  total  abstinence  from  suob  atunuta|itig 
questions  is,  indeed,  ensured  by  tht  eslrtMked 
editor,  and  his  notorious  aversion  tit  pai^  spMt 
own  words,  from  a  letter  to  the  proprietors, — ^  I  am  no 
and  for  from  instructed  on  those  topifla  whioh,  to 
BQon  friirase,  no  gentleman's  newspaper  skNildba  Mtteot  Ahi 
for  any  knowledge  of  mbe,  the  IiiBh  fpoesgutiii—  qhjt  be  Ar 
pirating  the  Irish  melodies;  thePennsylnurianaouigrlMMwrspQ- 
dieted  their  wives;  Duff  Green  may  be  a  plaoa^  Ifli^  <3me 
Qreen;  Prinee  Polignao  a  dahlia  or  a  oamrtion,  and  tksBno 
de  Bordeaux  a  tulip.  The  Spanisb  aflkin  t  ooyli  mamr  sosi- 
ter,  even  with  a  Pronouneifig  Diotionaiy  at  agp  eHU&mf  it  woi^ 
puaa^e  me  to  see  whethear  Queen  fasbeUa^  awjoiity  kav  is  not 
equal  to  Sir  Robert  Peel's ;  or,  if  the  shelifag  th»  timwimm 
was  done  with  bombs  and  mortan,  or  tba  — tciianfc— >  Ma 
may  be  a  quaker,  and  the  whole  oivil  war  aboul  Aa  flsiiBe 
Oranges.  Nay,  even  on  domestie  paitiMn%  naaiar^iwps^  usf 
profound  political  ignorance  leaves  me  in  d^ubt  ^ 
ooncemiag  which  the  newsmen's  boya  and 
foiansd  very  decided  opinions;  for  enaaipl 
Uw  league  ought  to  emtend  beyond 
-yfCt  the  sliding  seals  should  jeguiale  Ifaft :dUMi|(S9^ 
ilttiahHacbat  share  tl»  Wdsk  <whig»  Mivis 
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Jted  km  fkr  the  Ryoto  io  India  were  excited  by  the 
'  of  the  Brahmin  Bull.    On  all  such  public  subjects  I 
aufaU  than  that  Publicist  the  Potboy,  at  the  public* 
,  with  the  insolvent  sign,  The  Hog  in  the  Pound." 

I  wfll  be  excluded  with  the  same  rigor ;  and  especially 

TiraetariAtfsihistti*    'the  reader  of  tloo^'e  Maoazinb  must 

;  thereCbre,  to  be  told  whether  an  old  Protestant  church 

to  be  plastered  with  Romaki  ceinent ;  or  if  a  design  for  a 

lie  ■hoald'be  washed  in  with  Newman's  colors.    And  most 

ly  will  he  be  disappointed,  should  he  look  for  contro- 

theology  in  our  Poets'  Comer.   He  might  as  well  expect 

^  ^oeens  of  Sh^f  Imd  divided  babieii  fionl  wearing  Solo- 

)  rest,  a  critical  eye  will  be  kept  on  our  current  litera- 
PB^  a  legretful  one  on  the  drama,  and  a  kind  one  for  the  fine 
ftiw  whose  artesiaa  well  there  will  be  ia  MMeional 

this  brief  esplaaMtory  announcement,  Hoeti^i  MAeAznr b 

Oowo  MiscsLLAifT  is  toft  to  lecommend  ftsel^  by  its  own 

to  those  enlightened  judges,  the  reviewers ;  and  to  that 

jury — too  vast  to  pack  in  any  clue — the  British  public. 


*•i^ 
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THE  HAUNTED   HOUSE; 

A  ROMANCE. 


"  A  jolly  place,  said  he,  in  days  of  old» 
But  something  ails  it  now  :  the  spot  is  cunt" 

Harti«xap  Weu.,  by  WoRMWoam 

PA&T   I. 

Some  dreams  we  have  are  nothing  else  but  dreams, 
Unnatural  and  full  of  contradictions ; 
Yet  others  of  our  most  romantic  schemes 
Are  something  more  than  fictions. 

It  might  be  only  on  enchanted  ground ; 
It  might  be  merely  by  a  thought's  expansion  ; 
But  in  the  spirit,  or  the  flesh,  I  found 
An  old  deserted  mansion. 

A  residence  for  woman,  child,  and  man, 
A  dwelling-place — and  yet  no  habitation  ; 
A  house — but  under  some  prodigious  ban 
Of  excommunication. 

Unhinged  the  iron  gates  half  open  hung, 
Jarr'd  by  the  gusty  gales  of  many  winters, 
That  from  its  crumbled  pedestal  had  flung 
One  marble  globe  in  splinters. 

No  dog  was  at  the  threshold,  great  or  small ; 
No  pigeon  on  the  roof-^no  household  creature-^ 
No  cat  demurely  dozing  on  the  wall — 
Not  one  domestic  feature. 
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b  IuubhI  JlppfQ^  ilifjrady  to  go  or  come) 
hhet^httaiMtk  from  shut  or  open  casement; 
fo  ohfamMj  MMked— there  wm  no  sign  of  home 
!ioiii  pftrtpel  to  hasement. 

Fidi  shatteir'di^tties  the  grassjr  ooart  was  sUurr'd ; 
%a  tim»*W0m  Qoping««tone  had  tumbled  after; 
Lad  thro'  the  ragged  roof  the  sky  shone,  barr'd 
f  idi  naked  beam  and  rafter. 

Ym  all  dMre  hmig  a  riiadow  and  a  fear, 
i  MQse  of  myst^  the  spirit  daunted, 
Lad  Midi  aa^^kin  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 
[la  i^aoe  is  haunted ! 

[la  flow'r  grew  wild  and  rankly  as  the  weed, 
toaea  wtdi  thisdei  struggled  for  espial, 
knd  Tagrant  plants  of  parasitic  breed 
lad  oirefgrown  the  dial. 

lul  g^y  Of  gloomy,  steadfast  or  infirm, 
fo  heart  was  there  to  heed  the  hour's  duration ; 
Ul  timea  and  tides  were  lost  in  one  long  term 
yt  stagnant  desolatkm. 

rhe  wren  had  buflt  within  the  porch,  she  found 
In  qviel  Iflpelineas  so  sure  and  thorough ; 
hai  on  die  lawn— -within  its  turfy  mouiul— - 
Cha  mbUt  made  his  burrow. 

|!ba  labint  wild  and  grey,  diat  flitted  duo' 
|!ha  ahftltijr  dun^M,  and  finsk'd,  and  sat,  and  Tanish  d, 
III  leiaorily  and  bold,  as  if  he  knew 
fbanish'd. 


«M7  orow--4be  pbMamt  from  i^  / 

Igr  die  al&l  and  evatlaa^  aaatmas^ ,      !  . . 

i^^lteiiMIMibii,1ib*Matt^  '['  "'rv 


■•**«««!* 


^ 


"Hie  eoot  wu  fwioiBui^te 

Beside  iIm  wat«r*lieiit  io 

And  in  the  weedy  moel  ^h0m$iU0yymii>  '- 

Of  solitude,  alighted.  -^4  oi  :^in «{ ev'^ 

The  moping  beroo,  modode^iHii^ilHI^ Vifii^   v 
That  on  a  stone^  as  silentlif  ap^^^Tf  •  *> 

Stood,  an  apparent  sentiflel^MiiF  -     '■r^Jl' 

To  guard  the  water-lily,  \r  Jtv. 

No  sound  was  beard  «xeefl|  Aom fcr MM^  -^^ 
The  ringing  of  the  Whilwatt'aahiUf  l«i#to% 
Or,  now  and  then,  the  ohattor  of  tfMf '|q%.<)  '  • 
That  Echo  munnurM  after*       -  ^  .  ,i^^ 

But  Echo  never  mocked  the  booimtwgfpi 
Some  weighty  crime,  that  Hea?«a 
A  secret  curse  on  that  old  bufldiog  toUgi 
And  its  deserted  garden. 

The  beds  were  all  untouoh'4  bj  hMd^^ioli^ . 
No  footstep  marked  the  damp  and  awiV jPMd 
Each  walk  as  green  as  is  the  maallej  p#e|^  .  «• 
For  want  of  human  travel.  „  v* 


The  vine  unprun'd,  and  the  nftgleete44Wi>»i 
DroopM  from  the  waU  with  which  tbaplWHl 
And  on  the  canker'd  tree,  in  eaqr 
Rotted  the  golden  apple. 


But  awfully  the  tniaat  shunned  thajmipA;:,-  f^i   > 
The  vagrant  kept  aloof,  and  dar%jieapt|iB|bu^8  mA 
tn  spite  of  gaps  that  thra'  the  bmsmMn^^umhtl  i-" 
Invited  the  encroacher.  <    ..^r  vfiid^^l* 

For  over  all  tbwe  hung  a  oloiaiof  Ai%,vi6^.i{i«w  aril 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit  ^mj^f^^^^^^ 
And  said,  as  olain  as  whi|pMrik  j^m^  3^1  /    "  ^ 
The  place  is  haunted !  r^  .ne 
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Hie  pear  and  quince  lay  equander'd  on  the  grass ; 
The  mould  was  purple  with  unheeded  showery 
Of  bloomy  plums — a  wilderness  it  was 
Of  fruits,  and  weeds,  and  Qower^ ! 

The  marigold  amidst  the  nettles  blew, 
The  gourd  embraced  the  rose-bush  in  its  ramble, 
The  thistle  and  the  stock  together  grew, 
The  boUj-hock  and  bramble, 

The  bear-bine  with  the  lilac  interlac'd, 
The  sturdy  burdock  choked  its  slender  neighbor, 
The  spicy  pink.    All  tokens  were  efiac'd 
Of  human  care  and  labor. 

The  rery  yew  formality  had  trafnM 
To  such  a  rigid  pyramidal  stature, 
For  want  of  trimming  had  almost  regained 
The  raggedness  of  nature. 

The  fountain  was  a-dry — ^neglect  and  time 
Had  marr'd  the  work  of  artisan  and  mason, 
And  efts  and  croaking  firogs  begot  of  slime, 
Sprawl'd  in  the  ruin'd  bason. 

The  statue,  fallen  from  its  marble  base, 
Anddst  the  refuse  leaves,  and  herbage  rotteUi 
Lay  like  the  idol  of  aome  by.gone  race, 
Iti  name  and  rites  forgotten, 


On  eT^iy  aide  the  aspect  was  the  same, 
ML  mfai'd,  desolate,  forlorn,  and  savage : 
Mb  liand  or  fbdt  within  the  prednot  came 
^neidfy  or  ravage. 

[over  all  there  hung  a  cloud  of  ISmm^ 
)  of  mystery  the  spirit  daunted, 
^  Wflain  as  wbtaper  ^  lie  mt' 
rtofataledr 
20 
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130  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 


O,  very  gloomy  is  the  House  of  Wo, 
Where  tears  are  falling  while  the  bell  is  knelling, 
With  all  the  dark  solemnities  which  show 
That  Death  is  in  the  dwelling  ! 

O  very,  very  dreary  is  the  room 
Where  Love,  domestic  Love,  no  longer  nestles. 
But  smitten  by  the  common  stroke  of  doom, 
The  corpse  lies  on  the  trestles ! 

But  House  of  Wo,  and  hearse,  and  sable  pall. 
The  narrow  home  of  the  departed  mortal. 
Ne'er  looked  so  gloomy  as  that  ghostly  hall, 
With  its  deserted  portal ! 

The  centipede  along  the  threshold  crept. 
The  cobweb  hung  across  in  mazy  tangle. 
And  in  its  winding-sheet  the  maggot  slept. 
At  every  nook  and  angle. 

The  keyhole  lodged  the  earwig  and  her  brood, 
The  emmets  of  the  steps  had  old  possession. 
And  marched  in  search  of  their  diurnal  food 
In  undisturbed  procession. 

As  undisturbed  as  the  prehensile  cell 
Of  moth  or  maggot,  or  the  spider's  tissue. 
For  never  foot  upon  that  threshold  fell, 
To  enter  or  to  issue. 

O'er  all  there  hung  the  shadow  of  a  fear, 
A  sense  of  hnystery  the  spirit  daunted. 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 
The  place  is  haunted. 

Howbeit,  the  door  I  pushed-— or  so  I  dreamed — 
Which  slowly,  slowly  gaped — the  hinges  creaking 
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With  moh  a  rusty  eloquence,  it  eeemM 
That  time  himself  was  speaking. 

But  Time  was  dumb  within  that  mansion  old. 
Or  left  his  tale  to  the  heraldic  banners . 
That  hung  from  the  corroded  walk,  and  told 
Of  former  men  and  manners. 

Those  tattered  flags,  that  with  the  opened  door, 
Seemed  the  old  wave  of  battle  to  remember. 
While  fallen  fragments  danced  upon  the  floor 
Like  dead  leaves  in  December. 

The  startled  bats  flew  out— bird  after  bird — 
The  screech-owl  overhead  began  to  flutter. 
And  seemed  to  mock  the  cry  that  she  had  heard 
Some  dying  victim  utter ! 

A  shriek  that  echoed  from  the  joisted  roof. 
And  up  the  stair,  and  further  still  and  further. 
Till  in  some  ringing  chamber  far  aloof 
It  ceased  its  tale  of  murther ! 

Meanwhile  the  rusty  armor  rattled  round. 
The  banner  shuddered,  and  the  ragged  streamer ; 
An  things  the  horrid  tenor  of  the  sound 
Acknowledged  with  a  tremor. 

The  antlers,  where  the  helmet  hung  and  belt, 
Stirred  as  the  tempest  stirs  the  forest  branches. 
Or  as  the  stag  had  trembled  when  he  felt 
The  blood-hound  at  his  haunches. 

The  window  jhigled  in  its  crumbled  frame. 
And  through  its  many  gaps  of  destitution 
OqIimnnis  moans  and  hollow  s^hings  came, 
t^  Ooae  of  dissolutiofi. 


\  iropp^,  and  rolled  imo  a  lull, 
JISfmli§akf^Ma0  ih^ube  oooolt  or  liiMbsdb; 


m..  4 
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And  nameless  beedes  mn#;^Qip||^  |, 

In  universal  panic.  .,,,  ^^.^  Mmmid  %m'c 

The  subde  spider,  that  ftm^  fyvjqpii)^    „i,w  4%T 
Hong  like  a  spy  on  hmn^  P^|ft#  ifTtllli  -irf  n 
Suddenly  turned,  and  up  ft»|ilfff(^|r^^Bt^  ^„,^ 
Ran  wiUianimble  terror.  .,,,  ,...,  , 

The  very  stains  and  firacmf«s  m  ^m^^  ^r. ,. 
Assuming  features  solemn  aod  l^fi^iii    * ,    ,;.  ! 
Hinted  some  tragedy  of  that  old  hull^i 
Locked  up  in  hieroglyphic.  >  .*  ' 

Some  tale  that  might,  perchaoc^  have  aol^T^  f!^.4>^ 
Wherefore  amongst  those  fliigsaodi^  f9i4J(i|VJUIt,  , 
The  banner  of  the  Bloodit  Hasii  el^mQ  Qlf  t  _ 

So  ominously  vivid. 

Some  key  to  that  inscrutable  appeal| 
Which  made  the  very  firt^nq^  of  nature  <)l9Jiver  | 
And  every  thrilling  n^rve  and  fibre  fy^\ 
So  ague-like  a  shiver. 

For  over  all  there  hung  a  cloud  of  fearyi 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit  dauntodi 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  ii^  the  ear, ' 
The  place  is  haunted ! 

If  but  a  rat  had  lingered  in  the  ho^se|^ 
To  lure  the  thought  into  a  social  channel !  , " 

But  not  a  rat  remained,  or  tiny  mouf^  ,^ 
To  speak  behind  the  pannel.  ', !     ^ 

Huge  drops  rolled  down  the  wallf|y  i|8  if  tj^j^ 
And  where  the  cricket  used  to  qi^ro  fp  $l|^y^ 
The  toad  was  squatting,  mi^  lW?^<^f?it„ 
On  that  damp  hearth  and  chilly^    . ,    ^    ,   ic  %J^dt    j( 

For  years  qo  cheeirfal  blaz^  ha^qm^MyAVKow  ».t  i 
Or  glanced  on  Qoat  qf  bQflT  Qr  kf^i^X^mS^  ^i^ 


I.- 
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The  dug  was  orawlkig  on  tho  vaoftnt  dhairy-«- 
The  nmil  opon  the  settle. 

The  floor  was  redolent  of  mould  and  must, 
The  fungus  in  the  rotten  seams  hlid  quickened ; 
While  on  the  oaken  table  coats  of  dust 
Perennially  had  thickened. 

No  mark  of  leathern  jack  or  metal  can, 
No  cup— no  horn — no  hospitable  token, — 
All  social  ties  between  that  board  and  man 
Had  long  ago  been  broken. 

There  was  so  foul  a  rumor  in  the  air, 
The  shadow  of  a  presence  so  atrocious ; 
No  human  creature  could  have  feasted  there, 
Even  the  most  ferocious  I 

For  over  all  there  hung  a  cloud  of  fear, 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit  daunted, 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 
Tlie  place  is  haunted  1 


Tie  hard  for  human  actions  to  account, 
Whether  from  reason  or  from  impulse  oiily*^ 
But  some  internal  prompting  bade  me  mount 
The  gloomy  stairs  and  lonely. 

Those  gloomy  stairs,  so  dark,  and  dimp^  and  ooM, 
Wtlh  odors  as  from  boiiss  and  relics  carnal, 
JkfgtbfBi  of  fits,  and  oonseeratsd  raouM, 
lie  ehapel  vault,  or  chamel, 

lliose  dseaiy  fl|ab%  where  iHih  the  soiBdi^ 
Oi  iiv'iy  step  s»  iiittey  eihQse  Meiidbd» 
Wp«M,  whh  dttk  i«ii^^ 


i 


iSi 


^^:mm. 


The  tempeet  with  its  8|KAi  1 

Tin  each  unwholesome  i 

As  diioklj  as  the  leopard's  d«MM  ^Ifl^ 

With  leares  that  ranUy  lottoj.  '^^^^^^  *^^  "«^ 

The  air  was  thidc — and  inlte 

The  bat— or  something  in  its  i 

And  on  the  wall,  as  ohillj  as  a  lonih» 

The  Death's-head  moth  was  cUngfaig;'  ^  * 


ao 


That  mystic  moth,  which,  wiOi^ 
Of  all  unholy  presence,  augun  tnily  ;^ 
And  with  a  grim  significance  Alls  nmnd 
The  taper  burning  bluely* 


-^ 


Such  omens  in  the  place  there  seemed  %'lii|"' 
At  every  crooked  turn,  or  on  the  landiD|^|    * 
The  straining  eyeball  was  prepared  to  see 
Some  apparition  standing. 

For  over  all  there  hung  a  doud  of  liMtr,' 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit  daented,       <      «. 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 
The  place  is  haunted  t 

Yet  no  portentous  shape  the  aigbt  aauaBd*;     i  <<  ■' 
Each  object  plain,  and  tangiUe,  and  valid ;'  ^  « ^ 
But  from  their  tarnished  frames  dark  figatee  yrl. 
And  faces  spectre-pallid.  -   ^ 

Not  merely  with  the  mimic  life  thil  Hee      '  -    '  ^^ 
Within  the  compass  of  Art's  dmolatieil r-"'  -'^-*^  ' 
Their  souls  were  looking  through  tfieir  fidlft#tiyai 
With  awful  speculation.  '  '^s4iit>   ^ ' 

On  every  lip  a  speechless  honeir  dwetef-v^sur.f.  -jtiJ 
On  every  brow  Uie  burthen  of  aflMoHf  <(>''«  n'v  -.  *: 
The  old  ancestral  spirits  knewwiibit  (^1''^  Ma^i'^  >«' 
The  house's  malediction.  <   '  ^  ^^0*  {mmi  va! 


TflZ  HAUNTED  HOUSE.  1S5 

Snoli  aunest  wo  their  features  overoasty 

They  might  have  atinredy  or  sighedt  or  wept,  or  spoken ; 

But,  save  the  hollow  moaning  of  the  blast, 

The  stillness  was  unbroken. 

No  other  sound  or  stir  of  life  was  there, 
Except  my  steps  in  solitary  clamber, 
Prom  flight  to  flight,  from  humid  stair  to  stair. 
From  chamber  into  chamber. 

Deserted  rooms  of  luxury  and  state. 
That  old  magnificence  had  richly  furnished 
With  pictures,  cabinets  of  ancient  date, 
And  carvings  gilt  and  burnished. 

Rich  hangings,  storied  by  the  needle's  art. 
With  scripture  history,  or  classic  fable ; 
But  all  had  faded,  save  one  ragged  part. 
Where  Cain  was  slaying  Abel. 

The  silent  waste  of  mildew  and  the  moth 
Had  marred  the  tissue  with  a  partial  ravage ; 
But  undecaying  frowned  upon  the  cloth 
Bach  feature  stem  and  savage. 

The  sky  was  pale ;  the  cloud  a  thing  of  doubt ; 
Some  hues  were  fresh,  and  some  decayed  and  duller ; 
But  still  the  Bloodt  Hand  shone  strangely  out 
With  vehemence  of  color ! 

The  Bloodt  Haivd  that  with  a  lurid  stain 
Shone  on  the  dusty  floor,  a  dismal  token. 
Projected  from  the  casement's  painted  pane, 
Where  all  beside  was  Imken. 

TIm  Bioomr  Hakd  significant  of  prime, 
That  faring  on  the  old  heraldic  banner^ 
Bid  i&pt  its  crimson  unimpairsd  bj  tinis^ 
lawondiousmannerl  * 


fl 
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O'er  all  there  bmg  the  i 

A  leoBe  of  mystery  the  •|lii^i1 

And  said,  as  {dain  as  Wfaip^te^tollHi^  'mmj^' 

The  place  is  haunted !        :    i  lunu  mt^  smuatai  ^ ' 


The  death.watoh  ticked  MUM  1 
Inexplicable  tremors  shook  tkH'Mtaii^  i^ui^^.fii^j 
And  echoes  strange  and  njjrsMd  Jiliiik^  -A^lS  r 
The  fancy  to  embarrass.  v.:  r  ;.*«;! i  tu' 


Prophetic  hinto  that  filM  the  md  #it]f  4Mi#^i'^ 
But  through  one  glootty  enlmkieefniiM||g'«iMI|^' 

The  while  some  secret  inspihilte  s4U^  ■■'■    ^i  v  :  r 
That  chamber  is  the  ghostly !  -':    v  i ;  i  I 

Across  the  door  no  gossamer  ftMOB  •     .  n  r  ri  "^^ 
Swung  pendulous — no  weh-rno^dqs9 
No  silky  chrysalis  or  white  eooeo9»    ' 
About  its  nooks  and  hinges* 

The  spider  shunned  the  interdioied  rooi% 
The  moth,  the  beetle,  and  the  fly  w#re 
And  where  the  sunbeam  fell  athwart  the- 
The  very  midge  had  vanished. 


One  lonely  ray  that  glanced  upon  a  i 
Ab  if  with  awful  aim  direct  and  <leflii^   ■< 
To  show  the  Bloodt  H^am  in  hmtoing^  ie< 
Embroidered  on  the  curtain. 

And  yet  no  gory  stain  was  on  die  ful^*«-^ 
The  pillow  in  its  place  bad  sk)w]jlollad«8     ' 
The  floor  ak>ne  retained  the  tiMe  cf  gitih^ 
Those  boards  obscurely  spoiled^  u    . 

Obscurely  spotted  to  the  dooivUMlJbilM^^  .  u>    'H 
With  mazy  doaUes  to  thliffatedoaiMMHN^         •'' 
Oh  what  a  tale  they  tdld  of  (terfdlMMi^^    ^    i^  ^  > 
Of  horror  and  amazements       ^      .  -J  i.uv?  a  doin  d' 
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What  human  creature  in  the  dead  of  night        ^ 
Had  oouned  like  hunted  hare  that  cruel  distance  ? 
Had  tought  the  door,  the  window  in  his  flight, 
Striring  for  dear  exbtenoe  ? 


What  shrieking  spirit  in  that  bloody  room 
Its  mortal  frame  had  violently  quitted? — 
Across  the  sunbeam,  with  a  sudden  gloom, 
A  ghostly  shadow  flitted. 

Across  the  sunbeam,  and  along  the  Wall, 
But  painted  on  the  air  so  very  dimly, 
It  hardly  veiled  the  tapestry  at  all, 
Or  portrait  frowning  grimly. 

O'er  all  there  hung  the  shadow  of  a  fear, 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit  daunted, 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 
The  place  is  haunted  f 
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Of  all  the  know-nothing  penoos  in  thfai: 

the  man  who  has  <<  never  knowaa  dajr'alHMpAi 

dunoe ;  one  who  has  lost  the  giMltsit 

skipped.the  finest  lecture  in  that  graat^i 

Sick  Chamber.     Let  him  be  verMd  in 

in  metaphysics,  a  ripe  scholar  itt  tlKdapiio^W! 

or  even  a  doctor  in  divinity,  yet  It  ha  as  OBMf  _ 

whose  education  has  been  negleoted.  ■  Fot  M  tUviQHiipa  ae> 

quiremento,  how  inferior  is  he  in  wMeaonb  4hb«I|%^W  As 

mortal  who  has  had  but  a  quarter's  gout,  or  a  hali^jMr  of  ^as 

— how  infinitely  below  the  fellow^reature  wiio  iiaa  bntt  aottrilj 

taught  his  tic-douloureux,  thoroughly  gromidad  fa  ^  fhimmi 

tics,  snd  deeply  red  in  the  scarlet  fever !    Ami  jtM^wIm  it  man 

common  than  to  hear  a  great  hulking,  florid  MkiWjhnfgfitigiX 

an  ignorance,  a  brutal  ignorance,  that  he  tharat  in  aotHiBB 

with  the  pig  and  the  bullock,  the  generality  of  iHiiflli  4h^  pwtt 

bly,  without  ever  having  experienced  a  daj'tfaiditpMMDmf 

To  such  a  monster  of  health  the  volume  beiitt  at  itt  It  a 
sealed  book ;  for  how  can  he  appreciate  its  allinioQtll flftbtl 
suffering,  whose  bodily  annoyance  has  never  veadil4  JNOf^  & 
slight  tickling  of  the  epidermis,  or  the  tingling  of  •  |Mil 
to  sleep  ?  How  should  he,  who  hat  sailad  thimigli  lili'iiHi  a 
clean  bill  of  health,  be  able  to  aympathixa  widi  dtal 
the  quiet  sayings  and  doings,  of  an  invalid 
long  quarantine  in  his  chamber  f  What  AottU  III 
Life  in  the  Sick  Room  ?  As  Uttlo^at  oor  poor 
mother  knows  of  Life  in  London. 


I 

i 
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^irliOie 


'With  oonelTes  it  is  otherwiw.  Afflicted  fer  twenty  jetan 
1  a  complioaticm  of  diaorden,  the  least  of  which  is  tAephao- 
iridden  on  the  broad  of  our  back  till  it  became  aar* 
then  confined  to  our  chamber  as  rigidly  as  if  it  had 
1  a  cell  in  the  Pentonyille  Penitentiary— we  are  in  a  fit  state, 
^^tody  and  mind,  to  appreciate  such  a  production  as  Bfr.  Mozon 
^— not  the  Efiervescing  Magnesian,  but  the  worthy  publisher — 
:Jiiu  fi>rwarded  with  so  much  sagacity,  or  instinct,  to  our  own 
gpsk  ward.  The  very  book  for  us !  i^  indeed,  we  are  not  aeto* 
^  the  Anonymous  of  its  dedication—the  very  feUow-^niflbrer 
sympathy — '^  confidently  reckoned  on  though  uiv 
I  *  the  Invalid  author  so  implicitly  relies.  We  certainly 
nthize  most  profoundly ;  and  as  certainly  we  are  a 
•nflhrer/— 4he  greatest,  perhaps,  in  England,  except  the 
^  Inenrable  man  who  is  always  being  cured  by  HoUoway's 

of  ourselves :— and  now  Ibr  the  book.    The  fint 

^ihat  struck  us,  on  the  perusal,  was  a  very  judiobus  omle- 

Most  writers  on  such  a  topic  as  the  sick-room  would  have 

hj  recommending  some  pet  doctor,  or  favorite  remedy 

I ;  whereas  the  author  has  preferred  tandvise  oa 

I  of  an  eligible  retreat  tor  laying  up  tor  lile,  and 

'  of  a  window  towards  that  good  aspect,  the  hoe  of 

And  trolly,  a  Utng  term  of  infirm  health  is  such  a 

l.lock  out,  as  to  require  some  better  prospect  elsewhem. 

[  IP  mentkm  a  shurch-yard,  or  a  dead  wall,  what  can  be 

i§a  a  stok  prisoner,  than  to  pass  year  after  year  in  some 

f  contemplating  some  dull  house,  never  new.fiNmtediW 

in  A  new  fire^fiice,  to  add  a  new  plate  to  die  two 

ivoim:  the  middle  window  ?    What  moie  dreadful,  thin 

'  I'ky  the  monotony  outside  to  the  sameness  widHttf  IS 

I  of  the  ohmts  curtain  are  di^uerrootyped  en  tb^ 

I  head  seems  lined  with  a  paper  ot  tht  aaote  pAttnft 

itfpiswallt    fibw  much  better;,  tot  aoitl  u^ijmil^ 

ltoaaieciisachapiotnr8aslUs»-*'  , 


$  wMow  sad  flie  sta  is  a 
Kfpifft^ttaaiMrhdfcf 


r 


X40  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 

in  its  season.  It  slopes  down  to  a  hollow,  where  the  prior  of  old  pr 
his  fishi  there  being  sluices  formerly  at  either  end,  the  one  opeoin 
the  river,  and  the  other  upon  the  little  haven  below  the  priory,  wba 
still  crown  the  rock.  From  the  prior's  fish-pond,  the  green  down 
upwards  again  to  a  ridge ;  and  on  the  slope  are  cows  grazing  all  s 
and  half  way  into  the  winter.  Over  the  ridge,  I  survey  the  harbor 
its  traffic,  the  view  extending  from  the  light-houses  far  to  the  rig 
horizon  of  sea  to  the  left.  Beyond  the  harbor  lies  another  count; 
first,  its  sandy  beach,  where  there  are  frequent  wrecks— too  intere 
an  invalid--and  a  fine  stretch  of  rocky  shore  to  the  left;  and  ab 
roek8,  a  spreading  heath,  where  I  watch  troops  of  boys  flying  theii 
lovers  and  friends  taking  their  breezy  walk  on  Sundays ;  the  sp 
with  his  gun  and  dog ;  and  the  washerwomen  converging  from  tl 
houses  on  Saturday  evenings,  to  carry  their  loads,  in  company,  to  th< 
on  the  yet  further  height  I  see  them,  now  talking  in  a  cluster, 
walk  each  with  her  white  burden  on  her  head,  and  now  in  file, 
pass  through  the  narrow  lane ;  and  finally  they  part  off  on  the 
green,  each  to  some  neighboring  house  of  the  gentry.  Behind  thi 
and  the  heath,  stretches  the  railroad ;  and  I  watch  the  train  triun 
careering  along  the  level  road,  and  puffing  forth  its  steam  above  he 
groups  of  trees,  and  then  laboring  and  panting  up  the  ascent,  till 
between  two  heights,  which  at  last  bound  my  view.  But  on  these 
are  more  objects ;  a  windmill  now  in  motion  and  now  at  rest ;  a  li 
in  a  picturesque  rocky  field ;  an  ancient  church  tower,  barely  v 
the  morning,  but  conspicuous  when  the  setting  sun  shines  upon  i 
liery*  with  its  lofty  wagon-way,  and  the  self-moving  wagons  runnin 
and  thither,  as  if  in  pure  wilfulness ;  and  three  or  four  fkrms,  a 
degrees  of  ascent,  whose  yards,  paddocks,  and  dairies,  I  am  better  aD 
with  than  their  inhabitants  would  believe  possible.  I  know  evi 
of  the  one  on  the  heights.  Against  the  sky  I  see  the  stacking  of  com 
in  the  season,  and  can  detect  the  slicing  away  of  the  provender, 
tdcurate  eye,  at  the  distance  of  several  itailes.  I  can  follow  the 
former  in  his  summer-evening  ride,  pricking  on  in  the  lanes  wh< 
alone,  in  order  to  have  more  time  for  the  unconscionable  goeeip  at 
of  the  next  farm-house,  and  for  the  second  talk  over  the  paddock- 
the  next,  or  for  the  third  or  fourth  before  the  porch,  or  over  the  wa 
the  resident  farmer  comes  out,  pipe  in  mouth,  and  puffs  awa^ 
hid  chat  till  the  wife  appears,  wiUi  a  shawl  over  her  cap,  to  see  ^ 
detain  him  so  long }  and  the  daughter  follows,  with  her  gown  tar 
head  (for  it  is  now  chill  evening),  and  at  last  the  social  horseman 
must  be  going,  looks  at  his  watch,  and,  with  a  gesture  of  surprii 
hi0  steed  down  a  steep  broken  way  to  the  beach,  and  canters  home 
sands,  left  hard  and  wet  by  the  ebbing  tide,  the  white  horse  making 
gress  visible  to  me  through  the  dusk.  Then  if  the  question  arise 
hum  most  of  the  gossip  spn^t,  he  or  I,  there  is  no  shame  in  the  answi 
i«tk  MUil  •mnManat  is  better  than  hannlesi—if  salutary — ^whicJ 
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i«  spirit  of  the  tick  prisoner  abroad  into  the  open  air,  and  among  country 
^ople  When  I  shut  down  my  window,  I  feel  that  my  mii^d  has  had  an 
ung. 

Here  is  another  :— 

'*  The  sun,  resting  on  the  edge  of  the  sea,  was  hidden  from  me  by  the 
rails  of  the  old  Priory :  but  a  flood  of  rays  poured  through  the  windows 
C  the  ruin,  and  gushed  over  the  waters,  strewing  them  with  diamonds,  and 
hen  across  the  green  down  before  my  windows,  gilding  its  furrows,  and 
lien  lighting  up  the  yellow  sands  on  the  opposite  shore  of  the  harbor, 
rhile  the  market-garden  below  was  glittering  with  dew  and  busy  with  early 
leee  and  butterflies.  Besides  these  bees  and  butterflies,  nothing  seemed 
itirring,  except  the  earliest  riser  of  the  neighborhood,  to  whom  the  garden 
lelongs.  At  the  moment,  she  was  passing  down  to  feed  her  pigs,  and  let 
lat  her  cows ;  and  her  easy  pace,  arms  a-kimbo,  and  complacent  survey  of 
ler  early  greens,  presented  me  with  a  picture  of  ease  so  opposite  to  my 
mn  state,  as  to  impress  me  ineffkceably.  I  was  suflering  too  much  to  enjoj 
hie  picture  at  the  moment :  but  how  was  it  at  the  end  of  the  year  ?  The 
lains  of  all  those  hours  were  annihilated— as  completely  vanished  as  if 
hey  had  never  been ;  while  the  momentary  peep  behind  the  window-coF- 
sin  made  me  possessor  of  this  radiant  picture  for  evermore." 

The  mention  of  pictures  reminds  us  of  certain  ones,  and  a 
sommentary  whence  the  reader  may  derive  either  a  recipe,  or 
%  warning,  as  he  desires  to  be,  or  not  to  he,  an  invalid  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life.  O !  those  beautiful  pictures  by  our 
favorite  Cuyp,  with  their  rich  atmosphere  as  of  golden  sherry 
Eund  water !  That  gorgeous  light  flooding  the  wide  level  pas- 
lure^..olinging  to  tree  and  stone,  and  trickling  over  into  their 
shadows — a  liquid  radiance,  we  used  to  fancy  we  could  wring 
out  of  the  glowing  herbage,  and  catch  dripping  from  the  sleek 
ride  of  the  dappled  cow !  Sad  experience  has  made  us  per- 
sonally acquainted  with  the  original  soil  and  climate  of  those 
scenes,  and  has  painfully  taught  us  that  the  rich  glowing  atmo* 
sphere  was  no  such  wholesome  atrial  negus  as  we  supposed,  but 
a  mixture  of  sunshine  and  humid  exhalations,  lovely  but  nox- 
ious— a  gilded  ague,  an  illuminated  fewer,  a  glorified  pestilence, 

which  poisons  the  springs  of  life  at  their  source.     Breathe  it, 

in  bad  health,  and  your  fugitive  complaints  will  become  ohroniOj 
— ^regular  standards,  entwined  in  all  their  branches  by  the  para- 
sitic low  slow  fever  of  tbe  swamp.     In  short,  you  will  probably 


la 


s 


toMtkiJurftloag 

nmmow,  and  ^'eojoy  bad  healUi''  «l^ 
M  pluloMphio  spirit  of  the  fiunily  ■»% 
he  had  not  a  "<  ■iok-houae,''  iqpUad, 


Tbb  fint  grand  atep  towards  Uijftiiil'^ 
rid  of  the  superb  egodsm  and  splmlpd 
dUioo.    Lamb»  in  one  of  his  essaf%  ~ 
gloomy  absolutisni  of  the  siok  maa» 
his  household  slares,  eager  to  atttM^i^ 
wishy  and  to  administer  to  his  merest  wl 
fi>r  a  short  reign,  suoh  a  Qrraony  nay 
inralid  must  prepare  for  a  moie 
monarchy  instead  of  a  despotun.    R 
fide  to  renounoe  such  autooratioil  jiiwipW^! 
▼igilanoe  to  proYont  a  relapse.    B^^ibh^i0j<ij^ 
would  wish  to  indulge  in  suoh  tB  behavior  as.  dba 
a  permanence  f 


*<  I  hare  known  tiie  moit  defoltd  tnd 
yoong  none  tarn  a  aiatck  of  alssp  at  two  ia  the 
when  ihe  had  been  readily  aloud  for  six  or  sevvfiit 
daj.    I  hare  known  a  kind-hearted  and  self-  ~ 
or  three  membeis  of  hia  ftmily  to  lit  and  tidk  «id 
ber,  two  or  three  hourt  after  midnights  anA  ho^M 
tion  that  it  wae  night*  and  time  ftr  tiie  amnfs  MIt 
ahudder  to  think  of  this  beii^  oneTa  own  CMS  r* 


It  is  rather  diflkult  to  beliere  la  the 
ooDsiderateness  of  the  parties  who  needeiialssaii 
matters;  and  yet  real  iUnen  mqrBialBe< 
nature  somewhat  exigianif  when  mere 
selfishness  so  intensely  selfish^    Ask  tht 
and  apotheoaiy,  and  they  will  xM  fm^ 
hearted  medical  man,  who  reluses  or^A 
uijgsnt  seisnres  and  accidents  of  thi 
of  fHraotitionen  dragged  fipsm  their 
i>ia4  rain,  snow,  sfeet,  haU,  and  drandinrlMi 
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ths  and  through  marshes,  and  along  country  cross-roads — 
he  risk  of  catarrh,  rheumatism,  ague,  bronchitis,  and  in- 
unation — of  falls,  fractures,  and  footpads— on  the  most  frivo- 
I  pretences  that  wealth  and  the  vapors  can  invent.  There 
jven  a  perversity  in  some  natures  that  would  find  a  dirty 
ifbrt  in  the  muddy  discomfort  of  an  Esculapius  soused  in 
rincial  muck,  like  Doctor  Slop,  by  an  encounter  with  a  coach- 
se— for  what  right  has  the  physician  to  enjoy  more  bodily 
5  than  his  patient  ?  For  such  a  spirit  we  imperatively  pre- 
be  a  chapter  of  "  Life  in  the  Sick-room,"  night  and  mom- 
,  until  he  learns  that  the  very  worst  excuse  a  man  can  offer 
selfishness  is,  that  he  is  "  not  quite  himself." 
[*here  is,  however,  another  peril  of  invalidism,  akin  to  the 
unning  of  sins  we  have  no  mind  to,"  described  in  Hudibras ; — 

We  are  in  eTer-growing  danger  of  becoming  too  abstract*— of  loting 
sympathy  with  passing  emotions, — and  particularly  with  those  shared 
mmbers.  There  was  a  time  we  went  to  public  worship  with  others,— 
le  theatre,— to  public  meetings ;  when  we  were  present  at  picnic  par- 
mnd  other  festivals,  and  heard  general  conversation  every  day  of  our 
I.  Now,  we  are  too  apt  to  forget  those  times.  The  danger  is,  lest  we 
lid  get  to  despise  them,  and  to  fancy  ourselves  superior  to  our  former 
es,  because  now  we  feel  no  social  transports.'' 

True.  We  have  ourselves  felt  a  touch  of  that  peril  in  our 
iker  moments— on  some  dull,  cold,  wet  day,  when  our  pores, 
Ing  inversely,  instead  of  throwing  ofi*  moisture,  take  in  as 
ch  as  they  can  collect  from  the  damp  atmosphere,  well 
lied  by  an  easterly  wind.  At  such  times  a  sort  of  Zim- 
rmannishness  has  crept  over  us,  like  a  moral  gooseskin, 
ucing  a  low  estimate  enough  of  all  gregarious  enjoyments, 
)lic  meetings,  and  public  dinners ;  and,  above  all,  those  pub- 
choruses  on  Wilhem's  method,  at  Exeter  Hall.  What 
opathy  can  We-by-ourselves-We  have  with  Music  for  a 
lion  ?  But  the  fit  soon  evaporates,  when,  looking  into  the 
den,  we  see  Theophilus  Junior,  that  second  edition  of  our 
hood,  in  default  of  brothers  or  playmates,  making  a  whole 
i)  of  himself,  or  at  the  least  a  troop  of  cavalry,  commanding 
the  captain,  huzzaing  for  the  soldiers,  blowing  flourishes  for 
trumpeter,  and  even  prancing,  neighing,  and  snorting  for  all 


QHT  W9Pt  frtMK^  of  tb»  mofimr 

w^  mntid  ta  b0  n  monk,  or  i^rmmiim^ 

c^  iW4Ke«c%  to  w^o)i  Bys 

Pw'nWfePiUl  I.  vMam 

4  n¥>re  flonous  peril,  £ram  01xiM|%  < 
tlw  Denres  axe  imtaUe,  iM^d  the  duo|i  i^;^^ 
iriitaU^-^Hiot  to  be  irriuUe  altpg^t^b  fi>9ii|^| 
espeoiaUy  in  Biiglan4i  whefe,  byofie  9f^M«Miiilm 
toAxkf  whOgt  a  maa  caonot  be  trl^d  |wifi4o^|li|ji 
his  temper  may  be  tried  over  apd  ^f  iHPlilllhrj 
lodeed,  as  our  author  says,  «<  thef^  ai».  Opm%  |k|||  j|ii^i%,ltrv, 
where  an  invalid's  freedom  fM^  tonlilHllly'^i^ 
highest  order."    For  ezampley  after  soot  in  yoiir  jtrpit  |i|hjia 
grease  in  your  barley-water,  and  smiff  er^' |<Mf^^|P 
to  have  "the  draught  as  before"  poi^M.  jijte  f^^'^-^-*^^^ 
instead  of  your  open  mouth,  by  a  drunlmii 
of  her  stamp.    Todieokatsuoiiai 

at  least  equal  to  qiikii^  a  oaailoil  ki  At^temfr^tedii^ 


■v 


There  is  beyond  denial  an  ease  if)  the  dtupnH^'Ait'i 
passionate  objurgation— ("  Swear,  my  dear^^ 
wife,  "it  will  lelieye  you">-r«  omoii^iiit  4ilai 
of  our  acquaintanoe,  doubly  afflicted  irilk  t 
and  an  unmanageable  bai4HmillJbe4  tiwim%i 
as  helper  to  the  siok.aqrs^,  a  #9ll0-4Mif  <aU; 
can  abuse  without  yioleqoe  to  )ier  Mkig^ 

How  much  better  to  hl^ve  emulated  li^ 
sickness,  of  which  womaB-Mn  spila  af. 
brightest  examples ; — ^Woniaii,  wba 
with  a  meekness  and  submiiitto«,  imlMMdi 
quaker  ezoepted,  who  merdy  saidi  wlMii  Wa» 
cut  rather  jN>ugUy— r"  Friead* 

It  must  not  be  eoncealed,  bowefai^ii 
tenqier  in  the  siok.roQln^-^bere  •m 
tjpus  nurses  as  well  aa  ^uef uWiia 
tl^^pmlvei^  Aey  wjUfogly  mHakfl^hi^J 
ti>#i5aW^  angi^^sb,  iialwally  9)^9 
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mud  iiApatienoe--and  even  aoouse  pais,  in  its  oootaf 

of  making  faoes,  and  set  up  their  backs  at  the  randooi 

of  po^  delirium !    Then  there  are  your  lectnreiSi 

preach  patience  in  the  yery  climax  of  a  paroxysm,  when 

irmon  can  scarcely  be  heard,  certainly  not  understood— as 

martyr,  leaping  mad  with  the  toothache,  could  be  calmed 

to  him  the  advertisement  of  the  American  Soothing 

!    And  then  there  is  the  she-dragon,  who   bullies  the 

into  comparative  quiet !    Not  that  the  bert  of  attendants 

smooth-tongued.    Our  invalid  objects  wisely  to  the  sick 

flattered,  in  season  or  out,  with  fiilse  hopes  and  views. 

panada,  sago^  or  arrowroot  as  you  please,  but  no  flum- 


*  iM  Ike  nuse  avow  that  the  medicine  is  naiifeoiiSL  Let  tke  physiciMi 
I  tfiat  the  treatment  will  be  painAil.  Let  f ister,  or  brother,  or  friend, 
I  that  I  most  never  look  to  be  welL  When  the  time  approaches  that 
Is  die,  let  me  be  told  that  I  am  to  die,  and  when.  If  I  encroach 
htteaaly  on  the  time  or  strength  of  those  about  me,  let  me  be  reminded ; 
ily,  let  me  be  remonstrated  with.  Thna  to  q>eak  the  truth  with 
\  in  Uie  power  of  ua  all." 

so  say  we.    There  is  nothing  worae  for  soul  or  body 
t  the  feverish  agitation  kept  up  by  the  struggle  between  ex- 
aasnraaocp  and  the  internal  conviction;  for  the  mind 
:  with  forlorn  pertinacity  to  the  most  desperate  chance, 
saflor,  who,  when  the  ship  was  in  danger  of  sinkftog, 
^  Mttself  to  the  sheet-anchor  because  it  was  the  emMm 
Till  the  truth  is  known  there  can  be  no  calm  of 
Ilii  only  after  he  has  abandoned  all  prospects  of  paiw 
r^yteie,  that  the  capital  convict  sleeps  somidly  and' 
^fMen  fields.    So  with  ourselves,  onee  satisiM  tet 
w«s  feeyond  remedy,  we  gave  up  wfdK>lil  leserre  all 
\  -40  ItotQis  health  and  sCrengA,  and  prepared,  faislsad^. 
wHh  tfiat  very  aUe  tevnlli  wlio  was  aUe  lo  te 
iowii  wMi  a  feather.    Thesnsforward,  Ave  ^tfNMi 
^^bratlons  between  hope  and  iear^  relieved  fiom  all: 
slisiilitfaiis  OP  the  weatfcerti  dealing  lig^  owr  sts|i 


f 


gii^  OM  of  our  Pectoral 

hMBt  tluA  a  month  ago— not «t 

la  be  promised  a  new  lease  ot  I 

the  eagle's!    Such  flatteries  go  In  if  i 

out  at  the  other.    We  never  Asb  W^ 

hones  are  mended  with  "  soft^awder.^ 

Are  we»  therefore,  miserable,  hyfptiii 
je  book-shelves,  whence  we  draw  the 
phy,  the  dreams  of  Poetry  and  Romanes  liii  1 
IBstory ;  and  glimpses  of  society  flpom  tte  Milit 
comfort,  and  entertainment  even  tor  fHami 
long  from  an  unhealthy  vigaanoe.  ■  Amitmf^^ffUiim  m 
prints,  a  Portrait  Gallery  of  Nature!  and  f^f  JnfittK^Mi 
tones,  dear  old  fiddle,  so  often  tuned  to  one  fltvorlMi  aa^-ipsfl 
air,  and  the  words  of  Curran :  ,.rX^i«,I 

•«  Bat  tince  in  wiilliif  ,       ! 

There'f  naogfat sfiSiiigi  '  ^]*\ 

Bat  Death  imfiuUi«~  \'^\^ 
Moitatrikethebloii^                .  ^,     \^  . 
Then  for  this  reesoa. 
And  for  a  aeason, 
Letnsbemerrybelbfswiifor*  '  ''.''^  f«  t    ' 

It  is  melancholy,  doubtless,  to  retire,  In  the  | 
the  whole  wide  world,  into  the  narrow  pfiasii 
How  much  worse  if  that  room  be  a; 
naked  tiles  above  and  the  baro  boards 
bookshelf— not  a  penny  colored  print  on  the  UHll^efnt^4$9i 
yet  that  forlorn  attic  is  but  the  t]rpe  of  ai 
tion,  an  unfurnished  mind!    The  mothwof  i 
say,  that  to  encounter  Old  Age,  Winter,  aotl 
meeting  three  giants;  she  might  have i 
and  terrible,  Sickness,  and  Ignorance    ^i  lietf<gi^^KiiM(t< 
the  Monster  Evils;  finr  it  is  he  who 
deeper  poverty— the  beggary  of  the  nUl  i 

**lhavs  nid  hownBafaaliogisliuniiy  whsaJ%i 
ttMipiritAint    At  ioeh  tunes,  and  at  alLfiiMS^JIM 
at  the  ooac^tioii  of  the  ooavwss  sTMr 


^.^^i^^ 
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I  BudtUiida  of  the  poor  •aflbring  undiBr  priTilion,  wiflioat  theMpport 
I  of  gratt  idaat.  It  is  fad  onoii^  to  tldnk  of  thom  ob  »  vdatel^t 
,  •ehiBg  with  cold  in  eyery  limb,  and  fciiik  ai  low  at  we  in  Herre  and 
» from  their  want  of  iofficient  food.  Bat  tfaia  thought  is  iapportaUe 
MMS  where  we  may  faiiiy  hope  that  the  greatest  ideas  are  cheering  them 
w«  are  cheered ;  that  there  is  a  mere  set-off  of  their  cold  and  hmiger 
liiwt  our  disease;  and  that  we  are  alike  inspired  hy  spiritual  Tigor  in  the 
Baf  fliat  our  Father  is  with  ns— that  we  are  only  encoontering  the  probe- 
WB  of  our  pilgrimage— that  we  hare  a  divine  work  giren  ns  to  carry  ont, 
IT  in  pain  and  now  in  joy.  ^  There  is  comfort  in  the  midst  of  the  sadness 
4  duune  when  we  are  thinking  of  the  poor  who  can  reflect  and  prey— of 

•  old  woman  who  was  once  a  punctual  and  eager  attendant  at  chorch— of 

•  wasting  child  who  was  formerly  a  Sunday-scholar— of  the  reduced  gen- 
■inii  or  destitute  student  who  retain  the  privilege  of  their  humanity— of 
Mldog  before  and  after.'  But  there  is  no  mitigation  of  the  horror  when 
I  tiiink  of  the  savage  poor,  who  form  so  large  a  proportion  of  the  hun- 
tets  when  we  conceive  of  them  suffering  the  privation  of  all  good  things 
ence  suffering  under  the  aching  cold,  the  sinking  hunger,  the  shivering 
kadness  without  the  respite  or  solace  aflbrded  by  one  inspiring  or  beguil- 
lidea. 

- 1  will  not  dwell  on  the  reflection.  A  glimpse  into  this  hell  ought  to 
ffioe  (though  we  to  whom  imagery  comes  unbidden,  and  cannot  be  ban* 
led  at  vrill,  have  to  bear  much  more  than  occasional  glimpses) ;  aglimpse 
l^t  to  suffice  to  set  all  to  work  to  procure  for  everyone  of  these  suifoms» 
wd  and  warmth,  if  possible,  and  as  soon  as  possible ;  but  above  every- 
ii^  and  without  the  loss  of  an  hour,  an  entrance  upon  their  spiritual 
itiMght  Every  man,  and  every  woman,  however  wiae  and  tender*  ap- 
irf^g  and  designing  to  be,  who  for  an  hour  helps  to  keep  closed  the  en- 
to  the  region  of  ideas— who  stands  between  sufferers  and  great 
I  (which  are  the  angels  of  consolation  sent  by  God  to  all  to  whom 
I  given  souls),  are,  in  so  &r,  ministers  of  hell,  not  themselves  iniliet- 
,  but  intercepting  the  influences  which  would  assuage  or  over- 
Let  the  plea  be  heard  of  us  suflbrers  who  know  wall  the  power 
r  plea  for  the  poor— that,  while  we  are  c<mtriving  for  all  to  be 
I  dMriahed  by  food  and  fire,  we  may  meanwhile  kindle  the  inmottd 
f^  widdn  them,  and  give  them  that  ethereal  solace  and  susleaaBet 
i  to  be  shared  by  all,  *frithoat  mon^  and  widioat  ^te.*  ** 


r,  Umiii  tell  a  man,  pennaneQtly  nok,  thai  he  will  again 
t  ^piotme  of  health  when  be  has  not  the  frame  far  il- 
ia a  riek  woman,  inourably  amitteiii  that  die  eeoda  of 
^  will  flomish  and  ibwerhitoUliee  and  lOiiB.    Whj 
jBrnn  |«oviding  suitable  plessnies  and  mjujinuiiia 
ideli^of  healtfiand  strei^  of  which  ttsr 


a 


«Ml«dDitef«  *r«f<trt    Wi^^ 


tttfipi  lyliHiiil,  f6f  the  daifaitiil  dTlMr^^ 
tiiMB  thMrdoomi  aod  let  them  piif9#  OPM^^ 
•oidiflg  to  the  EmajB  belbre  y%ee  IwetthyJn  tone^lhoiigh 
%  oonteaed  iii?alld-H»  wholemiie  iii  lidoiMrf i  fho^ 
ntabed  from  %  Siok  Room. 


AN  AUTOCntAlH. 


AN  AUTOGRAPH. 


To  D.  A.  A.,  Biq.,  EUniwrgk. 

I  IX  much  flattered  hj  jour  request,  and  quite  wiUiBg  to 
aooede  to  it;  but,  unluckily,  you  have  omitted  to  infimi  me  of 
te  eoit  of  thing  you  want. 

Aolographe  are  of  many  kinde.  Some  peieene  chalk  liiem  om 
walls:  others  inscribe  what  may  be  called  auto-lithographs,  ki 
sundry  colors,  on  the  flag  stones.  (Gentlemen  in  love  delight  in 
carving  their  autographs  on  the  bark  of  trees ;  as  other  idle  fel- 
bwa  are  apt  to  hack  and  hew  them  on  tavem-benohes  and  rustic 
ssale.  Amongst  various  modes,  I  have  seen  a  shop^bey  drihUe 
hie  autograph  from  a  tin  of  water  on  a  dry  pavement. 

The  autographs  of  the  Charity  Boys  are  written  on  laige 
Jiests  <tf  paper,  illuminated  with  engravings,  and  wre  teehaically 
called  **  pieces."  The  celebrated  Miss  BiflSn  used  to  distribolf. 
avlPigraplis  amongst  her  viritors,  which  she  wrote  w|tb  a  pen 
gipifsd  between  her  teeth.  Another,  a  German  PhenomeMW 
kiM  the  implement  with  his  toes. 

The  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask  scratched  an  autx^graph  with  hif 

t«|^9ii  a  silver  plate,  and  threw  it  out  of  the  window*    Bmoo 

l^tmHk,  smudged  one  with  a  charred  stick:  and  SUfio  PeWofV 

iMlfii^  iMre^^oger  dipped  in  a  misctuve  of  sootomd-water* 

.JipqlGlieslerield  wsote  autographs  on  windowi  i^  «  dilH, 

m^fmidl.    So  did  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  and  QuwiEUilhiAici 

I,  Theiais  requested  a  few  Mtfsnsfi  flif  Imt  idl^ 

ria  human  blood.    rmMvmdik^mmt^M: 

ibslmneiedwithMfvhiitepUlea.  -  fj^ 


r 


The  Hebrews  write  their  Shpargotua  backwards ;  and  some 
of  the  Orientals  used  to  clothe  them  in  hieroglyphics.  An  ancient  < 
Egyptian,  if  asked  for  his  autograph,  would  probably  have  sent 
to  itie  collector  a  picture  of  what  Mrs.  Malaprop  calls  "  An  AU 
legory  on  the  Banks  of  the  Nile." 

Aster,  the  Archer,  volimteered  an  autograph  and  sent  it  bang 
into  Phillip's  right  eye. 

Some  individuals  are  so  chary  of  their  hand-writing  as  to 
bestow,  when  requested,  only  a  mark  or  cross :— others  more 
liberally  adorn  a  specimen  of  their  penmanship  with  such  ex- 
traneous flourishes  as  a  corkscrew,  a  serpent,  or  a  circumbendi- 
bus, not  to  mention  such  caligraphic  fancies  as  eagles,  ships, 
and  swans. 

Then  again,  there  are  what  may  be  called  Mosaic  Autographs 
— i.  e.  inlaid  with  cockle-shells,  blue  and  white  pebbles,  and  the 
like,  in  a  little  gravel  walk.  Our  grandmothers  worked  their 
autographs  in  canvass  samplers ;  and  I  have  seen  one  wrought 
out  with  pins'  heads  on  a  huge  white  pincushion — as  thus,: 

WELCOME   SWEET   BABBY. 

MART  JONES. 

When  the  sweetheart  of  Mr.  John  Junk  requested  his  auto- 
graph, and  explained  what  it  was,  namely,  "  a  couple  of  lines 
or  so,  with  his  name  to  it,"  he  replied,  that  he  would  leave  it  to 
her  in  his  Will,  seeing  as  how  it  was  "  done  with  gunpowder  on 
his  leA  arm." 

There  have  even  been  autographs  written  by  proxy.  For 
example,  Dr.  Dodd  penned  one  for  Liord  Chesterfield ;  but  to 
oblige  a  stranger  in  this  way  is  very  dangerous,  considering  how 
easily  a  few  lines  may  be  twisted  into  a  rope. 

According  to  Liord  Byron,  the  Greek  girls  compound  auto- 
graphs  as  apothecaries  make  up  prescriptions, — ^with  such  mate- 
rials as  flowers,  herbs,  ashes,  pebbles,  and  bits  of  coal.  Lord 
Byron  himself,  if  asked  for  a  specimen  of  his  hand,  would  pro- 
bably have  sent  a  plaster  cast  of  it. 

King  George  the  Fourth  and  the  Duke  of  York,  when  their 
autographs  were  requested  for  a  Keepsake, — royally  favored  the 
applicant  wit]h  aome  o^  ^eVt  ^^\jA>i\i-YAi^>&lbL  exercises. 
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With  regard  to  my  own  particular  practice,  I  have  often  traced 
Q  autograph  with  my  walking-stick  on  the  sea-sand.  I  also 
dem  to  remember  writing  one  with  my  fore-finger  on  a  dusty 
Mej  and  am  pretty  sure  I  could  do  it  with  the  smoke  of  a 
andle  on  the  ceiling.  I  have  seen  something  like  a  very  badly 
cribbled  autograph  made  by  children  with  a  thread  of  treacle 
n  a  slice  of  suet  dumpling.  Then  it  may  be  done  with  vege- 
ables.  My  little  girl  grew  her  autograph  the  other  day  in  mus- 
ard  and  cress. 

Domestic  servants,  I  have  observed,  are  fond  of  scrawling 
lutographs  on  a  teaboard  with  the  slopped  milk.  Also  of  scratch- 
ing  them  on  a  soft  deal  dresser,  the  lead  of  the  sink,  and,  above 
ftll,  the  quicksilver  side  of  a  looking-glass — a  surface,  by  the 
bye,  quite  irresistible  to  any  one  who  can  write,  and  does  not 
bite  his  nails. 

A  friend  of  mine  possesses  an  autograph — "  Remember  Jim 
HosDNS  "^-done  with  a  red-hot  poker  on  the  back-kitchen  door. 
This,  however,  is  awkward  to  bind  up. 

Another — but  a  young  lady — possesses  a  book  of  autographs, 
illed  just  like  a  tailor's  pattern-book — with  samples  of  stuff  and 
fustian. 

The  foregoing,  sir,  are  but  a  few  of  the  varieties ;  and  the 
questions  that  have  occurred  to  me  in  consequence  of  your  only 
laming  the  genus,  and  not  the  species,  have  been  innume- 
able.  Would  the  gentleman  like  it  short  or  long  ?  for  Doppel- 
lickius,  the  learned  Dutchman,  wrote  an  autograph  for  a  friend, 
vhich  the  latter  published  in  a  quarto  volume.  Would  he  prefer 
t  in  red  ink,  or  black,— or  suppose  he  had  it  in  Sympathetic,  so 
bat  he  could  draw  me  out  when  he  pleased  ?  Would  he  choose 
t  on  white  paper,  or  tinted,  or  embossed,  or  on  common  brown 
laper,  like  Maroncelli's  ?  Would  he  like  it  without  my  name 
)  It — as  somebody  favored  me  lately  with  his  autograph  in  an 
nonymous  letter  ?  Would  he  rather  it  were  like  Guy  Faux's 
)  Lord  Mounteagle  (not  Spring  Rice),  in  a  feigned  hand? 
V^ould  he  relish  it  in  the  aristocratical  style,  i.  e.,  partially  or 
>tally  illegible  ?  Would  he  like  it — in  case  he  shouldn't  like 
; — on  a  slate  ? 

With  such  a  maze  to  wander  in,  if  I  should  not  take  the  exact 


tMUM  Ton  wUit  yon  moit  bUte  < 

jM  bftva  aAtMi  me.    In  die  jirilil«a|li«i^iiMw 

wMided.  te  me  a  tiee  cnt  a  tabl^--4i  faita(|^MiP*^ 

«*^U»kiiig.^lai8  <»  a  wiiid<mi«--i^teibQ«ii^^^^ 

a  kiU-etamp  or  a  baok^kitohea  doory^  ymeimMbia 

thai  ]fOu  waat  only  a  commoQ  pen-ii 

ia4lie  absence  of  any  paiticnlar  direetioa  Ihr  llal 

far  inelanoe,  by  a  carrier-pigeon— or  im  m 

adrift  in  a  bottle— or  per  wagon— or  &Tored  by  Mfw  Wagbi 

or  by  telegraph,  I  think  the  beet  way  will  he  la  emri  H «»  y 

Iam,8ir» 
ToiK'Hioet  ( 


^aiif 


'•-^t#jr.; 


Doimnc  MBsiainM. 
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^  Qvpe,  liimer,  and  ■wiUow."— nM^iT  MerrUie$. 

^it  now  just  a  year  since  we  reyiewed  Miss  Martineau's  «  Life 

^  Ae  IKck  Room,"  and  left  the  authoress  set  in  for  a  house-rid- 

Nhto  invalid,  alternating  between  her  bed  and  the  sofa;  unaUe  to 

Vilk  out  of  doors,  but  enjoying  through  her  window  and  a  tele- 

^NMpe  the  prospect  of  green  downs  and  heath,  an  old  priory,  a 

HtM-kiln,  a  colliery  railway,  an  ancient  church,  a  windmill,  a 

rann,  with  hay  and  com  stacks,  a  market-garden,  gossipping 

Rimers,  sportsmen,  boys  flying  kites,  washerwomen,  a  dairy* 

^aaii  feeding  pigs,  the  lighthouses,  harbor,  and  shipping  of  New. 

^tttde-on-Tyne,    and  a  large  assortment  of  objects,  pastoral, 

"  IKrioe,  and  picturesque.    There  we  left  the  *'  sick  prisoner/' 

H  we  supposed,  quite  aware  of  a  condition  beyond  remedy,  and 

flbaerfblly  made  up  for  her  fate  by  the  help  of  philosophy,  lauda- 

**  ms,  and  Christian  resignation. 

There  never  was  a  greater  mistake.  Instead  of  the  presumed 
90m  aobmission  in  a  hopeless  case,  the  invalid  was  intently 
Wiiiiliim  the  progress  of  a  new  curative  legerdemain,  sympathise 
ftHr'Wllli  Hs  repudiated  professors,  and  secretly  intending  to  try 
iMKIbif  her  own  chronic  complaint  could  not  be  conjured  away 
iilflt^m.^VUfjf  presto !  pass  and  repass  I"  like  a  pea  £nom  under 
The  experiment,  it  seems,  has  been  made,  and  lo  I 
ref  the  patients  of  the  old  quacksalvcors,  forth  comes  Miss 
KOB  the  pablic  stage,  proclaiming  to  the  gapiiv  ORI^ 
^  ^Jilg4itanding,  inveterate  complaint,  that  Ikfleo^aU  dili, 
ihieheen  charmed  away  like  a  wart,  and  that,  fimii  ^ti&^ 
» OK^fie,  she  has  thrown  away  her  omtdiaii  Ittsnl  er 
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metaphorical,  and  can  walk  a  mile  as  well  as  any  Milesian 
And  this  miraculous  cure,  not  due  to  Holloway,  Parr,  Monsoi 
or  any  of  the  rest  of  the  faculty,  not  to  any  marvellous  omtmeoi 
Infallible  pills,  or  new  discovery  in  medicine,  but  solely  to  cei 
tain  magical  gesticulations,  as  safe,  pleasant,  and  easy  as  play 
ing  at  cat's  cradle — in  short  by  mesmerism ! 

Now  we  are,  as  we  have  said  before,  the  greatest  invalid  i 
England ;  with  a  complication  of  complaints  requiring  quite  i 
staff  of  physicians,  each  to  watch  and  treat  the  particular  diseas 
which  be  has  made  his  peculiar  study :  as,  one  for  the  hear 
another  for  the  lungs,  a  third  for  the  stomach,  a  fourth  for  tb 
liver,  and  so  on.  Above  all,  we  are  incapable  of  pedestria 
locomotion ;  lamer  than  Crutched  Friars,  and,  between  gout  i 
our  ankles  and  rheumatism  in  our  knees,  could  as  easily  wal 
on  our  head,  like  Quilp's  boy,  as  on  our  legs.  It  would  deligl 
us,  therefore,  to  believe  that  by  no  painful  operation,  but  only 
little  posture-making  behind  our  back  or  to  our  face,  we  could  b 
restored  to  the  use  of  our  precious  limbs,  to  walk  like  a  league 
and  run  again  like  a  renewed  bill.  But,  alas!  an  anxioi 
examination  of  Miss  Martineau's  statements  has  satisfied  us  th 
there  is  no  chance  of  such  a  desirable  consummation  ;  that, 
use  a  common  phrase,  "  the  news  is  too  good  to  be  true."  ^^ 
have  carefully  waded  through  the  Newcastle  letters,  occupyii 
some  two  dozen  mortal  columns  of  the  "  Athenaeum,"  and  wi 
something  of  the  mystified  feeling  of  having  been  reading  1 
turns  and  snatches  in  Moore's  Almanac,  Zadkiel's  Astrology, 
dream -book,  and  a  treatise  on  metaphysics,  have  cx>me  to  tl 
sorrowful  conclusion  that  we  have  as  much  chance  of  a  cure  1 
mesmerism,  as  of  walking  a  thousand  miles  in  a  thousand  hou 
through  merely  reading  the  constant  advertisements  of  the  Pate 
Pedometer.  A  conviction  not  at  all  removed  by  an  actu 
encounter  with  a  professor,  who,  after  experimenting  on  the  pair 
of  our  hands  without  exciting  any  peculiar  sensation,  exce 
that  quivering  of  the  diaphragm  which  results  from  suppress^ 
laughter,  gravely  informed  us — slipping  through  a  pleasant  loo 
hole  of  retreat  from  all  difficulties — ^that  "we  were  not  in 
fit  state." 


DOMEanc  MBsmBmsM. 
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jureoifle  nature  of  BUn  Martineau's  complaint  is  not 

Borifl  it  material  to  be  known  except  to  the  professional 

'tbe  great  &ct,  that  after  five  years'  confinement  to  the 

li^abe  can  walk  as  many  miles  without  &tiguey  thanks  to  the 

I  bm,  *^  that  sadly  wants  a  new  name,"  is  a  sufficient 

;  fcr  wonder,  curiosity,  and  common  sense,  to  discuss.    A 

obtained,  it  appears,  after  two  months  passed  under  the 

oT  three  several  persons — a  performance  that  must  be 

1  rather  slow  for  a  miracle,  seeing  that  if  we  read  certain 

I  aright,  a  mesmerizer, "  with  a  white  hat  and  an  illumi^ 

ffofile,  like  a  saint  or  an  angel,"  is  gifted  with  powers 

fU,  at  all,  inferior  to  those  of  the  old  apostles.    The  delay, 

r,  throws  a  doubt  on  the  source  of  relief  for  there  are 

to  which  such  sn  interval  would  allow  of  a 

iiemisdon. 

I Ae  curative  process,  the  two  most  remarkable  phenomena 

» That  the  patient,  with  a  weasel-like  vigilance,  did 

usual  into  the  magnetic  sleep  or  trance ;  and,  9dly, 

'  glorified  object  before  her  was  invested  with  a  pecu- 

,  so  that  a  bust  of  bis  burnt  with  a  phosphoric  splendor, 

r  Uaok,  dirty,  Newcastle  steam-tug  shone  with  heavenly 

Appearances,  for  which  we  at  once  take  the  lady's 

,^%Qt  must  decline  her  inference,  that  they  had  any  influ- 

•atting  her  on  her  legs  again.    The  nerves,  and  the 

flf  eqieotally,  were,  no  doubt,  in  a  highly  excited  state ; 

a  five-year-old  lameness  derived  any  relaxation  from. 

we  will  believe,  when  the  broken  heart  of  a 

I  widow  fa  bound  up  by  a  general  illumination.    Indeedf 

once  to  have  been  personally  visited  with  such 

i  we  saw  two  candles  instead  of  one — ^but  we  decidedly 

for  it. 

\  Mtgeel  of  other  visionary  appearances  Miss  Martineau 

,  or  rather  tantaUzingly  obeoure ;  for,  after  hinting 

I  wonders  above  wonders,  instead  of  fovoring  vm 

\  or  mysteries,  like  Ainsworth  or  Etigene  Sae^ 

says  that  she  means  to  keep  them  to  herself. 


|%|fihtiona< 


I  coaditioa  tad  the  msiincrie  deep  there  it  a  stits,  tnansnt 
a  hare  hsA  expaneaes,  but  of  wiiSaH  I  uiliad  to  gife  |» 


i 


ftccount  A  fomnambule  calls  it  a  glimmering  of  the  lights  of  svmWdirM 
lism  tnd  clainroyaiice.  To  me  there  appears  nothing  like  glimraering  utt^ 
The  ideas  that  I  hare  snatched  from  it,  and  now  retain,  are,  of  all  i^  - 
which  ever  visited  me,  the  most  lucid  and  impressive.  It  maj  be  wdl  tm 
they  are  incommunicable — partly  fVom  their  nature  and  relations,  and  i»itlj 
from  their  unfitness  for  translation  into  mere  words.  I  will  only  say  tkr 
the  condition  is  one  of  no  *  nervous  excitement,'  as  far  as  experience  lal 
outward  indications  can  be  taken  as  a  test  Such  a  state  of  repose,  of  cals 
translucent  intellectuality,  I  had  never  conceived  of;  and  no  reaction  H- 
lowed,  no  excitement  but  that  which  is  natural  to  every  one  who  finds  hii!^ 
self  in  possession  of  a  great  new  idea." 

So  that  whether  she  obtained  a  glimpse  of  the  New  Jerusalen, 
or  a  peep  into  the  World  of  Spirits,  or  saw  the  old  gentlemtn 
himself,  is  left  to  wide  coDJecture.  Our  own  guess,  in  the 
absence  of  all  direction,  is,  that  she  enjoyed  a  mesmeric  trsDsla- 
tion  into  another  planet,  and  derived  her  great  idea  from  the 
Man  in  the  Moon ! 

This,  however,  is  not  the  only  suppression.     For  instance,  it 
is  said  that  one  of  the  strongest  powers  of  the  girl  J.,  the  somnam- 
bulist, was  the  discernment  of  disease,  its  condition  and  remedies; 
that  she  cleared  up  her  own  case  first,  prescribing  for  herself 
very  fluently,  and  then  medically  advised  Miss  Martineau,  aod 
that  the  treatment  in  both  cases  succeeded.     Surely,  in  comrooo 
charity  to  the  afflicted,  these  infallible  remedies  ought  to  have 
been  published ;  their  nature  ought  to  have  been  indicated,  if 
only  to  enable  one  to  judge  of  supernatural  prescribing  com- 
pared  with  professional  practice ;  but  so  profound  a  silence  is 
preserved  on  these  points  as  to  lead  to  the  inevitable  conclusion, 
that  the  mesmeric  remedies,  like  the  quack  medicines,  are  to  be 
secured  by  patent,  and  to  be  sold  at  so  much  a  family  bottle, 
stamp  included.    One  recipe  only  transpires,  of  so  common-place 
and  popular  a  character,  and  so  little  requiring  inspiration  for 
its  invention — so  ludicrously  familiar  to  wide-awake  advisers, 
that  our  sides  shake  to  record  how  Miss  Martineau,  restless  and 
sleepless  for  want  of  her  abandoned  opiates,  was  ordered  ale  at 
dinner,  and  brandy  and  water  for  a  nightcap.     Oh  J.  J.  !  well 
does  thy  initial  stand  also  for  Joker ! 

In  addition  to  these  suppressions,  one  unaccountable  omission 
has  cerlaVcA^  ^^%<&t^  xx^^  ^a  lauch  as  if  we  had  considered  it 
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%  fMinple  of  bottles  of  wine.  In  comaiGii  with  ounelTety 
fHend  T.  L.,  and  many  other  penone— who  all  hear 
of  the  spheree,  dumb  bells,  and  other  mute  melodies 
as  the  rest  of  the  world,  but  of  gross  mundane  sounds 
are  unoonsoious  as  the  adder — Miss  Martineau  is  very 
Here  then  was  an  obvious  subject  for  experiment, 
kVing  been  so  easily  cured  of  one  infirmity  it  seems  only 
that  it  should  have  occurred  to  the  patient  to  apply 
to  the  same  agency  for  relief  from  another  disability — 
should  have  requested  her  mesmerizer  to  quicken  her 
as  well  as  her  pace*  But  on  the  contrary,  her  ears 
Id  have  slipped  out  of  her  head ;  and  at  an  advanced 
the  proceedings  we  find  her  awaiting  J.'s  revelatioDs, 
I  American  friend  repeating  to  her  on  the  instant,  on 
ct  her  deafness,  every  word  as  it  fell."  And  to  make 
more  glaring,  it  is  in  the  midst  of  qMOulationson  the 
shupening  of  another  sense,  till  it  can  see  through 
millstones,  and  *'  barricadoes  as  lustrous  as  ebony,* 
m^lects  to  ascertain  whether  her  hearing  might  not  be 
'  as  to  perceive  sounds  through  no  denser  medium 
Mamon  air !  Such  an  interesting  eaqMriment  in  her 
ought  surely  to  have  preceded  the  trisis  whether  '*  J." 
and  draw  ships  and  churches  with  her  eyes  shut;  and 
wie  iwnote  inquiry  whether  at  the  day  of  judgment  we 
le  with  or  without  our  bodies,  including  the  auricular 
tfdall  people  can  be  cured  of  stone  deafineM  by  a  ftw 
pessss,  so  pleasant  a  fact  ought  not  to  be  coaoealsd; 
^  eoBsequenoe  to  the  proprietors  of  registered  Volee 
aad  Comets. 

the  experiment,  we  should  have  been  glad  of  nmif 

lelbrenoes  to  many  suooessful  ones  merely  assumed 

There  i%  indeed^  nothing  throughout  the  Lettep 

Aanlke  ooaB|ilaoeno]c.with  which  we  are  expeotad 

matters  Ihr granted;  aaif  allherrsadfMs  «ar9 

with  the  anthomsi  thinking  aaahe  thiiik% 

Ifcih  iie%  tad  believing  as  she  heUsvea.    ThM»  Ihi 

astni  of  the  sowswhul^  wmnm  Ikt^  Ifci 

4ialai6i  pretqr  elear^  pmMi  ^j 


t9S 

not  oliildi  igntemnt  espeoia^inl^ 
SeripCiiM  %iid  divinitj  wkh  » 
wfth   mn  utttaooamt;**  a  wkm 
writer,  but  widA  atioks  in 
foUre.   We  should  be  delighted  ii 
Woodeifol  CShildy  and  ite  caniTUi. 


*<  What  bwoaet  of  Nilly  diiiM  i 
find  they  can  elictt  marrab  of  prandiMi  aadiapig^l, 
?6iieration  for  religioas  contemplation  wkimi 
command  of  Tory  nnhallowed— wholly  nninlhitfiaai  \ 
of  the  Mpeet  in  which  the  medical  pralteidlin  te^jjhl^ 
lUends  of  the  aick  and  anflhrtni^  with  their  feafii(pi»^|^^ 
tops  akill  and  aeience  ofuhome  andeatandn  If  iN|l||i^|"^^ 
an  ignonmt  neigfaboi^-meane  which  ana  ill  < 
can  the  profeaeion  holditi  dominion  ofer  miadi^  1. .._ 
the  opinion  of  the  edncated,  tchem  the  tidgtt  iai  tttlL.     _^ 
removed  without  pain,  in  oppoaition  to  flie  will  afiiMiiiipMSIj 
their  denial  of  the  fteti  ?    What  andls  the ;  deoa^i!  9§m 
ioigeona,  that  auch  a  thing  could  not  h«|»«yM»  afi|fQl|k| 
know  that  it  waa?  Whatbecomea< 
merist  acta,  without  concert,  on  a  patient  a  hondrai  i 


To  all  of  which  Echo  aDsweis  **  WhMk4^ 
memorable  one  adds  ''  Where  V*    In  ft«il^^tadl'< 
delivered  as  speechesi  the  orator 
interrupted  with  such  criesi  and  for  ^MMmI  < 

In  the  same  style  we  are  told  that  we  Bjed^itjfell^ 
the  name  to  be  given  to  a  power  <<tliat  oatt''fliiiiij|^ 
dumb  hear  and  speak ;  disperse  diopeie%  T 
and  paraljrsis,  absorb  tumors,  and  cause' t 
bone,  and  muscle  to  be  unfelt/'    CeittMf^l 
name  to  be  bestowed  on  certain  newly4iifiHtef|<1 
that  have  appeared  simultaneooslj  with  thi^r 
and  are  said  to  cure  a  great  varie^  of  Jtoiiii^r 
— as  we  should  in  passing  atradesmea'ai 
items  for  facto  that  are  unsuppoited  by  > 
obvious  throughout  that  Miss  Mattinsiiil-^ 
dressing  magnetixers;  instead  c 
a  (host  story  to  people  who  did  not 
oOBsequently  fortiQrhug  her  nam^itwirilbi 
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[x>rative  and  circumstantial.  This  is  evident,  from  the  trust- 
mplicity  with  which  she  relates  all  the  freaks  and  fancies 
3  somnambulist  J.,  in  spite  of  their  glaring  absurdities  and 
sistencies.  For  instance,  her  vocabulary  is  complained  of 
its  odd  and  vulgar  phrases,  so  inferior  to  the  high  tone  of 
deas,  and  the  subjects  of  her  discourse :  whereas,  like  the 
that  talked  of  nebulse,  and  was  up  to  astronomical  techni- 
she  ought  to  have  used  as  refined  language  as  her  mes- 
&er,  the  well-educated  widow  of  a  clergyman.  So  when  a 
of  proper  magnetic  water  was  willed  to  be  porter  on  her 
e,  she  called  it  obliquely  "  a  nasty  sort  of  beer,"  when, 
;ting  the  knowledge  of  her  mesmerizer,  she  should  have 
piized  it  by  name  as  well  as  by  taste ;  and  again,  in  the 
¥  experiment,  when  the  water  was  willed  to  be  sherry,  she 
ibed  it  as  wine,  "  white  wine  ;"  and  moreover,  on  drinking 
El  tumbler,  became  so  tipsy,  that  she  was  afraid  to  rise  from 
ihair  or  walk,  or  go  down  stairs,  "  for  fear  of  falling  and 
ing  her  face."  The  thing,  however,  was  not  original.  Miss 
ineau  insinuates  that  mesmerism  is  much  older  than  Mes- 
;  and  in  reality  the  reader  will  remember  a  sham-Abram 
of  the  same  kind  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  where  the  Barme- 
willed  ideal  mutton,  barley-broth,  and  a  fat  goose  with  sweet 
3 — and  how  Shacabac,  to  humor  his  entertainer,  got  drunk 
laginary  wine. 

le  whole  interlude,  indeed,  in  which  J.  figures,  if  not  very 
*actory  to  the  skeptical,  is  rather  amusing.  She  is  evidently 
3Ute,  brisk  girl  of  nineteen,  with  a  turn  for  fun — "  very  fond 
litating  the  bagpipes  "  in  her  merry  moods — and  ready  to  go 
irhole  Magnetic  Animal,  even  to  the  "  mesmerizing  herself," 
operation  as  difRcult,  one  would  imagine,  as  self- tickling, 
exhibits,  in  &ct,  a  will  of  her  own,  and  an  independence 
I  at  variance  with  the  usual  subjection  to  a  superior  influ- 
.  She  wakes  at  her  own  pleasure  from  her  trances — is  not 
»stracted  in  them  as  to  forget  her  household  errands,  that  she 
o  go  to  the  shop  over  the  way — and  without  any  mesmeric 
duction  gets  into  rapport  with  the  music  next  door,  which 
her  mocking  all  the  instruments  of  an  orchestra,  dancing, 
describing  the  company  in  a  ball-room.    Anolhei  d^^^^Vk<^Xk 


m 


^ 


CM  of  die  |ilinMk«ical  oi|pu||; 

imo »  ftaoMymnot  order,  mad 

Uo  booaoae  she  oooldnot  make 

and  measure  the  same  size" — all 

sdtohing  or  darmng.    But  she 

to  look  up  and  see  spiritual  things  Xwki, 

to  see  visions  V*    And  aocordiiylr^i^  Mjm 

must  he  oalled  olairvojanoe's  Umg 

all  its  details,  between  Gottenburg  jod 

This  "  inezplioable  anecdote"  Mim 
usual  amiable  relianoe  on  the  readntfs 
ing  that  she  cannot  discover  any <efab|3L  Ig^ 
creep  in ;  whereas  there  is  a  gaipilli  git 
breach  ever  made  hy  battery.    Tofiviliff^ 
such  a  tale,  two  conditions  are  abnol^f  ^ 
intelligence  should  not  have  been  JfoeliHt^ 
that  if  it  had,  the  girl  should  have  kad.lio 
the  news.    And  was  this  the  esse  t   8y 
trary,  J.  JuidbemtnUonanerrond^ViA 
she  was  mesmerized,  and  related  her  virfqa^i 
by  natural  means,  so  simultaueously  Wijtl|i 
presently  observed, "  my  aunt  is  belowi 
and  I  shall  hear  all  about  it  when  I  go 
to  look  on  a  maid  of  Newcastle  as  a 
really  confirms  us  in  an  opinion  we  have; 
ing,  that  Miss  Martineau  neVer  in  her 
gullet  by  the  help  of' a  taUe<«poon. 

In  justice,  however,  it  must  be  said,  thai  j| 
credit  as  freely  as  she  requires  it ;  witoeiei^a' 
to,  which  it  is  confidently  said  wss 
ordinary  means,  coupled  with  an  equally 
girl  had  not  seen  her  aunt,  "  the  only  Jfunoff^ 
from  whom  tidings  of  the  shipwreck  QQu|| 
truth  is, with  a  too  easy  faith,Miss" 
the  mischievous  propensities  and  wiekid; 
nature.    She  says, 


'^^^^^^  • 


^1\ 
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^Niy  10  of  a  perfect  stranger,  ai  confidently  ai  I  say  it  of  this  girl,  whom  I 
^^w  to  be  incapable  of  deception,  as  mnch  from  the  character  of  her  intel 
Vcct  as  of  her  moraU!^ 

It  is  certain,  nevertheless,  that  Mary  Tofts,  the  Rabbit- 
T)reeder,  Ann  Moore,  the  Fasting  Woman  of  Tutbury,  Scratch- 
log  Fanny,  and  other  impostors,  youDg  and  old,  exhibited  extra- 
ordinary patience  and  painful  perseverance  in  their  deceptions 
combined  with  an  art  and  cunning  that  deluded  doctors  medi- 
cal, spiritual,  and  lexicographical,  with  many  people  of  quality 
of  both  sexes.  These,  it  is  true,  were  all  superstitious  or  credu- 
lous  persons,  who  believed  all  they  could  get  to  believe ;  and 
what  else  are  those  individuals  now-a-days,  who  hold  that 
mesmerism  is  as  ancient  as  the  Delphian  Oracle,  and  that  witch- 
craft was  one  of  its  forms  ?  In  common  consistency  such  a  faith 
ought  to  go  all  lengths  with  the  American  sea-serpent,  the  whole 
breadth  of  the  Kraken,  and  not  believe  by  halves  in  the  merman 
and  mermaid. 

In  one  thing  we  cordially  agree  with  Miss  Martineau,  namely, 
in  repudiating  the  caut  about  prying  into  the  mysteries  of  Provi- 
dence, perfectly  convinced  that  what  is  intended  to  be  hidden 
from  us  will  remain  as  hermetically  sealed  as  the  secrets  of  the 
grave.    The  Creator  himself  has  implanted  in  man  an  inquisitive 
spirit,  with  faculties  for  research,  which  he  obviously  intended 
to  be  exercised,  by  leaving  for  its  discovery  so  many  important 
powers — for  instance,  the  properties  of  the  loadstone— essential 
to  human  comfort  and  progress,  instead  of  making  them  subjects 
of  special  revelation.     Let  man,  then,  divinely  supplied  with 
intellectual  deep  sea-lines,   industriously  fathom  all  mysteries 
Krithin  their  reach.     What  we  object  to  is,  that  so  many  charts 
are  empirically  laid  down  without  his  taking  proper  soundings, 
and   to  his  pronouncing  off-hand,  without  examination  by  the 
plummet,  that  the  bottom  off  a  strange  coast  is  rock,  mud,  stone, 
sand,  or  shells.     Thus  it  is  that  in  mesmerism  we  have  so  much 
rash  assertion  on  one  hand,  and  point  blank  contradiction  on  the 
other.     To  pass  over  such  subtleties  as  the  existence  of  an  in- 
visible magnetic  fluid,  and  the  mode  of  magnetic  action,  there  is 
the  broad  problem,  whether  a  man's  leg  can  be  lopped  off  as 
unconsciously  as  the  limb  of  a  tree !    Thai  aucVi  ^  ^<^l^i^\l 
Past  n.  12 


^ 


Bat  ■peoutelimi  wems  to  be  pidbHMi-^ 

TOT?  SB^py  ^  w.«(jOTm«^u^,ffif' 

of  %•  Wl^  «if  *•>  WWni»JWH|ly.,bf,,t 

*<  A»#^  inektont  fa  Bfrt^«r»j^  4i.||^< 
hM  one  eTening,  who.  wm  infitad  in  iJI  — 
lielinA^TMM^ ill  OiiliHd  been writtKi  on': 
1—  lihitatepypaPy  eowMM  to.witBeiitfi^[ 

how»  being  pvt  in  communication  with  J^  he 
pU^  QftCfe  whichj^puU  JI)Ai99^ 
kitttfoppoieitwiibecani^he  'knew 


lo  hie  mdeneM ;  end  her 
hm^reywtMit   Atlmgtii.howeTm^lt 
W^  (thilj  ifl^6hi||tlMh8Ql^i4ei^9f!l9^ 
thi^^ctniiol  e^la^)  of,<Mec^  dy^pii^^ 
t^  gentl^m^,  nrhq  *  knew  all  aiboiit.tt,*  nt 
practice,  by  aocUenly  and  TiolenQy  addng  1&  il 
inteBven^on  of  the  meim.eriet    J.  wie  comli^ 
Mi  thai,  momenli  end  while  fiipposhig^  hi^Milfliit: 
■hp^tiKl,  oat  to  me^t^t)  the  hpuniiiBip 
Off  her  neiTc»  failed  entirely.  The^ifif. 
rtgnff^trt,     l^made  no  atte|npt|o  lii^ 
clei^  heard  notiiing ;  wad  when  adeed 
thing cold.hidgoi hold  of  hex.    Col4* 


n94a  IM|4  ftimd^  affliote4  wiibt  ompm 

1%  i|  t|9i«  tbiitrt  bsei^Qi^li)  be  ii^pl^^ 
^mh  o^a l9goalofl^  and  peitefMj pi«L« 
■iipli  ^smimoHtoHiiagiiiioF  tr-ririaliQiiii 
Of.lil|l0  teic|lr  S!MoI»iiiiq^iM»iOiighh 
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ite 


Ar«  at  ftekeydniito  to  it«pt  ilMglUgr  fa  « iBii<4  of 


rMbjaet  of  hhieraat  ideoiiiiMtft,  Mfli  Ibjft^ 
» gad  loondlj  d^noiiiieei  tiM  )in»AKie  ftlhiWi,  #li6  nfiftte 
jle  of  ''playiiig  upon  the  iwinreB  uid  bMai  d#  htmkii 
,  eslnbitiiig  for  monej  on  a  tftage,  sCalea  of  miiid  ilid  ibml 
>  iaoFMl  in  otdea  times  to  be  elidited  elei^whef6  Aatk  fa 
( by  Oe  hands  of  the  priests  of  ^e  gbdaf 

rtfae  win,  in  idiow  kandi  thil  posrar  4ioiM  bs,il  flui  j^Aii. 

t  is  wlwia  idsBliflB  MjitatiSf  in  oenrisaed  bj  Brondaus,  ■ednftd^ 

I  tbeir  high  tmddoot  who  are  thsf  tluit  nuilich  at  it»  ia  Wftfti  mwifh' 

lalwajv  in  ignorance?  Schoof-childfetf,  appgentipaig  feyn||itl0p 

r^bomaiftnoltarkn,  aWbMttto#6o'^^^  W&mr^ 

mstfifti  hsfs  bsea,  ate  nisre^  todi  ii  tboie',  oMWng '  SMai 

tiata  trances,  trying  ftmny  szperimenti,  getting  fortanss  tdd,  or  raddy 


*  sport  or  akmss.  N6  woikler  i^  somrtaikhwfei  ire  tU&  §0^  fyr- 
^  woBcUi  if  they  are  leade  lna>  preplieli  of  ftir,  nttSiys,  isi 
>bf  isflsc&%  in thsur  ssmnsmbelias  tt»  Av,  laslies,  aiifl  leiaBp 
>  iinsstioners  ^no  wonder  if  tbqr  are  made  even  niniaUin  of  dastH 
^hsi  from  sick-bed  to  sick-bed  in  the  dim  and  ^besiy  ^fi^  oi  onr 
^diida^  Which  of  (he side  WiU  reooTar,  sal  wIMi  mSl  mel 
'4  •  •  ^  W 

^tsspeskassmofaliat  en  the  reapoaaiha^  cf  IMa  isHa«  e^ 

S  ti^Bakitnde--if  I  were  to  naVeatbeaoeBssfWhidk  sfc  goiB«»iblc^ 

fiery  town  in  England,  from  tiie  wanton,  aporture*  c«ioa%  as 

fooa  nae  of  thia  awM  agency  hr  the  ignocaa^  we  aheold  beer  BO 

r  f&  hi^  pUeeS  alkmt!  mflsmiBHittL<*^ 

rteMnaai  stiugely  at  Tirianee  with  Oe  feUMtag  AjMH 
F  iOTSigMy  BiaKeB'  Moranrjr  sciif  norary  Pimafor  BSf 
*-aBr  poscufos    Bnn  wueuMsr  ooouwiav  oy  wb  Tfanm 


««^ 
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We  can  well  understand  the  "  social  calamity  ^  apprehi 
fit>m  a  promiscuous  use  of  the  ulterior  powers  of  i 
But  what  class,  we  must  ask,  is  to  arrogate  to  itself  and  mooopo-l 
lize  the  exercise  of  miraculous  powers,  allied  to,  if  not  identioill 
with,  those  bestowed  aforetime  on  certain  itinerant  apostles! | 
An  inspired  fisherman  will  prescribe  as  safely,  prophesy  as  o«- 1 
rectly,  and  see  visions  as  clearly,  as  an  inspired  doctor  of  medi-t 
cine  or  divinity.  There  seems  to  be,  in  the  dispensation  of  the  I 
marvellous  gift,  no  distinction  of  persons.  Miss  MartiDeau:s\ 
maid  mesmerizes  her  as  effectually  as  Mr.  Hall ;  and  J.  owes  p^ 
her  first  magnetic  sleep,  and  all  its  beneficial  results  on  bei  t  -'^^ 
health  and  inflamed  eyes,  to  the  passes  of  the  maid  of  the  clergy-  V  tj^ 
man's  widow.  A  domestic  concatenation  that  suggests  to  us  i  ^ 
curious  kitchen  picture — and  an  illustrative  letter, 

To  Mabt  Smash,  at  No.  1  Chancy  Walk,  ChcUea. 
Dbar  Mart, 

This  cums  hoping  yure  well,  and  to  advize  you  to  lam  His-  \^ 
merising.  Its  done  with  yure  Hands,  and  is  as  easy  as  taking  l;^ 
sites  at  Pepel,  or  talking  on  yure  fingers.  If  I  was  nigh  you, 
I'd  lam  you  in  no  time  to  make  Passes,  witch  is  only  pawing, 
like,  without  touchin,  at  sumboddys  face  or  back,  which  gives 
them  a  tittevating  feeling  on  the  galvanic  nerves,  And  then  off 
they  go  into  a  Trance  in  a  giffy,  and  talk  in  their  sleep  like 
Orators,  I  should  say  Oracles,  and  anser  whatever  you  ax. 
Whereby  you  may  get  your  Fortin  told,  and  find  out  other  fblkes 
sweatharts  &  luve  secrets.  And  diskiver  Theaves  better  than  by 
Bible  and  Key,  And  have  yure  inward  Disorders  told,  dc  wats 
good  for  them.  Sukey's  was  the  indigestibles,  and  to  take  as 
much  rubbub  as  would  hide  a  shillin.  All  which  is  done  by 
means  of  the  sombulist,  thats  the  sleeper,  seeing  through  every 
think  quite  transparent,  in  their  Trance,  as  is  called  Clare  Voy- 
ing,  so  that  they  can  pint  out  munny  hid  under  the  Erth  &  bur* 
ried  bones,  ds  springs  of  water,  and  vanes  of  mettle,  ds  menny 
things  besides. 

Yesterday  I  was  mismerized  meself  into  a  Trance,  dc  clare 
voyed  the  chork  Grout  in  John's  stomack  as  plane  as  Margit  Clifis. 
So  I  prescribed  him  to  take  CoUyflower,  witch  by  rites  should 
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Ve  been  Collyclnth,  but  I  forgot  the  proper  word.  Howsum* 
er,  he  did  eat  two  large  ones,  and  promises  to  cum  round. 
It  would  make  you  split  your  sides  with  laffing  to  see  me  mis- 
^Tize  our  Thomas,  dc  make  him  go  into  all  sorts  of  odd  pos- 
<^es  ds  anticks  &  capers  Like  a  Dotterel,  for  whatever  I  do  he 
Ust  ooppy  to  the  snapping  of  a  finger,  aud  cant  object  to  nuth- 
S,  for,  as  the  song  says,  I've  got  his  Will  and  his  Power.  Like- 
^  you  can  make  the  Sombulist  taste  watever  you  think  prop- 
^JTy  so  I  give  him  mesmerized  Warter,  witch  at  my  Command  is 
^nsmoggrified  on  his  pallet  to  Shampain,  6c  makes  him  as  drunk 
I  Old  Grooseberry,  and  then  he  will  jump  Jim  Crow,  or  go  down 
1  hb  bended  knees  and  confess  all  his  peckaddillos.  Witch  is  as 
iverten  as  reading  the  Misteries  of  Parris. 

The  wust  to  mesmerize  is  Reuben  the  Cotchman,  not  that  he's 
K>  wakeful,  for  he's  generally  beery,  And  goes  off  like  a  shot, 
ut  he  wont  talk  in  his  sleep,  only  snores. 

The  Page  is  more  passable  and  very  clarevoying.  He  have 
vice  seed  a  pot  of  goold  in  the  middle  flower-bed.  But  the  gar- 
ner wcint  have  it  dug  up.  And  he  says  there  is  a  skelliton 
ricked  into  the  staircase  wall,  so  that  we  never  dares  at  nite  to 
3  up  alone.  Also  he  sees  Visions,  and  can  profesy  and  have 
iretold  two  Earthquacks  and  a  great  Pleg. 

Cook  wants  to  mismerize  too,  but  wat  with  her  being  so  much 
t  the  fire,  and  her  full  babbit,  she  always  goes  off  to  sleep  afore 
le  Sombulist.  But  Sukey  can  do  it  very  well.  Tho  in  great  dis- 
■ess  about  Mrs.  Hardin's  babby  witch  Sukey  offered  to  mismer- 
se  in  lieu  of  syrrup  of  Poppies  or  Grodfrey's  Cordial,  but  the 
ore  Innocent  wont  wake  up  agin,  nor  havent  for  two  hole  days. 
L8  would  be  a  real  blessin  to  Muthers  and  Nusses  in  a  moderate 
ray,  but  mite  be  carried  too  far,  and  require  a  Crowners  Quest. 
LB  yet  that's  the  only  Trial  we  have  made  out  of  the  House,  But 
re  mean  to  mismerize  the  Baker,  and  get  out  of  him  who  he 
eally  does  mean  to  ofier  to,  for  he  is  quite  a  General  Lover. 

Sum  pepel  is  very  dubious  about  Mismerizing,  and  some  wont 
ave  it  at  any  price  ;  but  Missis  is  for  it,  very  strong,  and  says 
be  means  to  belive  every  attom  about  it  till  sumboddy  proves 
uite  the  reverse.  She  practises  making  passes  every  day,  and 
3  studyin  Frenology  besides,  for  she  says,  between  the  two  you 


may  play  on  pepel's  pennycraQiums  like  a  Piany,  and  put  them 
into  any  Key  you  like.  And  of  course  her  fust  perfonnaooe 
will  be  a  Master-piece  on  the  Head  of  the  Fammilj. 

To  be  share  it  seems  a  wonderful  power  to  be  gire  to  one  of  er 
ones  Fellow  Creturs,  and  as  mite  be  turned  to  Divilish  purpose^ 
But  witch  I  cant  stop  to  pint  out,  for  makin  the  beds.  To  tell 
the  truth,  with  so  much  Mismerizing  going  on,  our  Wurks  has 
got  terrible  behind  hand.  And  the  carpits  has  not  been  swep  fi>r 
a  week.    So  no  more  at  present  in  haste  from 

Tour  luving  Friend, 

Eliza  Passmou. 

P.  S.  A  most  remarkable  Prpfesy  I  The  Page  have  foretold 
that  the  Monkey  some  day  would  bite  Missis,  ^  lo !  and  behold 
he  have  flone  at  her,  and  made  his  teeth  meet  in  her  left  ear.  If 
that  ant  profesying  I  dcm^l  know  wb^t  is. 
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THE  £LH  TREE: 

▲    DBBAX    IN    THB    WOODS^ 

And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  hanntt 
Findi  tongues  in  treef . 

At  TOV  UKS  IT. 

TwA8  in  a  shadj  AveniiBy 
Wherto  lofty  Blms  abotuk^ 
And  frond  a  Tree 
There  eame  to  m^ 
A  sad  and  solemn  soiindy 
That  sometimes  murmur'd  overhead, 
And  sometimes  tmdergrGfund. 

Amongst  the  leaves  it  ssem'd  tb  Hgjki 
Amid  the  boughs  to  moan ; 

It  mutter'd  in  the  stem  and  then 
The  roots  took  op  tiie  lone; 

As  if  beneath  the  dewy  grass 
The  Dead  began  to  grotn. 

No  breeze  there  was  to  stir  the  Mt^; 

No  bolts  thit  tempests  laun^li^ 
To  vend  to  tnink  or  n^gjed  bark  f 

No  gale  to  bend  die  biMmoii| 
Noquake  of  earth  to  heave  the  roots, 

IWt  stood  B6  stiff  and  ttaittioh. 

No  Urd  w^is  piMiiill^  ffl»  lO^ 

Tomsfewftkttswing; 
No  sqoir  el^  In  M i)^  wMr^ 


kj 


^ 


Fiom  bough  to  ^f^vAM^l^^ 

ThesoUdWte   v^    ;.  i^^ 
Had  ne'er  a  liiAiv      •  ^       . 

IV^hidealivingttiiBgi:  , 

No  80001^  hollow  odl  to  lod|fe 
A  fiirtiTe  beast  or  ftwl, 

Theinartlii,bil,:)MT 
Or  forest  oat 
That  nightly  loves  to  pim^ '  ' 
Nor  ivy  nook  so  apt  to  dumul 
The  moping,  snoring  pwli 

But  still  the  sound  was  In  my  ear, 

A  sad  and  solemn  soim^  '^ 

That  sometimes  murmio'd  owAssd^  ' 

And  sometimes  undergfOHit— 
'Twas  in  a  shady  Aveaos      i 

Where  lofty  Elms  abdwid. 

.  ,.  ■  ■  -   -.11 
O  hath  the  Dryad  stOl  a  topgne 

In  this  ungenial  olime  ? 
Have  Sylvan  Spirits  still « 

As  in  the  olasrio  prime- 
To  make  the  ibrest  voluUsi 

As  in  the  olden  time  ? 

The  olden  time  is  dead  and  ( 
Its  years  have  fill'd  their  sum— 

And  e'en  in  Greeoe-^her  i 
The  Sylvan  Nymph  b  dsttik^'    / 

From  ash,  and  beech,  wait  mg&t  ttk^\  q'V 
No  classio  whispers  oooto*    .     ;    >' 

And  fragrant  Linden  Trees ; 

No  livmg  sound        ;^  i,.;,]  ,^ 
E'er  hovers  roundi  ,    t- .  <iT 

Unless  the  vagrant  bieeflfet!     Ir^id  ^ 
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The  nrasio  of  the  menry  fafad. 
Or  hum  of  biuy  beei. 

But  busy  bees  forsake  the  Elm 
That  bears  no  bloom  aloft — 

The  Finch  was  in  the  hawthora-bosh, 
The  Blackbird  in  the  oroft ; 

And  among  the  firs  the  brooding  Dore^ 
That  else  might  murmur  soft. 

Tet  still  I  heard  that  solemn  sound, 

And  sad  it  was  to  boot, 
From  ev'ry  overhanging  bough. 

And  each  minuter  shoot ; 
From  the  rugged  trunk  and  mossy  rind^ 

And  from  the  twisted  root. 

From  these, — a  melancholy  moan ; 

From  those, — a  dreary  sigh ; 
As  if  the  boughs  were  wintry  bare, 

And  wild  winds  sweeping  by— 
Whereas  the  smallest  fleecy  cloud 

Was  stead&st  in  the  sky. 

No  sign  or  touch  of  stirring  air 
Could  either  sense  obsenre-^ 

The  zephyr  had  not  breath  enough 
The  thistle-down  to  swenre. 

Or  force  the  filmy  gossamers 
To  take  another  cunre. 

In  still  and  silent  slumber  hush'd 

All  Nature  seemM  to  be ; 
From  heaven  above,  or  earth  beneati 

No  whisper  came  to  me 
ISioept  the  solemn  sound  and  sad 

From  that  Mtstbeioub  Tan  t 

A  hsHsiw,  liolbw,  hollow  soiw^ 
Asisthat^bmnqrmv 
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When  distant  billows  boil  and  bound 

Along  a  shingly  shore- 
But  the  ocean  brim  was  far  aloof, 
A  hundred  miles  or  more. 

No  murmur  of  the  gusty  sea, 
No  tunnilt  of  the  beach, 

However  they  might  foam  and  fret, 
The  bounded  sense  could  reach — 

Methought  the  trees  in  mystic  tongue 
Were  talking  each  to  each  ! — 

Mayhap,  rehearsing  ancient  tales 
©f  greenwood  love  or  guilt, 
Of  whisper'd  vows 
Beneath  their  boughs ; 
Or  blood  obscurely  spilt ; 
Or  of  that  near-hand  Mansion  Rouse 
A  Royal  Tudor  built. 

Perchance,  of  booty  won  or  shared 
Beneath  the  starry  cope— 

Or  where  the  suicidal  wretch 
Hung  up  the  fatal  rope ; 

Or  Beauty  kept  an  evil  tryste, 
Insnared  by  Love  and  Hope. 

Of  graves,  perchance,  untimely  scoop'd 

At  midnight  dark  and  dank — 
And  what  is  underneath  the  sod 
Whereon  the  grass  is  rank — 
Of  old  intrigues. 
And  privy  leagues. 
Tradition  leaves  in  blank. 

Of  traitor  lips  that  mutter'd  plots — 
Of  Kin  who  fought  and  fell — 

God  knows  the  undiscovered  acheiaw, 
The  arts  and  acts  of  Hell, 
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Perfenn'd  long  generslioiis  iinea^ 
If  treet  hid  toogues  to  tell ! 

With  waiy  eyei,  aod  ean  alert. 

As  one  who  walka  afraid, 
I  wander'd  down  the  dappled  path 

Of  mingled  light  and  shade- 
How  sweetly  gleamed  that  arch  of  blue 

Beyond  the  green  aroade ! 

How  dearly  shone  the  glimpse  of  Hear'ii  ' 

Beyond  that  rerdant  aisle ! 
All  overarchM  with  lofty  elms. 
That  quenoh'd  the  light  the  while. 
As  dim  and  chill 
As  senres  to  fill 
Some  old  Cathedial  pile ! 

And  many  a  gnarUd  trunk  was  theiet 

That  ages  long  had  stood, 
Till  Time  had  wrought  them  into  shapes 

Like  Pan's  fantastic  brood  \ 
>  still  more  foul  and  hideous  forms 

That  Pagans  carvf  in  wood! 

A  croaching  Satyr  lurking  bsr»— 

And  there  a  Goblin  grim-* 
As  stajong  fiiU  of  demon  lift 

As  GoAic  sculptor's  whim— 
A  n^knel  it  had  aeai^y  been 

To  hear  a  voiQe  imn  him ! 

Some  whispeJT  from  tet  bori^  nputh 

Of  straqgei  uo(^arth)y  tpne  « 
Of  viU  infernal  laugh^  to  chill 

One's  marsQw  in  the  hope. 
But  ni>— U  gnn  like  ligid  Deatjbi,  ,  , 

And8iliii|i;«|i^fiPafil 
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As  silent  as  its  fellows  be, 

For  all  is  mute  with  them — 
The  branch  that  climbs  the  leafy  roo^ 
The  rough  and  mossy  stem — 
The  crooked  root. 
And  tender  shoot, 
Where  hangs  the  dewy  gem. 

One  mystic  Tree  alone  there  is, 

Of  sad  and  solenm  sound — 
That  sometimes  murmurs  overhead, 

And  sometimes  underground — 
In  all  that  shady  Avenue, 

Where  lody  Elms  abound. 

Part  II. 

Thb  Scene  is  changed !    No  green  Arcade — 
No  Trees  all  ranged  a-row — 

But  scattered  like  a  beaten  host. 
Dispersing  to  and  fro ; 

With  here  and  there  a  sylvan  corse, 
That  fell  before  the  foe. 

The  Foe  that  down  in  yonder  dell 

Pursues  his  daily  toil ; 
As  witness  many  a  prostrate  trunk, 

Bereft  of  leafy  spoil. 
Hard  by  its  wooden  stump,  whereon 

The  adder  loves  to  coil. 

Alone  he  works — ^his  ringing  blows 
Have  banish'd  bird  and  beast ; 

The  Hind  and  Fawn  have  canter'd  ofl 
A  hundred  yards  at  least ; 

And  on  the  maple's  lofty  top, 
The  linnet's  song  has  ceased. 
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No  eye  his  labor  overlooks. 

Or  when  he  takes  his  rest ; 
Bzoept  the  timid  thrash  that  peeps 

Above  her  seoret  nest. 
Forbid  by  love  to  leave  the  young 

Beneath  her  speokled  breast. 

The  Woodman's  heart  is  in  his  work. 

His  axe  is  sharp  and  good : 
With  sturdy  arm  and  steady  aim 
He  smites  the  gaping  wood ; 
From  distant  rooks 
His  lusty  knooks 
Re-eoho  many  a  rood. 

His  aze  is  keen»  his  arm  is  strong ; 

The  muscles  serve  him  well ; 
His  years  have  reached  an  extra  span, 

The  number  none  can  tdil ; 
But  still  his  lifelong  task  has  been 

The  Timber  Tree  to  fell. 

Through  Summer's  parching  sultriness. 
And  Winter's  freexing  cold. 
From  sapling  youth 
To  virile  growth, 
And  Age's  rigid  mould, 
His  energetic  axe  hath  rung 
Within  that  Forest  old. 

Aloft,  upon  his  poising  steel 

The  vivid  sunbeams  glance- 
About  his  head  and  round  his  feel 

The  forest  shadows  dance ; 
And  bounding  from  his  russet  coal 

Tlie  acorn  drops  askance* 

His  fim  is  Uke  a  Drakl%  fhoii 
With  wrinkles  iiinow'd  deep, 


l^ 


c 
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And  ttumM  bf^mmiMtilgii^^ 
As  com  dwrt'ap  ttpii  ii^wt^^^  ^ 

Bat  dMlMar  00  !irt^^itliii<|rWfiliiiii 
b  white  as  w6al  of  jJOWh*-^-  *'^  ^  ^ 

His  framo  is  lOw  «  giaalfs  JMfeSif  >i 
His  legs  are  long  and  staik  ; 

His  afwHbsUnlisol  UmmHtjiikf^''^ 
His  hands  lft»fiiggi*l«i£i^       ^ 
SahoMMliClI'vU.!.  ..' 

Asif  tobailda«Aslir 

Oh !  weU  within  JEBf  IMt  path 
The  fearful  Tree  might  qnake 
Through  every  iibfc^lliv^W«flil4     - 
With  aspen  tmoier  sMoitf  • 
Thitn^htivn 
Andhtanidi'aiiAdkBOl^    ' 
Alowcomplafarinf  ntediel  ^  r  * 

Oh !  well  to  JEUm  the  Tree  mi^  fatoafte 
A  said  and  soiwa  seasdl^  '     i:.:Ki.:i 

A  sigh  thai  nmasmyli  o»refisai{      / 
And  groans  firan  nodeigiiitnd ; 

As  in  that  shady  Anrenoei 
Where  lofty  Elms  ateandl 


But  calm  and  mote  the.  Maple  i 
The  Plane,  the  Ash,  the  Fir, 

The  Ehn,  the  Beeoh^  te  ( 
Without  tha  least  dsmm^      f    ^ 

And  e'en  the  AspenVhoiigrleai    .      a 
Makes  no  unuBual^i 


The  Pines-T«h(m  old  ««|^iAi»ifaf«r 

That  writhe— reoalllng  sooft 
The  fernoM^  HmmiBir  Cwiptliit  mtMBt 


^ 
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Wilh  Snakes  in  wild  i 
In  ramouB  wrestlings  interlaoed 
A  F<xest  LftoooQi^^ 

Like  Titans  of  primeval  girth 

By  tortures  overoome. 
Their  brown  enormous  limbs  they  twine 

Bedew'd  with  tears  of  gum — 
Fierce  agonies  that  ought  to  yelti 

But,  like  the  marble,  dumb.     ^ 

Nay,  yonder  blailed  Elm  that  stands 

So  like  a  man  ef  sis» 
Who,  frantio,  flings  hie  arms  abread 

To  feel  the  Worm  within — 
For  an  that  gesture,  so  fntense. 

It  mahean^soft  of  din  r 

An  uniyersal  silsnee  idgns. 

In  nigged  bark  or  peel, 
Except  that  yery  trunk  which  rings 

Beneath  the  biting  steel — 
Meaawhile  the  Woodman  plies  his  aiw 

With  unrelenting  zeal  I 

No  rustic  song  is  on  his  tongne, 

No  whisde  on  his  lips; 
But  with  a  quiet  thou^^tfalness' 

His  trusty  tool  he  grips, 
And,  stroke  on  stn^e,  keeps  hacking  out 

The  bright  and  flyhig  <^!|psi. 

Stroke  after  stroke,  withtftequent  dfint 

He^spseads  the  fiilat  gtsh^ 
Till  lo!  the  remnant  flbres  read, 

With  harsh  and  sudden  orashy 
And  eft  tllevdtdl  resomMBngtiiff 

Th9  jarringiMaclliMr  li^f ' 


■) 
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The  AAi^T^iUkmtt^ 
TIm  Blnni  the  ^Poh> 
The  Aqpene— one  and  il^ 
l^ith  eoleim  fp&tA^ " 
AndboBmuiiir    '* 
Lement  a  eomrede^e  ftBT 

A  goody  BhBi,  ot  soMe  gtath^ 
Thet,  thrioe  the  hmnuiiipMi^ 

While  on  their  yariegeled  ooma 
The  oonatant  Seaaana  imii-— ^^ 

Through  gale,  and  hail^  aid  Asnrf  bbl^ 
Had  atood  erect  aa  Man. 

But  now,  like  mortal  ManhinMialf, 
Struck  down  hy  hand^^ted»^ 

Or  heathen  Idol  tumbled 
Beneath  th'  Eteraal^a  aoS, 

In  all  ita  giant  bulk  and 
It  liea  along  the  aod  t- 

Ay,  now  the  Foreat  Tieea  aaay  | 
And  make  a  oommomndtti  i 

Around  that  patriarchal  trunk 
So  newly  overthrown; 

And  with  a  murmur  leoogidiel  1 
A  doom  to  be  their  own  I     .*  i  :  '  i^  'i 

The  Echo  sleepa:  tbe  idle  ai%    >.  i,:, 
A  disregarded  todi  .^uj  m11 

Lies  crushing  with  its  paaaiTC  we||^ 
The  toad's  reputed  stool*-- :    .  .    I  . 

The  Woodman  wipea  hia  dewy  hmm\  I 
Within  the  shadbwa cool.:  v  •  *t!  !nT 

No  Zephyr  Stirs :  the  ear  aMgrrHP^Ltfi. 

The  smallest  inaect-buifi |rih ;  ^f  ^^g^ 
But  on  the  disappointed  aenaa 
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No  mystic  whispen  oome ; 
No  tone  of  sylvan  sympathy. 
The  Forest  Trees  are  dumb. 

No  leafy  noise,  nor  inward  yoicey 

No  sad  and  solemn  sound. 
That  sometimes  murmurs  overhead, 

And  sometimes  underground ; 
As  in  that  shady  Avenue, 

Where  lofty  Elms  abound ! 

Part  III. 


Thb  deed  is  done :  the  Tree  is  low 

That  stood  so  long  and  firm ; 
The  Woodman  and  his  axe  are  gone. 

His  toil  has  found  its  term; 
And  where  he  wrought  the  speckled  Thrush 

Securely  hunts  the  worm. 

The  Cony  from  the  sandy  bank 

Has  run  a  rapid  race. 
Through  thistle,  bent,  and  tangled  fern, 

To  seek  the  open  space ; 
And  on  its  haunches  sits  erect 
.  To  clean  its  furry  fece. 

The  dappled  Fawn  is  dose  at  hand, 

The  Hind  is  browsing  ne«r, — 
And  on  the  Larch's  lowest  bough 
The  Ousel  whistles  clear; 
But  checks  the  note 
Within  his  throat, 
As  choked  with  sudden  fear! 

With  sudden  fear  her  wosmy  fueit 

The  Thrush  abmpdy  qutlm-^ 
Through  thistle,  beDt,  and  tin|^  feai 
ABT  n.  18 
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The  atartltd  Oongr  Mif  ^  v)>viit  i^V 
Ajid  on  the  I^uroh'i  loiPiii  feon^ 
No  moie  the  Ousel  ijlp»  .  t     ;    ,<  r 

WjAmddeiiftar 
The  deppled  Deer 
Efieot  a  swift  escape ; 
But  well  might  bolder  creaturai  slartt 

And  fly,  or  stand  egapei 
With  rising  hairi  end  ourdMi  Uopd, 
To  see  so  grim  a  Shape! 

The  yery  sky  turns  pale  alxnre ; 

The  earth  grows  dark  beneaUi ; 
The  human  Terror  thrills  with  oold. 

And  draws  a  shorter  breath-^ 
An  universal  panic  owns 

The  dread  approach  of  DSATH? 

With  silent  paooi  aa  shadowy  eoiaei 

And  dark  ae  shadows  be» 
The  grisly  Phantom  takes  his  stand 

Beside  the  AUlen  Tree, 
And  scans  it  with  hfe  gloomy  eyee. 

And  laughs  with  horrid  gle»-« 

A  dreary  laugh  and  desolate^ 
Where  mirth  is  void  and  naUi ! 

As  hollow  as  its  echo  sounds 

Within  the  hollow  skun — 

«  Whoever  laid  this  tree 


His  batxAet  was  not 


alow 
didir 


"  The  human  arm  and  hunuiil  tool 
Have  done  their  duly  wellt 
But  after  sound  of  ringpog  sm;!    ' .  r* 
Must  sound  the  ringing  kndl  j 

When  Blm  or  Oak'    •    '  ^  *^^ 
Have  fdt  the  fltecaMi   -     "^n* 
ifytiimitislofrnt  .  MrrrfT 


M  tail  i 
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**  No  paaitve  unragarded  tree, 

A  senseless  thing  of  wood, 
WhereiB  the  sluggish  sap  aeoends 

To  swell  the  vernal  bud^-* 
Bat  oonscious,  moying,  breathing  trunks 

That  throb  with  living  blood ! 

*'  No  forest  Monarch  yearly  clad 

In  mantle  green  or  brown ; 
Tbftt  unrecorded  lives,  and  fitlls 

By  hand  of  rustic  clowa^- 
But  Kings  who  don  the  purple  robe. 

And  wear  the  jeweU'd  ciown. 

«  Ah !  little  recks  the  Royal  mind. 

Within  his  Banquet  Hall,  ^ 

While  tapers  shine  and  Music  brsathes 

And  Beauty  leads  the  Ball,-^ 
He  little  recks  the  oaken  plank 
Shall  be  bis  palace  wall ! 

«  Ah !  little  dreams  the  haughty  Peer, 

The  while  his  Falcon  fliee^ 
Or  on  the  blood*bedabbled  turf 

The  antler'd  quarry  diee-^ 
That  in  his  own  ancestral  Park 

The  narrow  dwelling  lies ! 

**  But  haughty  Peer  and  mighty  Emg 
One  doom  shall  overwhelra ! 
The  oaken  cell 
ShtU  lodge  him  weU 
Whose  sceptre  ruled  a  realnw- 
While  he  who  never  knew  a  homCy 
Shall  fipdh  la  the  j^mf 

<<The  tallBff^d,  laaa,  dsjeoled  wMoh, 
Who  begs  ikeiD'doorlo  doeir, 


1» 


And  diet  witUa  tte  nijH  iJlHi^iN  «^1^  ' 
Or  on  the  barren  w^'^^^x?'  t»  A 

The  friendly  Elm  idiaU  Mge^ni^Wfe 
TlMtt  homeleeB  nmiOfmmtpmpt    < 

"  Tea,  this  reoombent  ragged  ifnnlE» 
That  liee  eo  long  and  prone. 
With  many  a  &Uen  abomMonp^ 
And  mast,  and  finy  oone— - 
This  nigged  trunk  shall  hoM  teihtte 
Of  mortal  flesh  and  bone  f     * 

<'  A  Miser  hoarding,  heaps  of  ^oU, 

But  pale  with  ague-fear»— 
A  Wife  lamenting  loye's  deoayi 

With  secret  cruel  tears^ 
Distilling  bitter,  bitter  drops 

From  sweets  of  former ' 


"  A  Man  within  whose  gloomy  miady  • 

Offence  had  darkly  sunk, 
Who  out  of  fierce  Revenge's  oiip 

Hath  madly,  darkly  drunk—- 
Grief,  Ayarice,  and  Hate  shall  sleep 

Within  this  very  trunk ! 

'<  This  massy  trunk  that  lies  ak»|^ 
And  many  more  must  fkll— > 
-     For  the  very  knave 
Who  digs  the  grave, 
The  man  who  spreads  the  ^aU, 
And  he  who  tolls  the  funeral  bell, 
The  Elm  shall  have  them  all  I 

<<  The  tall  abounding  Elm  that  gfom 

In  hedgerows  up  and  down ; 
In  field  and  forest,  copse  aadfiffki     viT 
And  in  the  peopled  towH^  '  // 


< 
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With  colonies  of  noisy  rooks 
That  nestle  on  its  crown. 

<  And  well  th'  abounding  Elm  may  grow 

In  field  and  hedge  so  rife, 
In  forest,  copse,  and  wooded  park, 

And  'mid  the  city's  strife. 
For,  every  hour  that  passes  by, 

Shall  end  a  human  life  !" 

The  Phantom  ends :  the  shade  is  gone ; 

The  sky  is  clear  and  bright ; 
On  turf,  and  moss,  and  fallen  Tree, 

There  glows  a  ruddy  light ; 
And  bounding  through  the  golden  fern 

The  Rabbit  comes  to  bite. 

The  Thrush's  mate  beside  her  sits 

And  pipes  a  merry  lay ; 
The  Dove  is  in  the  evergreens ; 

And  on  the  Larch's  spray 
The  Fly-bird  flutters  up  and  down, 

To  catch  its  tiny  prey. 

The  gentle  Hind  and  dappled  Fawn 

Are  coming  up  the  glade ; 
Each  harmless  furr'd  and  feather'd  thing 

Is  glad,  and  not  afraid — 
But  on  my  sadden'd  spirit  still 

The  Shadow  leaves  a  shade. 

A  secret,  vague,  prophetic  gloom, 

As  though  by  certain  mark 
I  knew  the  fore-appointed  Tree, 

Within  whose  nigged  bark 
This  warm  and  living  frame  shall  fnd 

Its  narrow  house  and  dark. 


I    -I      ■,i>fii    iirinilliitiill— MBMfitti 

A  sad  and  miemtt  mkSiii  '^ '  "  '^ 
That  aometiinea  munagy^d  tpywbaad 

JkUd  80m0tllll68  ondBifpMiMMlj^ 
Within  that  ihady  ATttiiie 

Where  bity  Elms  aboond. 


-iV'uj  All 
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THE  LAY  OF  THE  LABORER. 


It  was  a  gloomy  evening.  The  sun  had  set,  angry  and  threat- 
ening, lighting  up  the  horizon  with  lurid  flame  and  flakes  of 
blood-red — slowly  quenched  by  slants  of  distant  rain,  dense  and 
dark  as  segments  of  the  old  deluge.  At  last  the  whole  sky  was 
black,  except  the  low-driying  grey  scud,  amidst  which  fidnt 
streaks  of  lightning  wandered  capriciously  towards  their  ap- 
pointed  aim,  like  young  fire-fiends  playing  on  their  errands. 

"  There  will  be  a  storm  !"  whispered  nature  herself,  as  the 
orisp  fallen  leaves  of  autumn  started  up  with  a  hollow  rustle,  and 
began  dancing  a  wild  round,  with  a  whirlwind  of  dust,  Uke 
some  frantic  orgy  ushering  in  a  revolution. 

<* There  will  be  a  storm!"  I  echoed,  bstmctively  looking 
round  for  the  nearest  shelter,  and  making  towards  it  at  my  best 
pace.  At  such  times  the  proudest  heads  will  bow  to  very  low 
lintels ;  and  setting  dignity  against  a  ducking,  I  very  willingly 
condescended  to  stoop  into  <<  The  Plough." 

It  was  a  small  hedge  alehouse,  too  humble  for  the  refinement 
of  a  separate  parlor.  One  large  tap-room  served  for  all  comers, 
gentle  or  simple,  if  gentlefolks,  except  from  stress  of  weathefi' 
ever  sought  such  a  place  of  entertainment.  Its  scanty  acooauno- 
datkms  were  even  meaner  than  usual :  the  Plough  had  suflfared 
tnm  the  hardness  of  the  times,  and  exhibited  the  bareness  of  a 
house  recently  ulifomished  by  the  broker.  The  aq>eoi  of  the  polk 
He  toom  was  cold  and  cheerless.  There  was  %  mere  gUmamtdt 
IM  in  the  grate,  and  a  single  unsnuffed  candle  stood  gaXMbg 
m^ihibnMk  of  the  stone  bottle  in  wbiob  it  was  stookiiii  theild&r 
fteofthe  plain  deal  table.  The  low  ceilings  blaokened  by  [9icl|%' 
ll«|«i^ili0idlODBaettiopyof  gbm^  ihbwilkifm 


^mf 


|4^te«if-V. 


stained  with  duq^  and  ^U^ 

from  tlie  naked  laths.    Oinamei^ 

tary  print,  gaudily  daubed  in  body^ 

as  hinted  by  a  small  triangle  of  glass  A|4ip[i.^^„^ 

frame.    The  subject, « the  ShipwreoMdltiilMr^^^ 

jacketed  in  bright  sky-blue,  rolled  on  aitfDI 

low  shingle,  between  two  grass^repn  wl 

ears — ^but  intended  for  feaming  billows. 

ary  odors  were  wanting;  the  faint  smell  of  hemp  ttoiilpllli 

strong  scent  of  spirits,  the  fumes  of  tobaeoc^; 

agreeable  to  a  nice  sense,  but  ilriniilnrllv  i'l|pl)^J!^^  J  J| 

akin  to  disappointment.    Rank  or.  Yaif^;tt»/tMJSp^ 

place,  representing,  though  in  an  infinitely. k^ii^f^^!^|^^ 

quet  of  Burgundy,  the  aroma  of  ohoioB  %*9nifitijjyjl|itt,|!t 

social  enjoyment.  -*:   Hf>-&.  ,i3«i; 

Tet  there  was  no  lack  of  company.  ,  tja^ ;,^,.fw|^«i|^g|||^ 
some  young,  but  the  majority  of  the  ^9idd^  ag^^i^^f^isiill^ 
advanced  in  years,  were  seated  at  the.  sordid  ^^I0|l|4r  (y^^kw^ 
glasses  and  jugs  of  various  patterns  stood  hifi]f|f  0Mil9Sd 
mostly  empty,  as  was  the  tin  tankard  from  whicjh  i 
replenished.  Only  a  few  of  the  party  in  .the>  i 
brown  earthenware  pitcher  had  fidl  cups ;  buljol 
ale  called  Adam's.  Their  coin  and  credit  nThansfo|ji,t|y^j;||p 
keeping  up  the  forms  of  drinking  and  good  &lloi|i||^  jif^  jj^ 
water.  From  the  same  cause,  a  bundle  of  new  i^tq|i4ib||^|igr 
idle  on  the  table,  unsoiled  by  the  Indian  weed.        -  ^[ia,<aR>^r 

A  glance  sufficed  to  show  that  the  company  wi^fp^^ 
ing  class — men  with  tanned,  furrowed  iaces,  apd^l^s^jg^j 
hands — who  smelt  "of  the  earth,  earthy/Vand  __ 

fustian  and  leather,  in  velyeteen  and  oordiuopy^  l^'^Wff^ldlMll^ 
or  wet,  soiled  by  brown  clay  and  green  ""^^^'i  '^*^^f*^W(]jfj?^|||pi 
by  brambles,  wrinkled,  warped,  and  threadblkKe  p  *'* 
variously  patched — garments  for  need  and  jdeoenigrig 
for  if,  amidst  the  prevailing  russets,  dral^  f|iid  \ 
a  gayer  scrap  of  green,  blue,  or  red,  it  waS;Piil 
ity  but  expediency — some  fragment  of  m?9^iffv^ 
livery  plush.  '     ^  ? 

As  I  entered,  the  whole  party  turned  IIm^j 
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sstMed  themaelves  b^  a  brief  scrutiny  that  my  fiide'  and 
were  UDknpwn  to  them,  thenoefi>rward  took  no  more  nod^ 
ban  their  own  shadows  on  the  wall.    I  could  have  fkncied 

invisible,  they  resumed  their  conversation  with  so  little 
u  The  topics,  suc:h  as  poor  men  discuss  amongst  them- 
— ^the  dearness  of  bread,  the  shortness  of  work,  the  long 
>f  labor,  the  lowness  of  wages,  the  badness  of  the  weather, 
kliness  of  the  season,  the  signs  of  a  hard  winter,  the  gene- 
Is  of  want,  poverty,  and  disease ;  but  accompanied  by 
articular  revelations,  such  minute  details,  and  frank  dis- 
»,  as  should  only  have  come  from  persons  talking  in  their 

The  vulgar  indelicacy,  methought,  with  which  they 
»ed  before  me  of  family  matters — ^the  brutal  callousnew 
hich  they  exposed  their  private  affairs,  the  whole  history 
ystery  of  bed,  board,  and  hearth,  the  secrets  of  home ! 
little  more  listening  and  reflection  converted  my  disgust 
ty  and  concern.  Alas !  I  had  foi^otten  that  the  lives  of 
I  classes  of  our  species  have  been  laid  almost  as  bare  and 
8  those  of  the  beasts  of  the  field  I  The  poor  men  had  no 
tic  secrets — no  private  affairs !  All  were  public— matters 
>riety — friend  and  foe  concurring  in  the  advertisement, 
iw  had  ferreted  their  huts,  and  scheduled  their  three-leg- 
bles  and  bottomless  chairs.  Statistical  Groses  had  taken 
and  printed  them,  of  every  hole  in  their  coats.  Political 
3rs  had  calculated  their  incomings  and  outgoings  down  to 
ns  of  pence  and  half  ounces  of  tea ;  and  had  supplied 
nutis  of  their  domestic  economy  for  paragraphs  and  lead- 
tides.  Charity,  arm  in  arm  with  curiosity,  and  clerical 
thropy,  linked  perhaps  with  a  religious  inquisitor^  liad 
an  inventory  of  their  defects  moral  and  spiritual ;  whibt 
il  visitors  had  inspected  and  recorded  their  f^ysioal  i 
x>us  and  scrofulous,  their  humors,  and  their  tumora. 
iety,  like  a  policeman,  had  turned  upon  them  the  full  bbuw 
bull's  eye— exploring  the  shadieat  reoesses  of  their  prka- 
I  their  means,  food,  habits,  and  modes  of  ezisle&oeviie 
inlely  familiar  as  those  of  the  animalculsD  exUUled  kif 
t  street  by  the  solar  nuorosoope.  Tliey  had  no  leogeriiif^ 
kil^feiianoes  to  kaep  ap^-«Hui7  shabby  ones  to  ttasft  nittF 


«rMe  paiMi,  th«  whole  ootmty,  ^^ 

of  tbeir  last  ftw  pfiiHegwto  diioiiii^lll%iiMhil^ 

iMfit,  the  preasf  and  the  paNie,  die   ' 

evtieffiuffit.    Their  dealkutioii  wee  »i 

talked  ofU  like  pioelaiiMd  baakrqpt^H^I 

worid's  Gftwtte.  *  i    '-^  r  '^ 

<'  What  malteni  r  eaU  a  grey  headed  liia^ll 
ewer  to  a  warning  nudge  and  whIqMf  ttomi ' 
walls  has  eai%  they  are  weleome  to  wlM  Mi^^l 
and  the  stranger  to  boot— 4f  eo  be  he  d«A  ^ 
already— for  it's  all  in  print*    WiM  WW  f«iib^4ki^piiiiN» 
qwnd— what  we  eat,  and  what  we  drU^--%laf  litiM^ 
the  oost  on  it  from  top  to  toe— wheni  we  lige|i|'«iriNlliir4 
on  us  lie  in  a  bed—- our  consams  aie  al  4 

«  And  as  many  geese  and  iliiiiliiiiji  lanilij  \ra  ti  itlil|iifin 
think  !*'  cried  a  young  fellow  in  vdyeteene  '^#M 
oackle  and  bray  about  our  statee.  Andili|att  A 
as  is  prescribed,  likoi  for  a  starring  main  I  A' 
a  reading  made  easy  says  anothai^-ia  tiiiipiiwiNii  ijiiilti^ 
another— or  maybe  a  hagricttltural  piiaew  lUit^tiiiilgiyiliit 
I  ax  ?  Why,  says  one,  &  Coikasstan  foil  '  m^^^^lmU0^ 
cricket  ball--8ays  another,  a  may*palei'"aiMi  mffk9i0$tf0/b 
Wenus bound  £>r  Horsetrailye*''  i'\  :•>  n4#iri 

"  As  if  idle  hands  and  empty  poeiket%"  aald 
man,  "  did  not  make  signs,  of  themseleepi  to< 
—and  a  hungry  belly  for  bread  and  dM^e^  •' i 

"  That's  true  any  how,"  said  one  of  fbe 
only  wish  that  a  doctor  would  ootmi  M{ 
with  his  teieMcope  on  my  stomach,  aaA  be  wbcBf 
as  plain  as  our  magpie,  and  sayiki|^  I 

There  was  a  general  peal  fk  nbth  at^llfe 
and  ending  abruptly,  as  laughtw  dbei,. 
treatment  of  a   eerious  suhjeot^»^  flarfi 
ghxMn.    The  conrersation .  then  mmuemMm 
man  hi  turn  reoouath^  the  trialsr  pkftamii 
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1^  his  wife,  aod  oliildreii»or  hii  neigkbof's-^iioi  tii0iitldlltfl 
i  fieroetteasy  intorndBgling  oatbs  and  thrests,  not  #itb  bittai. 
few  allnsionB  ezoepted  to  hatih  oYotmeni  or  nHMii)' 
^but  as  soldiers  pr  saiion  describe  die  haidshijM  and 
they  haye  had  to  enoounter  in  their  rough  VodSilian, 
iUt  eridently  endured  in  their  own  persons  with  a  tauAy  ibftf^ 
illfo.  If  the  speaker's  yoice  feltered,  or  his  eyes  moislead^  k 
(Mas  only  when  he  painted  the  sharp  bones  showing  Afougll  tttb 
rida,  the  skin  through  the  rags,  of  the  wife  of  his  bosoHi }  Of 
hsiw  ike  traditional  wolf,  no  longer  to  be  kept  firom  tli*  &iMf  had 
JSMihwd  in  and  fastened  on  his  young  ones.  What  a  tefslatSon 
lit waa  I  Fathers,  with  mora  children  than  shillings  per  weghiii 
iBoCh^rs  travailing  literally  id  the  straw^infeats  sMrrHig  bdbii 
Iba  parabts'  eyes,  with  oold,  and  femisbing  for  food!  HttidM 
sroatures,  male  and  female,  old  and  young)  not  gaaireid  and  Ma 
lyalngle  woes,  but  worried  at  once  hyidnteri  dimaiB^andWiint, 
ftfhy  that  triple-headed  dog,  whelped  in  the  realai  6f  toittiaiiitt 
r^Jfy  eats  tingled,  and  my  cheeks  flushed  with  sdl^ieptpaoii,  i4» 
Mud^^iriiifl  my  fretful  impatienoe  under  my  own  inflioAins^  tta 
tfjtkt  ones  either,  till  compared  with  the  heavy  ooa^eatiliasaf 
anguish,  moral  and  physical,  experienced  by  those  poor  men. 
My  heart  swelled  with  indignation,  aiy  sotil  skkeaed  with  dia- 
gast,  to  recall  the  sobs,  sighs,  tears,  and  hyaiatiaka  the  laman^ 
Mioos  and  imprecatkms  bestowed  by  pampanid  ielishness  on  a 
tkk  bird  or  beast,  a  sore  finger,  a  swelled  to^  i  lost  rubber,  a 
mlsring  luxury,  an  ill-made  garment,  a  ooliniffj^  feilurel— 40 
kUnk  of  the  cold  looks  and  harsh  winrda  cast  by  the  aame  eyea 
Bad  lipa,  eloquent  in  aelf*indulgenoa^  on  nikadtiaii,  ataryatkn, 
sad  poverty.  Wealth,  with  hia  own  millioa  of  akmey,  pointing 
la  the  new  half-farthings  as  fitting  money  to  the  millim— i^ntto- 
aft  gorged  with  dainties,  wasiied  dowtt  by  ios!ioliiilipagne,ooni. 
liMmitly  commending  his  haaiblehreilinuitafliaftrookof  Eliriia 
Si|ithesaladsofNabueikadaaazaf|  aadfiaAfoQiiaiiuaaadval. 
g^  aomfertably  beholdiag  her  afpnlM  aiilM  fkNaring  in  lobea 
woven  by  winter  tise^  UMl  tfeaiiai|r«f4  north,  aad 
'  of  an  caat  wiadt 

I  job  up  al&lBaly  iid^UMd^iiliOMarflM^Uddl^^ 
««Ibave  enjoyed  bajilwaudijif  wii^laittlaalftrtai^ 


Md  God  iAof#  kiM»M  wkn  1 1 

adity.    Aadiiiii»inoatli>tofc<d,i^irillllilf  Mllwliil 

tookHlw— with  the  winter  i 

— «iid  never  a  bed  to  lie  on,  ead  ^gr  <V*M ' 

nedj  to ^"— A  chokiiig  eomid  eaii-4  lM^t:gilp  ef  ^ 

flttothered  die  rest  of  the  eenleDoe.  ^'fliive i 
doMfor  iie--ihere  innrr/' he  edded^  iHthM^emfiMtie  el^ 
bfoedi  brown,  barky  haiid,  that  made  the  glfiejiigie  and  the] 
idle  pipes  clatter  on  the  board.  And  envy  ^voioein  the  rooai| 
echoed  ^  there  most,''  my  own  in^untarfly^slreUagliieehonn. 

<<  Ayi  there  must,  and  that  full  soon,''  said  ^  grey-Jiesded 
man  in  fostian,  with  an  upward  appealhfig  look,  as  tf  ttirooghthe 
smoky  clouds  of  the  oeUii^  to  God  Umsslf  far  'OQn&niatkin  of 
the  necessity.  ^<But  come,  lads,  time'siq^  so  let's  have  our 
chant,  and  then  squander. 

The  company  immediately  stood  up;  and  one  nf  the  elders 
with  a  deep  bass  voice,  and  to  a  slow  sad  air,  began  «  mdesong, 
the  composition,  probably,  of  some  prorinoiii  peei  of  his  own 
dasB,  the  rest  of  the  party  joining  onoasinnaily  hi  n  fwne  that 
served  for  the  burden. 

.    A  spade  I  a  rake  I  a  hoel 

A  pickaxe,  or  a  bill  I 
A  hook  to  reap,  or  a  scythe  to  asov, 

A  flail,  or  what  you  will— 
And  here's  a  ready  hand 

To  ply  the  needful  tool. 
And  sldlled  enough  by  le 

In  labor's  rugged  school. 

To  hedge,  or  dig  the  ditch, 

To  lop  or  foil  the  tree, 
To  lay  the  swarth  on  the  i 

Or  plou^  the  stubborn  Issi^!       i  l^^f.:i 
The  harvest  (itack  to  bind,.  ri>^  ^i  t-.-^. 

The  wheston  rick  to  thalelif^^     i*  ««  V^  'tf>. 
And  never  foar  hi  my'powdi^laJii^^jii  4ot  ;  i 

The  thider  or  the  maiek  1 1  <»»  ^IWmsK'* 
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To  a  flaming  barn  or  farm 

My  fancies  never  roam; 
The  fire  I  yearn  to  kindle  and  tmni 

Is  on  the  hearth  of  home ; 
Where  children  huddle  and  crouch 

Through  dark  long  winter  days. 
Where  starving  children  huddle  and  oiouch 

To  see  the  cheerful  rays, 
A-glowing  on  the  haggard  cheek. 

And  not  in  the  haggard's  blaze ! 

9 

To  Him  who  sends  a  drought 

To  parch  the  fields  forlorn^ 
The  rain  to  flood  the  meadows  with  mud. 

The  blight  to  blast  the  com— 
To  Him  I  leave  to  guide 

The  bolt  in  its  crooked  path. 
To  strike  the  miser's  rick,  and  show 

The  skies  blood-red  with  wrath. 

A  spade !  a  rake !  a  hoe ! 

A  pickaxe,  or  a  bill ! 
A  hook  to  reap,  or  a  scythe  to  moW| 

A  flail,  or  what  ye  will — 
The  com  to  thrash,  or  the  hedge  to  plaah, 

The  market  team  to  drive, 
Or  mend  the  fence  by  the  cover  sid6| 

And  leave  the  game  alive. 

Ay,  only  give  me  work, 

•     And  then  you  need  not  fear 

That  I  shall  snare  his  worship's  han^ 

Or  kill  his  grace's  ( 
Break  into  his  lordship's  I 

To  steal  the  plate  so  rich, 
Or  leave  the  ytaaaa  that  had  i  ] 

To  welter  in  thsdftoh^ 


Wbmrer  iiaUw#ii#t*^f  .^^^r^ji  iff 
Wherever  Wm  oill%  -  *^?*  nin  yie 

No  jok  m  «hi>h  of  iim]m9*mmk.rT 

To  •hun  ijMt  vorkhoiM  ndlbllr  i   T 

idvl  doom  •  Wife  to  1^  i9i49fi^«iilb 
Before  her  pwtnel^iM^'  ! 

My  oqly  oleim  in  thiii 

With  labor  stiff  and  etaik,  t 

By  lawful  mm  mj  Mmf  t^  ^11%  1  ^ 

Between  th^  light  aiMi  4ilk^ 
My  daily  brand  ana  Qlghdjr  Wl^ 

My  baeoQ  and  drop  of  \9efi9'^ 
But  all  from  the  hand  that  hoMi  tfl»4w^ 

And  non9  from  the  or^mfml 


No  parish  money  or  loai( 

No  pauper  badges  tor  me, 
A  son  of  the  so|l,  by  right  of  lojl, 

Entitled  to  my  fte. 
No  alms  I  ask,  i^e  m6  my  iisk :  • 

Heie  are  the  arm,  the  Im[, 
The  strength,  the  sinews  of  a  nMttl^ 

To  woik,  and  not  to  beg« 


.l^i' 


\0 


Still  one  of  Adam's  heirs, 

Though  doomed  by  ehaaoe  oTUMI 
To  dress  so  mean,  and  est  the  lean 

Insteadof  theihtof  tiiSMUb^^    <<A 
To  make  sueh  humUe  mesls  •   <>      A     * 

As  heneii  labor  omi,  '    **i'T 

A  bone  and  a  omsl,  wM  m^^U^Shk 

AndUtdediaidEstottiiil        ^  ^^^ 

Aspadfl  aiakal  aksal.  ^\^  ur 

A  piokaxe,  ora  Uttt      I  i  '!  vw  t^ 
IlYmmAl  V»  tna^^  ot  a  soydie  to  mem^. 
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A  flail,  or  what  ye  will-*— 
Whatever  the  tool  to  ply. 

Here  is  a  willing  drudge. 
With  muecle  and  limb — and  wd  to  him 

Who  does  their  pay  begrudge. 

Who  every  weekly  score 

Docks  labor's  little  mite, 
Bestows  on  the  poor  at  the  temple-door, 

But  robbed  them  over-night. 
The  very  shilling  he  hoped  to  save. 

As  health  and  morals  fail, 
Shall  visit  me  in  the  New  Bastile, 

The  spital  or  the  gaol ! 

As  the  last  ominous  word  ceased  ringing,  the  candle-wick  sud- 
ily  dropped  into  the  neck  of  the  stone  botde,  and  all  was  dark. 
I  and  silence. 

The  vision  is  dispelled — the  fiction  is  gone-*-but  a  tkat  and  a 
p%nre  remain. 

Some  time  since  a  strong  inward  impulse  moved  me  to  paint 
'  Im  destitution  of  an  overtasked  class  of  females,  who  work,  work, 
tvork,  for  wages  almost  nominal.  But  deplorable  as  is  tbeif 
[omdition,  in  the  low  deep,  there  is,  it  seems,  a  lower  still — ^below 
at  gloomy  gulf  a  darker  region  of  human  misery— beneath 
kikat  purgatory  a  hell — resounding  with  more  doleful  wailuq[i 
^ittd  a  sharper  outcry — ^the  voice  pf  famishing  wr^ohes,  pleading 
I  lybly  for  work !  work !  work ! — ^imploring  as  a  blesdng,  what 
\  was  laid  upon  man  as  a  curse— the  labor  that  wrings  sweat  fjnool 
:  Aa  blow,  and  bread  from  the  sdl ! 

Aa  a  matter  of  conscience,  that  wail  touebes  ma  aot.  Asnry 
aairks  testify,  I  am  of  the  working  class  mysdC  and  in  my  Irniil- 
Hispliere  furnish  employment  for  many  hands,  hoK^lading  papain 
Aiikan,  draughtsmen,  engravers,  ooroposilon,  prassmsli,  niadMi^  • 
,  and  stitchers— and  critlos — all  reeeiving  a  Mr  day^wii^ 
;  |#lir  a  fidr  day's  woik.  My  gains  oonsefttei^  are  ttoMK 
|#Mwrly  m  enonnoiis  as  have  been  reattMd  npitk  diiit%  ilar4 


I 


\ 


•hawb,  dEo.-'Oariously  illfi 

be  ^'  clothed  with  ourses  aa  uti^i 

be  expreoed  without  a  Jong  row  <tf  tl 

OQoe  dgoificaDtof  hiiodtiedi  of  tbtttM^fifi 

ejaculations  of  pain  alid  eorrow^  ' 

wealth  might  all  be  hoaided,  if  I  were  nimrly,  in  a  | 

tin  snuff-box.    My  guineas,  placed  «4pi»y*4|i|1 

tending  from  the  Mmories  to  Golden  SvBaiB»iiMlil  fmiv^g^^ 

from  home  to  Bread  Street*    My  riohei  wmlA<l|li|fy  ^^^^ 

a  roll  in  them,  even  if  turned  into  the  aam  Jifpir  nill 

then,  thank  God !  no  reproach  c^Bffii^mjimii^it^ 

blood  clog  the  meshes,  no  hair,  plucked  iu% 

with  the  silk  of  my  lean  purse.    No  ( 

point  at  me  her  bony  forefin^r,  and  mf^^f^f^'^fin^  < 

formd  pauperis,  I  am  become  this  living  sl»letofi  P  of  hM  up 

to  me  her  fatal  needle,  as  one  thioi|gli  tli0-^^^ 

scriptural  camel  must  pass  ere  I  may  liop^  <p,ni>»rfciiiWiitjrJi< 

withered  work- woman,  shaking  at  me  her  drippii|giii|ft|i|mB^ 

can  cry,  in  a  piercing  voice,  "  For  thee,^aod  Sir  siz^oor  fWee^ 

I  embroidered  eighty  flowers  on  Oils  vejl^^  ■  MlegaBNMilte^ 

tears.     No  famishing  laborer,  his  joints  racked  irii^jqjk|k|i|ii 

out  to  me  in  the  palm  of  his  broad  hard  luMid  ai|«iii<4p|ig^ 

shillings,  and  mutters,  <*For  these,  and  m  pafftpijMiii^^^ 

long  days,  from  dawn  till  dusk,  throi^  holaiid  ff^i 

and  dry,  I  tilled  thy  land  !"    My  short  aleepa4 

dreams  untroubled.     No  ghastly  phantoma  Hl^ 

faces,  and  silence  more  terrible  than  speechi  f 

low.    No  victims  of  slow  murder,  uehered  JQir, 

fiends,  beset  my  couch,  and  make  awful 

to  meet  at  the  Divine  bar  on  the  day  of  jii 

human  creatures — men,  women,  and  obiMrmi, 

as  negroes,  transfigured  suddenly,  as  deiWNiaofj 

at  my  heels  to  drag  me  down,  down,  d^KViia,  i||l 

shaft,  into  a  gaping  Tartarus.    And  if -I 

visions  I  see  throngs  of  little  faces,  wlidi  ^ 

sharp,  and  wrinkled  brows,  and  duU^  seared  4 

pitying  clusters  of  the  young-eyed  dier 

Heaven !  did  those  crippled  children. 
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precooiouslj  evaporate,  like  so  much  steam  poweTy  tbe 
w  of  their  youth." 
^  For  me,  then,  that  doleful  orj  from  the  starving  unemployed, 
\  no  eztriDsic  horror ;  no  peculiar  pang,  beyond  that  sympa- 
!  one  which  must  affect  the  species  in  general.  Neverthe- 
amidst  the  dismal  chorus,  one  complaining  voice  rings  dis- 
tly  on  my  inward  ear ;  one  melancholy  figure  flits  promi- 
ly  before  my  mind's  eye — ^vague  of  feature,  indeed,  and  in 
with  only  the  common  outlines  of  humanity — ^but  the  Eido- 
of  a  real  person,  a  living,  breathing  man,  with  a  known 
One  whom  I  have  never  seen  in  the  flesh,  never  spoken 
I ;  yet  whose  very  words  a  still  small  voice  is,  even  now, 
^.f^idspering  to  me,  I  know  not  whence,  like  the  wind  firom  a 
jl^doad. 

L  For  months  past,  that  indistinct  figure,  associated,  as  in  a 
^llMun,  with  other  dim  images,  but  all  mournful— natranger  &0s% 
|fBiale  and  female,  convulsed  with  grief— huge  hard  hands,  and 
ifnaUer  and  tenderer  ones,  wrung  in  speechless  anguish,  wai 
t;^fi!erlasting  fiirewells — ^involved  with  obscure  ooean  waves,  and 
^^flpmentary  glimpses  of  outlandish  scenery — for  months  past^ 
Ipmidst  trials  of  my  own,  m  the  intervals  of  acute  pain,  peiohance- 
^mglBtk  in  my  delirium,  and  through  the  variegated  tisnie  of  my 
^•Jltm  interests  and  afikirs,  that  sorrowful  visfon  has  reounred  !(► 
Ijpl^  more  or  less  vividly,  with  the  intense  sense  of  sufferii^ 
^4|lDiielty,  and  injustice,  and  the  strong  emotkNU  of  pity  and  indigo 
l^fMion,  which  originated  with  its  birth. 

if  Jb  may  be,  that  some  peculiar  condition  of  the  body,  indodng 
^^,morbid  state  of  mind— -eome  extreme  ezoitabilitj  of  th»nerve% 
^i>illi  through  them,  of  the  moral  sensibility,  conourred  to  indnee 
j^^^lde^p  an  impression,  to  make  so  warm  a  sympathy  attach  li^ 
J|l|r:  to  a  mere  phantom,  the  representative  of  on  ohsoore  iiidl. 
^*  '  an  utter  stranger.  The  reader  muse  jo^:  aiid»  when 
I  oaee  of  my  unknown,  unoonsoious,  iavisiUe  oUeot  skaUi  ke 
^belmhim,  wiUbeaJUe  tosay,vriielhttrhrsqiiirei«igF|B^' 
i  smsitiveMas  of  the  syatftm»  any  eaOn 
iheart  or  hraia^  to  Aela  atroiighinBaft  iaiapeBl  fa 

White.  "        f  fiinte 

Rasr  n.  14 


« 


duon^ng  dM  ftOowiag  iMter, 

w0  «i.  |»  «odE»>iAd  bom  jiM^  jiirfiMt  tedt  li'i 
dt  j««  tfiiak  tli«  iWQf  M  «•  to  Wfi^lgf$ 
tfiif  Btait  do  •omcrtinf.    IIm  I^  m,  wit  i 

•  >^'i  I  iT\^i^  ^<^  «#i^ 

Par  tills  oflfane^  idttilUfi  by  Vtifiini  irfjiilt 
eighteen,,  wte  sMttaMd  bjr  •j«d0»iii«Mi     ' 
tation  for  life ! 

Far  be  it  firom  me  to  jjinllirti 
when  80  maiij  ooniBgnitba^fainie. 
sMi;  and  flo  near  the  lifliowheiltteiMlMq^qa^^ 
dlaijTy  Gujr  Fauxy  #iU  be  teivmi^hff 
•IB  fuUf  awam  <^  thft  riA  of  e^reii 
but  with  that  pleading  riNHie  Befcaei 
tiona  that  maj  be  oaat  on  tlaa  pape»i<       .  i  ^  *^  /.ui  ^ 

Only  catoh  a  real  inoendiaiy^  biiiig  hha 
him,  and  let  him  nilfer  thaez«i«flBtf«ftanri^^||^ 
him.    Or,  if  abeolntely  opfKMed  tb  fiBfiMf 
dined  towards  the  pfa^anthvsnr  of  a  ^mf, 
adopt  the  Christianly  substitete 
of  Paris,"  and  blind  the  mminali    Lift 
aooording  to  the  prescription  fiir 
bum  out  both  his  eyes.    Gmrt  iod 
niay  seem,  th^  would  soaroely  espials 
and  atrooioua  of  human  orimea,  inasDMii 
neither  control  ils  extent,  nor  oalouttte 

The  trutk  is,  my  Mh  stops  fiun shast^MMf 
the  preralenoie  of  wilfiil  and  maUgnaali 
demio  of  that  inflammatory  ckaiaolsrii  la 
repiessBted  in  the  pforinoea*    I  amitss 
character,  too  chary  of  the  good  name  of  ngr 
>  and  think  too  weU  of  <<»  bsUv 
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w/^  It)  lock  on  tkem,  willinglyy^  as  a  mwe  fuk  of  BumonfU 
ii  foimiiig  from  flinn  to  ikmi,  with  fire-bnuids  tM  tb  Ihiir 
4    If  there  be  any  notable  inor^ase  in  the  nuniber  of  fire% 
I  portion  of  the  excesa  may  be  fairly  attribtttaUe  to  oAmes 
A  have  oonverted  simple  risks  into  doubly  hazardoos ;  lor 
nploy  the  prevalence  of  cigar  smoking,  and  e^>eciallyy  the 
Ikution  for  the  old  tinder-box,  of  dangerous  chemical  contri- 
MS,  facile  of  ignition,  and  distributed  by  myriads  throtq^ut 
sountry.    Talismans  that,  like  the  Arabian  ones,  on  a  slight 
»ltog,  place  a  demcMi  at  the  command  of  the  poos^osor    speHs 
di  have  subjected  the  fire  spirit  to  the  instant  invocaticm  not 
ilyofthe  wicked,  but  of  the  weak  and  the  witless,  the  infant 
the  idiot.    Grenerally,  we  work  and  play  with  the  elemeM 
I-  prohaely  than  formeriy:   witnesa  the  i^wing^  flatties, 
li,  sparks,  and  cinders,  that  sweep  across  streets,  over  mm 
rivers,  and  along  railroads,  from  the  chimneys,  funnels^  and 
aoea,  of  the  flictories,  and  floating  and  flaring  eoaveyanoit 
tiHo^  Vulcan,  and  Ck>mpany.    Another  oaiMe^  s|lontaneoiie 
bostioo,  has  lately  been  convicted  of  the  deatmcCion  of  the 
my  station  at  New  Groes ;  and  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose 
ooniflgratbns  from  carelessness,  and  exoeestve  hoase-wanD>> 
iSma  inebriety,  are  less  common  than  of  dd.   Chfldrm  wiU 
|da]^  with  fire ;  servants,  town  and  oounliy,  persist  ifl  muA 
kog  wklu,  as  well  as  noses,  with  finger  and  thumb ;  aod 
Mtoral  distress  has  not  so  annihilalsd  the  breed  of  joUy 
miH,  hot 'that  one,  here  and  there,  is  stiB  oapabb  of  bkiwiof 
Uli  ont^  and  putting  his  candle  to  bed. 
r4hi  neanthne,  vulgar  exaggwalioti  asorihes  every  <<iipld 
mmflkif  of  property;  not  cleaHy  tiaoettble  to  aoeidfli^  t9 
laUMB  des%a.    The  EtagUsh  piAlitv  aoQeidi^g  lo  CU4 
|v<ssi  pmM  lo  panics,  and  he  laotanoes  tkeni  tmwntig^ 
IMfiawitbthiek  gbves  and  stoul  eil4gele^|«iMI  mtt^ 
ite%i%beaiiin<heBhapeb<tfniadAi^    AB4*Alil(j|iii« 
r'ibrthe  eataine  nk»MgpieAiEMni.    Jim 


rtf  Jmr  degree^'aiiiaiida  of  oldr  emf 


I&-. 


mill 


i;r'iftiiitii.l| 


UmA  iMd  ifiite  M  mofi 

tlw  Idmd  liWils  iatlBifttoa  Ibjr  the 
ettnordUMury  dictam  tbtl «  Yerl»riinl 
MMililiry.    Lord  Abingw^wd  ? —  >  '     >>f}u >f:ftv'^i< 

^Ttm  offenoe  was  of  c  molt  altofilM^ 
rooiifiA  almost  be  Mud,  ft«l  die 
buia  the  property  ckT  the  parties  to  mbam 
was  wofBe  dian  pattuf*  the  throat  ki  emimu/Smhpf] 
lost  his  property  by  firs,  he  at  least  ko^w! 
he  to  whom  siioh  dirsats  woe  made^ 
of  oontinual  terror  ttid  alarm/'  .^  >a  ^4:^ 

Very  tnie— and  yery  harshly  applieA.  .  Tb^ 
jsham  are  not  of  my  aogqaintance  j  hrt 
not  more  nervous  and  timorsome  than 
not  their  terror  and  alarm  haye  be«i 
terms  f    Would  not  the  banishmei^  of  lOie  eo^pili^^ 
at  most  fourteen  years,  hare  allowed  tlinsi 
yeomanly  nenres  to  have  reoovered  their  tOMfftr 
hair,  ereot  as  stubble,  to  have  subsided  pmiie. 
nay,  for  the  very  name  of  Oiffi>rd  WUte  ^ 
from  their  agrioultural  heads  f    Weirs  1  m. 
oould  not  eat  with  relish  another  ^rashttf  ef 
with  satisfaction  another  glass  of  strong  #1%^ 
publicly  against  such  a  sacrifice  to  my 
setting  on  foot  a  petition  amongst  my 
of  that  severe  and  satirical  sentence  wVA 
parishioner  to  expiate  my  fears  by  fil^4wp*]|^i«s' 
according  to  the  scriptural  caloulatiaa  cf  ■ 
land  of  the  kangaroo.    I  could  not  sle^ 
for  my  sake  a  son  of  the  same  sq3  haii^^hM^ 
common  weed— severed  from  kith  ntd  Ma;^ 
home,  if  he  had  cne;  from  his  mother^ 
though  she  had  proved ;  from  a  fiwiSiar 
a  faeign  one  and  a  new  climatei  with  etiif|^ 
ind  strange  stars  above  him,— «'  hanishfllr 
i^Ule,  OT  for  a  kog  while,  bik  for  evael  i/^ 
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But,  methinks  I  hear  a  voice  say,  it  was  necessary  to  make  an  * 
example — a  proceeding  always  accompanied  by  a  certain  degree 
of  hardship,  if  not  injustice,  as  regards  the  party  selected  to  be 
punished  in  terrorem  ;  unless  the  choice  be  made  of  a  criminal 
especially  deserving  such  a  painful  preference — as  for  robbery 
with  personal  violence :  whereas  there  appear  to  be  no  aggrava- 
tions of  the  offence  for  which  Gifford  White  was  sentenced  to  a 
murderer's  atonement.  On  the  contrary,  he  pleaded  guilty  :  a 
course  generally  admitted  as  an  extenuation  of  guilt :  his  youth 
ought  to  have  been  a  circumstance  in  his  favor ;  and  above  all, 
the  consideration  that  a  threat  does  not  necessarily  involve  the 
intent,  much  less  the  deed.  All  who  have  been  led,  by  word  or 
writing,  to  hope  or  fear  for  good  or  evil,  have  had  reason  to  know 
how  far  is  promise  from  performance, — as  far  as  England  from 
New  South  Wales.  Expectants  never  die  the  sooner  for  golden 
prospects  held  out  to  them ;  and  threatened  folks  are  long-lived, 
to  a  proverb.  And  why  ?  Because  the  enemy  who  announces 
his  designs  is  the  least  dangerous ;  as  the  Scotch  say,  "  his  bark 
is  waur  than  his  bite."  The  truth  is,  menaces  are  about  the 
most  abundant,  idle,  and  empty  of  human  vaporings ;  the  mere 
puffings,  blowings,  gruntings,  and  growlings  from  the  safety- 
valves  and  waste-pipes  of  high-pressure  engines.  The  promis- 
sory notes  of  threateners  to  large  amounts  are  ludicrously  asso- 
ciated, instead  of  payment,  with  "  no  effects."  Who  of  us  has 
not  heard  a  good  mother,  a  fond  mother,  a  doting  mother,  but 
sharp-tempered,  promise  her  own  dear  but  troublesome  ofispring, 
her  very  pets,  such  savage  inflictions,  such  breaking  of  bones 
and  knocking  off  plaguy  little  heads,  as  ought,  sincerely  uttered, 
to  have  consigned  her  to  the  custody  of  the  police  ?  There,  as 
my  Uncle  Toby  says,  she  found  vent.  Who  has  never  known 
a  friend,  a  worthy  man,  but  a  passionate  one,  to  indulge  in  such 
murderous  threats  against  the  life,  body,  and  limbs  of  a  tight 
boot-maker,  or  a  loose  tailor ;  a  blunt  creditor,  or  a  sharp  critic ; 
as  ought,  if  in  earnest,  to  have  placed  him  in  handcuffs  and  a 
strait  waistcoat  ?  But  nobody  mistakes  these  blazes  of  temper 
for  the  burnings  of  settled  malignity — ^these  harmless  flashes  of 
sheet  lightning  for  the  destructive  gleam  of  the  forked.  It  is 
quite  oossible,  thereforoi  that  the  inoendiary  letter  of  Gifford 


mmtim 

•  I  oMrfoMi  lo  hKfm  Miura^dt  in 
ails  of  pMulkr  twwil/> 
0W8  it  not  to  Immo 
I  or  prifate  levoigo.    iElMlhnitioj 
tifio  oooy  as  in  foodivod 
pot  hypothotiediljyAiid 
pioboUe  oooaoqiMBeo%.  dofienitttai 
wiflh  of  tho  wfitor  it  obraoiulj  aot 
oontimryy  bo  ozpoolulatBiy  oppooln^  j)|etliah»i 
tho  leoaon,  the  juatioei  ovon  iho  ooiq^iptav^ 
-*-to  be  hurnt  in  thoir  bedo.    flo  idour  4fipQ^^#ai 
•eneo  of  any  oorioos  intont^  or  oriio*  fiofrtiMl 
agitation  from  tho  iUl  of  mnh  «  miaiiri  In  kajfi: 
bai  one,  woidd  be  the  flutter  «n»qpt>tlMi^ 
theira  would  be  dio  only  penoual  ttStor  kai 
other  feeUogSi  wbp  oould  fiui  to  fa^inovoA 
tion  and  declaration  reOcbo^  ky 
aod  wUling  but  starring  labemml    ''  WlMili 
don't  set  us  to  work  t    We  must  dosomoddai^ 
oannot  go  on  any  longer  !*'  :  ^*'  1  ^  >  {i.ipiiiil 

Can  the  wholesale  ondgmtioni  sooAl 
transportation  in  diaguise  Ibr  oi&iy  SMl 
with  Giflbrd  White. 

To  mo— speaking  from  my  hoarly  antf 
rate  opinions  on  a  material  that,  tmXL  ai  Hiib 
my  own  fabric,— 4here  is  somolhing  ieifilg^ 
taole  of  a  young  man,  in  the  prlaie  ol^ieiMp 
himself,  a  voluntary  slaye,  in  the 
chaser — eagerly  proftriag  to  battof  'Mil  Wl^^ 
day.l(mg  ezertkm  of  Ub  strength,  fhs 
Uood,  bone  and  musdle,  fer  tlie  obnWitn^ 
eamesdy  craving  Ibr  brMui  on  Ae^fWl 
b^  Us  Creator— and  hi  v«lar-4n  valtf  f  ^^ 
jif  onoh  blessing  of  eardi  tkat  AoiH^'lM^ 
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■ieuTBe !  Well  for  the  drones  of  the  social  hire  that  thefeave 
pip  of  so  industrious  a  turn,  willing  for  an  infinitesimal  dmre 
p  the  honey  to  undertake  the  lahor  of  its  fiihrication ! 
h/I^i  these  considerations  ayaii  an  unfortunate  man,  or  rather 
pHtfay  perhaps  an  oppressed  one,  subject  to  the  tyranny  of  some 
(Kah  ticket  system  as  lately  required  the  interference  of  the  home 

iMaatary,  in  behalf  of  the  laborers  of  another  county. 

likiiethinks  I  see  him,  poor  phantom  !  an  impertinent  unit  of  a 
MMrplus  population,  humbly  pleading  for  bread,  and  oSdred  an 
lese  of  stones — to  be  cleared  at  five  farthings  a  rood.  Woik 
md  wages  for  the  asking ! — with  the  double  alternative  of  Ae 
Auon-house,  or  a  free  passage — the  North- West  onet— to  tlie 
HDl  undisoovered  coast  of  Bohemia ! 

:  >  is  a  rash  youth,  so  wrought  on,  to  be  eternally  Ez-Isled  from 
Aia  sweet  little  one  of  our  own,  for  only  throwing  a  few  intem- 
parate  ^'  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words  that  bum^  into  an 
MODymous  letter  ? 

»  JLet  these  things  plead  for  a  fellow-creature,  goaded,  perfaqi% 
||r  the  sense  of  wrong,  as  well  as  the  physical  pangs  of  hunger, 
mA  driven  by  the  neglect  of  all  milder  applications  to  appeal  to 
fkm  selfish  fears  of  men  who  will  neither  read  the  signs  of  the 

nor  heed  warnings,  unless  written,  like  Bebhaaaff^s,  la 

of  fire! 

(One  thing  is  certain.    TheM  «fe  niot  times  for  "risiting  ivWh 
mmnty  the  ofiences  of  the  laboring  poor ;  a  class  who,  it  isatdT^ 

by  all  parties,  have  borne  the  severest  trials  thai  can  -^t^ 
t  the  soul  and  body  of  man,  with  an  exemplary  fortitude,  aofl 

ace  almost  superhuman.  A  gieat  fiuit  at  w1iiG!h  every 
me  Englishman  should  exult,  as  at  a  frntkinal  Yiotory,  asHfa 
monl  heroisna  it  is.  I,  for  one,  am  prood  ef  mgr  poor  country. 
ffmh  4»d  natvraHy  loth  to  believe  that  a  ehafaoter  Whkh  m 
phMlaolly -oombines  wiiii  diaafieotkiB,  and  indulgea  so  spaitf)r 
iNMttbveak,  will  fredy  absofb  so  vfle  a  spirit  as  that  tit  iaom 
M  any  tale,  before  raihly  afepfkig  aasli  a  ernidlaiiii^^ 
joBlice  and  eenmon  sense  Wdfaelodkebeirtiervllir 
Mmnmm  of  «ny  unoMial  oomber  ef  tireain  the  nmimxSm 
fimmue^ummi  of  patiiolism,  ana  «mM  taOmp  mmm  Wim 
lijlilial  outrages  to  an  alien  than  to  a  son  of  the  aoQ.    Wa  tmm 

t        -  -  ^       '  ■       ^' 

1^. 


Itttal*  flMikli  fiMitfn'  ptiaflfth' 

bing  oar  iUhMiV  ^  voeketiag; « 

irhtoh  Im  oould  ignite  the  Tlmmm 

the  CSnqoe  Ports-*Uow  pff 

i^pUnten,  and  knook  the  two  BeodftaiibH 


a 
ef 
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Hi^^meas,  it  ie  truoi  coBtempleted  a  h^ieaie 
fioolaiaied  aeoording  to  the  usage  of  fol|le4MliMii 
•Qnae  ontlandiah  savage  aa  imohriluied 
Terra  d^l  Faogo,  animated  with  an  ii 
and  burning  to  test  his  dull  i^  PjrrotedMBlos  i<right 
barbarian  be  tempted  to  dispense  with  a  fimal 
war,  and  make  a  few  esqperUtteiMal  essaTa  how  lo 
treacherous  combustibles  into  our  fmcMbua  tamwaiMt 
Foreign  incendiaries  fi>r  me,  ratb«r  than  native;  and 
or  spontaneous  combustion  before  either  I  But  if  w«  mosl  hs» 
lieve  in  it  home-made — surely,  in  preference  to  Urn  MMitis|fle<i 
laborer,  saspioion  should  iall  on  thoseetuff^  tnmfnm^bmtkdBA 
the  couiUry,  the  foremost  to  oraye  fer  food  aad  waomffi  ^  !■* 
to  ask  for  work,  and  one  of  whom  mhgkt  U^mpm  iammfm 
ishes.  If  it  be  otherwise,  if  a  class  emineadjrJiyait 
peaceable,  ^d  rational,  have  really 
ing  about  fire,  it  is  high  time,  methinks,  with  unifianal 
borings,  to  begin  to  scuttle  ourulaod  for.frar  of italhii 
But  no— that  Shadow  of  an  incendiary,  wiUi 
streaming  repentant  eyes,  disavows  with 
intent ;  and  shadow  as  he  is,  my  belief  aoyoitB  UoBt  Md 
me  echo  the  imaginary  sigh  with  whiok  he 
foggy  distance  between  me  and  Port  Sydnif  *^  ^ 
It  is  in  your  power.  Sir  James  Chrahani!  to  lay 
is  haunting  me.  But  that  is  a  triis.  !'9y'aidiie 
with  the  earthly  fountain  of  mercy,  you  magr 
choly  shadow  into  a  happier  realiQf^--a  j^i^tadi 
pleasanter  image  to  mingle  in  our  waWsig 
those  dreams  which,  as  Hamlet  cQnjeotaie% 
turb  us  in  our  coffins.  Iliink,  sir,  offeof^ 
9uize  into  his  hard  case,  and  five  k 
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that  of  a  fellow.man  with  an  immortal  soul — a  ''possible  an- 
1  '* — ^to  be  met  hereafter  &oe  to  face. 

To  me,  should  this  appeal  meet  with  any  successy  it  will  be 
B  of  the  dearest  deeds  of  my  pen.  I  shall  not  repent  a  wide 
?iation  from  my  usual  course;  or  begrudge  the  pain  and 
»uble  caused  me  by  the  providential  yisitings  of  an  importunate 
antom.  In  any  case,  my  own  responsibility  is  at  an  end.  I 
ve  relieved  my  heart,  appeased  my  conscience^  and  absolved 
f  soul.  ^ 


i 


H,.,  tr 


IHS  BItlDGS  ioiS  flllMiJ^ 


**Drowii0dl  dtovrntdP*— Hamuit. 

Orb  more  UntoranAte, 
Weary  of  breaihi 
Raihly  importtmatoi 
Gone  to  her  death! 

Take  her  up  tendeny, 
lift  her  with  care ;— — 
Faahion'd  so  slenderly, 
Toungy  and  sofidr! 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements; 
"^  V  t  the  wave  constantly 
i^iips  from  her  clothing 
Take  her  up  instsntly. 
Loving,  not  loathmg.^- 

Touch  her  not  scornfully ; 
Think  of  her  moumftillyy 
Gently  and  humanly ; 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her, 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now,  is  pure  womanly. 


Make  no  deep  scrutiny 
Into  tier  mutiny 
Rash  and  undutifid ; 


^'- J-. 
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Past  all  dishonor, 
Death  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautiful. 

Still,  for  all  slipe  of  hen, 
One  of  Eve's  family- 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hers 
Oozing  80  olaromily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escaped  from  the  comb, 
Her  fair  auburn  tresses ; 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father? 
Who  was  her  mother  ? 
Had  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 
Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other? 

Alas !  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  sun ! 
Oh!  it  was  pitiful! 
Near  a  whdle  city  flill. 
Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterly,  brotherly, 
Fatherly,  motheily, 
Feelings  had  changed : 
Love,  by  haidi  eyideDcei 
Thioim  fiom  its  eminenoe; 
Even  Qod^s  prorideiioe 
Seeming  estraoged. 

Where  the  IsttpsqiArw 
SofarfciilheriTOri 


204  PROSE  AND  VERSE. 

With  many  a  light 
From  window  and  casement, 
From  garret  to  basement, 
She  stood,  with  amazement, 
Houseless  by  night. 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver  ; 
But  not  the  dark  arch, 
Or  the  black  flowing  river  : 
Mad  from  life's  history, 
Glad  to  death's  mystery. 
Swift  to  be  hurl'd— 
Anywhere,  anywhere 
Out  of  the  world  ! 

In  she  plunged  boldly, 
No  matter  how  coldly 
The  rough  river  ran, — 
Over  the  brink  of  it, 
Picture  it, — ^think  of  it, 
Dissolute  Man ! 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it 
Then,  if  you  can  ! 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  ; 
Fashion 'd  so  slenderly, 
Young,  and  so  fair  ! 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly 
Stiflen  too  rigidly. 
Decently, — kindly, — 
Smoothe,  and  compose  them ; 
And  her  eyes,  close  them. 
Staring  so  blindly ! 

Dreadfully  staring 
Through  muddy  impurity, 
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As  when  with  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing 
Fixed  on  futurity. 

Perishing  gloomily, 
Spurred  by  contumely, 
Cold  inhumanity, 
Burning  insanity, 
Into  her  rest. — 
Cross  her  hands  humbly, 
As  if  praying  dumbly, 
Over  her  breast  f 

Owning  her  weakness, 
Her  evil  behavior, 
And  leaving,  with  meekneMy 
Her  sins  to  her  Saviour ! 


.** 


«^4^ 


Thb  lady  by  in  ber  bad, 

Rer  oonoh  »  w§nBL  IjM^^  2. 

But  her  sleep  was  70stIiiii|i'iiDii  liM^ 

For  turnidg  6llE»D  a^  '      ^    '*^' 

From  side  to  side,  sHe  mutt^liBSf  ^ttf  liBiBi'd 

And  tossM  her  arms  aloft. 

At  last  she  started  iqs 

And  gazed  on  the  tacant  air, 
With  a  look  of  awe,  as  if  she  saw 

Some  dreadful  phantom  ther^— 
And  then  in  the  pillow  she  boried  her  tkm 

From  visions  Ul  to  bear. 

The  very  ourtain  shook, 

Her  terror  was  so  eztrei^ 
And  the  light  that  fell  on  the  broidered  q^t 

Kept  a  tremulous  gleam ; 
And  her  voice  was  hollow,  and  sbook  as  she  «risd^ 

« Oh  me !  that  awful  dream! 


•  That  weary,  weary  walk, 

In  the  ohurchyard's  dismal  giouad  t 
And  those  horrible  things,  with  shady 

That  came  and  flitted  round,— 
Death,  death,  and  nothing  but  deadi. 

In  every  sight  and  sound ! 


M: 
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"  And  oh  !  those  maidens  yoang', 
Who  wrought  in  that  dreary  nnMkf 

With  figures  drooping  and  spectres  thin, 
And  cheeks  without  a  bloom ;— > 

And  the  voice  that  eried,  *  For  the  pomp  of  pride 
We  haste  to  an  eariy  tomb !' 

"  For  the  pomp  and  pletecires  of  pride ; 

We  toil  like  the  African  slaves, 
And  only  to  earn  a  home  at  last, 

Where  yonder  cypress  waves ; — 
And  then  it  pointed — I  never  saw 

A  ground  sdbftill  of  glUves ! 

'<  And  ^11  thejsoffins  canM, 

With  their  sorrowfol  trainis  and  sloir ; 
Cofiin  after  coffin  still, 

A  sad  and  sickening  show  ; 
From  grief  exempt,  I  never  had  dreiuilt 

Of  such  a  world  of  Wo  f 

"  Of  the  hearts  thfltt  daily  break, 

Of  the  tears  that  hourly  M, 
Of  the  many,  many  troubles  of  life, 

That  grieve  this  earthly  ball — 
Disease,  and  Hunger,  Pain,  and  Want, 

But  now  I  dream  of  them  all ! 

*<  For  the  blind  and  the  cripple  were  there, 

And  the  babe  that  pined  fer  bread. 
And  the  houseless  man,  and  the  widow  poor 

Who  begged — ^to  bury  the  dead  f 
The  naked,  alas,  that  I  might  have  oladt 

The  famished  I  might  have  Ml 

**  The  sorrow  I  might  have  loodied, 

And  the  unregaxded  tears ;        "S 
For  many  a  throai^  shafie  waa  tlM% 

From  long  forgottaa  jaai% 


1^. 


kjf  eren  die  podp^ 
WboimlaedngFi 

«  Each  pleading  lool^  mmm^^^^TimL 
I  aoaoned  witli^  heedlM  eyif^i  ^y^,.-  ^^  ^^^ 

Bach  face  wa«  gazuig  aa  frlfiiii^f  Jta|^  ^V7 
As  when  I  passed  it  bjr ;' 

Wo,  wo  for  ins  if  the  piMil#>lMlNS  >  >  f 
Thus  present  wimi  I  cUe!      ^       .^a!  nv>] 

"  No  need  of  sulphurous  lake*  ,  i 

No  need  of  fiery  cpali 
But  only  that  crowd  of  ^human  Ua^ 

Who  wanted  pity  and  dole-* 
In  everlasting  retrospeo^— 

Will  wring  my  sinful  soid ! 

Alas !  I  have  walked  through  Ufa. 

Too  heedless  where  I  trod ; 
Nay,  helping  to  trample  my  fellow  irofqp» 

And  fill  the  hurial  sod — 
Forgetting  that  even  the  sparrow  ftUs 

Not  unmarked  of  God  t 

« I  drank  the  richest  draughts ; 

And  ate  whatever  is  good — 
Fish,  and  flesh,  and  fowl,  and  fruit. 

Supplied  my  hungry  mood ; 
But  I  never  remembered  the  wretched 

That  starve  for  want  of  food ! 

« I  dressed  as  the  noble  drespi 

In  cloth  of  silver  and  goldi 
With  silk,  and  satin,  and  coadj  fini^ 

In  many  an  ample  fold ; 
But  I  never  remembered  the  oakid^liiL.^ 

That  froze  with  winter's  cold.         '''^'f'^^J 

'<  The  wounds  I  might  have  ImmMI  •    •  v^^^nt  iK>^i 
The  human  sorrow  and  sriMtHtl    ^  1^^  mn^ 
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And  yet  it  never  was  in  my  soul 

To  play  so  ill  a  part : 
But  evil  is  wrought  by  want  of  Thought, 

As  well  as  want  of  Heart  V* 


She  clasped  her  fer*  M  hands. 
And  the  tears  began  to  stream ; 

Large,  and  bitter,  and  fast  they  fell, 
Remorse  was  so  extreme  ; 

And  yet,  oh  yet,  that  many  a  Dame 
Would  dream  the  Lady's  Dream ! 


Part  u. 
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With  fingen  weuy  and  woni, 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  redf 
A  womao  sat,  in  unwomanly  raga^ 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread- 
SUtch !  edtoh !  stitoh ! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt 
And  still  with  a  voice  of  doioiwa  pitoli. 

She  iang  the  "  song  of  tha  fiUft !" 

"Work!  work!  work! 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof  t 
And  work— work — work ! 

Till  the  stars  shine  through  the  roof  I 
It's  oh  !  to  he  a  slave 

Along  with  the  barharous  Tuik, 
Where  woman  has  never  a  soul  to  aair^ 

If  THIS  is  Christian  work ! 

«  Work— work— work ! 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim  ; 
Work — ^work — work ! 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim  t 
Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band, 

Band,  and  gusset,  and  aeanii 
Till  over  the  buttons  I  fidl  adeep, 

And  sew  them  on  in  my  dream  I 

<<0h !  men  with  sistexa  deair  1 
0\il  man  with  mothers  ail  wivwit: 


,        ^g,  THE  SONG  OP  THE  SHIRT.  »ll 

It  is  not  linen  you're  wearing  oot, 

But  human  creatures*  lives ! 
Stitch-Hstitch— stitch ! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt. 
Sewing  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 

A  SHROUD  as  well  as  a  shirt ! 

«  But  why  do  I  talk  of  death, 

That  phantom  of  grisly  bone ; 
I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape. 

It  seems  so  like  my  own — 
It  seems  so  like  my  own, 

Because  of  the  fast  I  keep : 
Oh  God !  that  bread  should  be  so  dear. 

And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap ! 

«  Work— work— work  I 

My  labor  never  flags ; 
And  what  are  its  wages  ?    A  bed  of  straw, 

A  crust  of  bread — and  rags : 
A  shattered  roof— and  this  naked  flooiv^ 

A  table — a  broken  chair — 
And  a  wall  so  blank  my  shadow  I  thank 

For  sometimes  falling  there ! 

"  Work — ^work — work  I 

From  weary  chime  to  chime ; 
Work — ^work — ^work  I 

As  prisoners  woiIe,  &r  crime  1 
Band,  and  gusset,  aoMl  aeam. 

Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band. 
Till  the  heart  is  sick  and  the  brain  benombed. 

As  well  as  the  weary  hand ! 

"  Work— work— work. 

In  the  dull  December  lig^ ; 
And  work — ^work— work  I 

When  the  weather  is  warm  and  M^ : 
While  underneath  the  eavea 


The 
Aiif  to,dioiit 
And  twit  ms  wiA 

Of  the  w 
With  the  sky  diove  my 

And  the  grai*  heneithi 
For  only  one  liMurt  ftoiM^  u/ 

To  feel  M IiHed le i&d^ 
Before  I  Imew  the  mmwt 

And  the  weUc  thatioi#%|iiili|  fnm^M 

'<  Oh !  but  for  cmAmimmtiudi  \  ko&  ifO 

A  respite^  how»rar  hiiiCIf7;i»  lia^JI  In  A; 
No  blessed  leisure  for  love  ef  kffdk 

But  only  time  for  gfleW  — /yw^-AaW  »^ 
A  little  weeping lil  jjsi  ii||1|pntTIT 

But  in  their  briny  bed       ''    ^«  ^i^w  hilA 
My  tears  must  stop,  for  eVwy  aisy  .^tyu  A 

Hinders  needle  and  Affead  1^.  t>^  t/2r«rV«  A 
.    /•  ..I  ii — iidAi:  A 
With  fingers  weary  aa4ji«l»ii»Lvi  IJjb**  4  fc|iA 

With  eyeUds  heaty  i«d;ii4.;if,aie«  \o% 
A  woman  sat,  in  unwomanly  i«g|%  <^ 

Plying  her  needle  wiAikxmii'i^—IV^W^ 
Stitch — stitch— stitoh !       ><  »  v*.  /r  rcioif 

In  poverty,  hunger  and4liitt'^'i'^*'— ihoW 
And  still  with  a  yotqe  oil 
Would  that  its  tone  001 

She  sung  this  <<Son«  of  IhnjifciW  ff um>. 

•  /  ,v  fuU  ta  Hour  i4^ ,  '^{^ 
.  : : .,  .'/•— ;[tO"»'- 

■    .v-'.iio-ir — ; 
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